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THE MAN AT ARMS. 

By E. H. Blasbjield and E. W. Blasbjield. 

I. 

indeed, made its way over troubled 
waters to the civilization of the bar
barian; but in the agitated sea which 
gradually beat Europe into the shapes 
of medimval geography every wave
crest was tipped with steeL He who 
would use the keys of Peter had to 
wield the sword of Paul; and it was often 
the argument of the white steel that en
forced the worship of "the white Christ." 
Undoubtedly there were brains within 
the helmet now and then, and behind 
the walls of the city there was evolution 
of law and order in consiglio, witenage
mote, and parliament, till the mediwval 
peoples became nations; but powerful as 
were Church and State, they called in the 
sword to cut the Gordian knot; and if we 

Blazon from the Palac. of the Pod. Ita at Piltoia. would know the man of the early times 
we must know him under helmet and IN the earlier middle ages every man shield. It is thus that we must see the 

was his own soldier; our ancestors, makers of Europe in their " 'prentice 
and every untonsured man of the garb," butchers maybe, but they carved 
time, could and did strike with provinces and kingdoms. We can find 

lance, sword, or club according to their them from the princes of the Holy Roman 
degree. There was no functionary paid Empire to the hosiers of Ghent. Popes 
to kill and to defend-leaving the civil- rode fully armed, bishops in mitred hel
ian to litigation and arbitration for the mets fell fighting; patriots like Montfort 
settlement of private quarrel; but sword at Evesham-poets like Dante at Cam
and shield hung at hand for the outgoer, paldino-artists like Michael Angelo, all 
who, though he had little news from the classes of men knew the life of the camp. 
outside world, could generalize from ex- Thus the development of armor becomes 
perience that, once over his threshold, a long portrait-gallery of the heroes of 
there was peril and chance of blows. The history and romance. 
dark centuries which followed the fall of The armors of antiquity, the elegance 
Rome were lightened only by the flash of the Greek, the severity of the Ro
of weapons. The ship of the Church, man, the richness of Eg).ptian and As-

Copyntcbt, 1887. by Chari .. &-ribn .... •• SolO.. All rilthll< ""","ro. 



4 THE MAN AT ARMS. 

syrian harness, would require a separate 
article. The purpose of this paper is to 
treat of the man at arms from Charle
magne to the disuse of armor.· The ear
lier time may, for convenience, be divided 
into the epochs of Charlemagne, of the 

I" a.-Armor of 800. Time of Charle""'ln • . 
(Plateo riveted 011 leather CCJ.t; tuolc, pi_ted I_ther; 

_I casqo~: leather creot; l .... ther h-'. rimmed witl, 
.!.HI: brt'el'h .. and otra.,. roood leg of leather; IIIIIIltle of 
wool; Ihoes, I_ther.) 

b.-Armor of 950. Tim. of HUlh C .... t. 
(TrelIIoed ooat and h-' : cuqoe, _I; breeeh ... I10 ..... 

.bOOll. I .. tber.) 
N. B.-In mOlt ..... Ihlelde wUl not be epecIlIed, .. all 

In tbe oerl .. an of w-' coftr8d with painted leather. IIDd 
IIt'nereUy .hod with metal. 

conquest of England, and of the crusades. 
The one hundred years' war between 
France and England followed, with the 
changes from chain-mail harness to the 
perfected armor of plate. Then came 
the period of the Reformation and wars 
of religion, during which the use of gun
powder first modified and eventually did 
away with armor, its last expression be
ing found in the New England forests 
as a protection against the impedect 
weapons of the savage. Through all 
this we can trace the gradual extinction 

• The term .rmor I. uoed here and throogboot thla 
""per In • general .nd popular _lee. It can only be oor
reet1y .pplled to tbe war·hMrn_ oompooer\ entirely of 
platea, that I .. ot pleoeo of fOl'llt'd lroo or _I futoeoed or 
riveted toIIt'thl't': teohntcally, therefore, It Ihoold not be 
uoed In deocrlblntr .ny eqolpment .... rller than tb.t of tbe 
Ilfteenth , ... ntory. Tho ohaln m.n of .... r11 tim ... nd the 
mtxture of pl.te. and ohaln m.1I woro dorlq the foor
teenth century were known ooly al h.rn .... 

of feudalism and heavy cavalry, the rise 
of infantry and of the commons. 

From the ninth to the fourteenth cen
tury the warrior was a horseman, like his 
ancestors who had ridden over the Ural 
and out of the German forests. Infantry, 
the strength of the Roman, is useful only 
when acting as a disciplined unit; and 
the rush and weight of the horse over
matched the undisciplined medimval foot
soldier. In the armors of the eighth 
century antique memories were strong, 
memories of kilted legionaries on ceno
taphs in Gallo-Roman cemeteries, of 
laminated thorax and the head-piece 
with jugulars, and though the sword had 
grown longer (for the "riders of tall 
horses" struck with long blades to 
reach their enemies), the knights of 
Charlemagne, the Rolanda and Olivers 
and Ganelons as we see them in the 
famous che88JDen of St. Denis, seem like 
clumsy souvenirs of Pharsalia or Philippi 
(I., a). t When the grandson of the mayor 
of the Merovingian palace came back 
from Rome Carolus Magnus and Em
peror of the West, he brought with him 
the tradition of the Roman in armor and 
weapons; and the harness of those iron
clad ifer velltU) soldiers whom the monk 
of St. Gall saw from the walls of Pavia 
advancing like a river of steel through 
the rich Lombard plain was modelled on 
that of the cohorts of Trajan. 

This Roman in1luence, based on tradi
tion, BOon declined in the dismemberment 
of the empire which followed, as the bat
tered imperial crown was trundled over 
the battle-field from German to Frank, 
and back again. In the chaos of the 
iron century only one figure stood out 
clearly-that of the Norseman, the sea
wolf in his painted snaker, and, above 
the clash of weapons, the saga was 
heard. These ships of Rolf the Ganger, 
or Canute the Dane, or any other" land 
thief and sea thief" "from over the 
swan's bath," heathen pirate and typical 
hero of the time, brought nothing Roman 

t HOlt of the U1uotmtlon. to thll,>aper are bIulod upoo the 
unlqne collection of .. military manikin." tn tbe Parle 
Mo_m of Artillery. made by Colonel Leclerc, and roo
tlno<'d by Colooel Robert. Othera aro from .peotmeno In 
European collectlool - from manumpt. anti old prlnt& 
Tbe 1_ .. /I, 1>. r. etc., reter to the armed tltrnrea .. 
counted from left to right In each Ulufltratton : .nd whl't'· 
ever a dl.tlnct blotorlcal name II given In the caption the 
original .rmor from wblch the drawintr •• 1 made hI. been 
TCCOnl¢nlcter\ .fter the oeaL tombal emlD', portrait. or 
... -tu81 armor of the pe"",n named. 
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THE MAN AT ARMS. 5 

with them. Before this new and living 
force from the North, southern tradition 
vanished, and the knights who followed 
Otho the Great and Hugh Capet to bat
tle (1., b) no longer suggested the Ro
man legionary. The bull's hide that cov
ered the old Goths again took the place 
of the Roman plates, and became the 
trellised or latticed coat of leather, 
crossed with a checker of thongs stud
ded with iron rivets. Rude as was their 
armor, these knights saw the dawn of 
chivalry, established its code and cere
monial, and laid the foundations of the 
stronghold of feudalism which has not 
yet crumbled away. 

After these founders of feudalism 
came the knights, who (IT., a) so en
larged its field in the eleventh century 
by conquests in the South and West of 

Europe. Like their predecessors, they 
wore the leather coat, but in n, b, it is 
covered with metal rings-sewn upon it, 
and touching at their circumferences, 
not interlaced as afterward in chain 
mail. The shield, made, like all the oth
ers in the series, of wood covered with 
painted leather and shod with iron or 
brass, was almond - shaped, concave, 
gay with decorative figures, and covered 
nearly the whole man. The sword was 
broad, straight, and with a simple cross
hilt. 

With the end of the eleventh century, 
wild time as it was, there were glimpses 
of an on-coming civilization. The monk 
in the North and the burgher in the South 
began to teach the knight some love of 
beauty; great cathedrals rose in Italy, 
abbeys in the North, where Matilda with 

II .• a.-Armor of 1066. Time of WIlliam the Conqueror. 

(Coat and breech ... one piece. I8W1I ,,1th metal rinp : Oap at breMt to admit the we.,..; casque .teel, gilded and 
plinWd; oboe. and ,loYe&, leather; I ..... hetlp-lIkin with It'ather IItraps.) 

/I.-Armor 01 1130. Fieur. 01 Geoffrey Plantaeonot. 
(Rauberk or man ... Irt: ClUqtle. painted .teel; oblcld, 00... IlIldcd Iron; wristlets, red leatber; leather ,h-. ,hod with 

Iron; hood, cloth OQ leather; tonic, wool.) 
c.-Armor of 1200. 

(Complete ""It of mall with bood.) 



4 THE MAN AT ARMS. 

syrian harnesR, would require a separate 
article. The purpose of this paper is to 
treat of the man at anns from Charle
magne to the disuse of armor. * The ear
lier time may, for convenience, be divided 
into the epochs of Charlemagne, of the 

I., a.-Armor of 800. Tim. 01 Charlemocne. 
(Plaw rivet"" OIl leather coat; tunic, plealAl<l I,.ther; 

01 ... 1 C&>qll~: I~ather cre.t: leatber hood. rimm,'<i with 
fteel: brt'CCheo anti .trap" ruund 1<1( of leather; Dl&DUe of 
wool; ahoes, leather.) 

b.-Armor 01 950. Tim. 01 HuCh Capel. 
(Trellii!ed coat and bood: cuquc,....,.,I ; b....,.,h ..... l1oveo. 

.h_. leatber.) 
N. B. -I n mOllt caNS .bleld. wiD not be opecIftecl, ... all 

In tbe oer\"" are of wood oonrOO with painted leather. and 
jfellerally .bod wltb metal. 

conquest of England, and of the crusades. 
The one hundred years' war between 
France and England followed, with the 
changes from chain-mail harness to the 
perfected armor of plate. Then came 
the period of the Reformation and wars 
of religion, during which the use of gun
powder first modified and eventually did 
away with armor, its last expression be
ing found in the New England forests 
as a protection against the imperfect 
weapons of the savage. Through all 
this we can trace the gradual extinction 

• The term armor I. II""" here an,1 throlllllooat tble 
""per In a general and papillar 1181..... It can only be oar· 
rectly applied to tbe war·b"m_ oom.-l entirely of 
platea. that I .. of plecea of forged Iron or.teel fallteuo<1 or 
riveIM to«etber: tecbnically, tberetOl'l'!, It obonld not bo 
,.- in deecrlblng any equipment earlier tban that of the 
IIfteenth '"entary. The ohaln maU of early times and the 
millture of platea and chain mall worn daring tbe four· 
tecatb century were known only a. harn ... 

of feudalism and hea,'Y ca,·a1ry. the rise 
of infantry and of the commons. 

From the ninth to the fourteenth cen
tury the warrior was a horseman, like his 
ancestors who had ridden over the Ural 
and out of the German forests. Infantry, 
the strength of the Roman, ill useful oll1y 
when acting &8 a disciplined unit; and 
the rush and weight of the horse over
matched the undisciplined medireya} foot
soldier. In the armors of the eighth 
century antique memories were strong, 
memorics of kilted legionaries on ceno
taphs in Gallo-RoJUan cemeteries, of 
laminated thorax and the head-piece 
with jugulars, and though the sword had 
grown longer (for the "riders of tall 
horses" struck with long blades to 
reach their enemies). the knights of 
CharlemBf.,'Ile, the Rolands and Olivera 
and Ganelons as we see them in the 
famous chessmen of St. Denis, seem like 
clum~y souvenirIJ of Pharsalia or Philippi 
(I., a). t When the grandson of the JDayor 
of the Merovingian palace came be.ck 
from Rome Carolus lIagnus and Em
peror of the West, he brought with him 
the tradition of the Roman in armor and 
weapons; and the harness of those iron
clad (fr.r ve:<lll) soldiers whom the mOB 
of St. Gall saw from the walls of PIma 
advancing like a river of steel through 
the rich Lombard plain was modelled on 
that of the cohorts of Trajan. 

This Roman influence, based on tradi
tion, soon declined in the dismembermd 
of the empire which followed, &8 the W
tered imperial crown was trundled Ofar 
the battle-field from German to Fra.ak, 
and back again. In the chaos of the 
iron century only one fib"Ul'e stood oat 
clearly-that of the Xorseman, the .... 
wolf in his painted soaker, and, aboft 
the clash of weapons, the saga W88 
heard. These ships of Rolf the Ganger, 
or Canute the Dane. or any other "land 
thief and sea thief '.' "from over the 
swan'll bath," heathen pirat.e IWd t~'Pical 
hero of the time, brought nothing Roman 

t }{, .. t "f the ilin.tralion.to tbiol'operarc baIo<>olllpantbe 
unlqne ooll"",lon "f .. military manikin. ~ in Ibe Pula 
~alCllm of Artmory. made by Colon('1 Lrelcrc. and COD> 
tlnu"" by Colonel nubert. Othe.- arc from _peo\m ..... fIa 
Enropean ,,,,II,'CtIonA - from mam ... cript. an,1 old print&. 
The letk-f'M a, It, (0, ctC'!., l'e'ter to tho &nnoo ftguJ"a .. 
,'<>tinted from l~ft to right In t'8cb iIInlltration : and witft'. 
ever a dl.tlnct b1.torl,,,,llIame i'l!iv~n In the captiOll tile 
oritrlnal armor from wbich the drawing waR made baA '
J'('C()ntotnl~1.(!(\ atwr the _L lombal emU. portrait. or 
a.:tnal armor of tbe reroon DamCtI. 
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her ladies worked the precious Bayeux 
ta.pestry that shows us, m ship, in battle, 
and in camp, those rough pioneers of 
civilization, blood-letters in the diseased 
frame that was to become healthy 
through struggle. The work even 
of the needle was rude then, and, had 
we only the tapestry, we should hardly 
distinguish trellis from rings, or armor 
from saddle-cloth. But many manu
scripts of the time have been preserved, 
and in the carefully wrought Goliaths 
and Maccabees and Herods of the illu
minators we can see, to-day, the men 
who rode at St&nnford Brigg, and de
fended the Dragon standard at Hast
ings; Walthorf Siwardsson, "the thief 
of slaughter," in whose veins, according 
to the Norse legend, ran the blood of 
the Fairy Bear, holding the gate of York 
with his single axe against a Norman 
army; HaroJd Hardraade and his com
rades; Varangian guards of the Emper-

or of Constanti
nople, whose hand
wnting we find to
day on the flanks 
of the Greek lion 
in the Arsenal at 
Venice; or Har
old's earlier coun
trymen landing 
from their soakers 
on the coast of that 
Vineland of the 
chronicles, which 
has afforded pict
uresque conject
ure about the mill 
at Newport. Here, 
too, we may find 
one of the twelve 
sons of Hauteville, 

III-Armor 01 1346 who went, all but 
one, from their 

Norman farm to win eleven kingly or 
ducal crowns in Italy; or see William the 
Conqueror, and note the fastenings that 
he ripped away in tearing oft' his casque 
at Hastings, and riding bareheaded that 
his men might see him alive and un
wounded. In the same harness fought 
Hereward, the last of the English, hero 
of Richard of Ely's chronicle and Kings
ley's fine romance. But Herewal'd's en
chanted shirt was not of plates or rings, 
sewn upon leather like those common to 

his time; it was the coat of linked mail 
which Torfrida's ancestor won from the 
heathen emir at Montmajour. Many 
an enchanted armor, honestly accredited 
in song and chronicle of the early mid
dle ages, was undoubtedly, like Here
ward's, simply the product of the cun
ning Eastem smiths who made Damas
cus and Toledo famous for just such 
blades as Hereward's " Brain-biter," and 
the strangely inscribed little axe which 
the mad Martin Lightfoot caressed and 
loved. 

Linked mail was used in a rough form 
quite early in the North. An eleventh cen
tury MS. mentions" a lorica wholly of 
metal and without tissue," and Anna Com
nena, daughter of Alexis, Emperor of 
Constantinople, states, in her memoirs of 
the early twelfth century, that the coat of 
chain mail was unknown in Byzantium, 
and wom only by the knights of the 
North of Europe. It was perfected after 
the second crusade, and the long hau
berk may be seen upon (ll., b) Geot
frey Plantagenet, son-in-law of Henry L 
and ancestor of a line of English kings. 
His shield, with its great gilded boss, 
is the largest in the series, his baldric 
and shield-strap are rich with precious 
stones, and from his neck hangs the oli
faunt, or carved ivory hom, a distinctive 
sign of nobility. Geoffrey is a type of 
the stately long-gowned knights, fighting 
only from the saddle, who entered Jeru
salem "ith Godfrey, founded kingdoms 
in the Holy Land, built classic temples 
into their castles of the Greek mainland, 
and became lords of the isles in the Med
iterranean. In this cumbrous harness 
fought the crusaders Bohemond, Tan
cred, the Count of Paris, and the rude 
bedizened knights whom Anna Comne
no. saw in her father's palace. In it we 
may see Henry I. of England, statesman 
and lawgiver, and Frederick Barbaro88&, 
marching down into Italy to punish the 
rebellious free cities, revenging himself 
upon razed Milan, until, a little later, at 
Legnano the soldiers of the Lombard 
League, Milanese of the Cohort of Death, 
captured from the same Frederick just 
such a huge shield as Geoffrey wears in 
the picture, and drove back the Cresar 
tributeless across the Alps again. In 
this costume, too, the knights of the 
Arthurian and Carlovingian cycles, the 



IV .• <t.-Armor of 1295 10 I J 12. From Ihe Seal of HUlh of Chat,lIon . 
(Bro1Iflle: _I wiDgh!tA at lhouldel'1l; lteel plates at Ubla and npper ann; helmet with vteor o<:nlwed on, .urmQunted 

by 1flU'1""da and IambrequID.) 

b.-Armor of 1190. From Seal of Count of Montmorenci. 
(Chain hauberk and h_; ~t atet'l hrlmet nn,l baUI.,.a~~.) 
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Arthurs and Percivals, the Rolands and 
Turpins, rode through men's minds and 
fancies; for in the twelfth century the 
poets began to sing of them-the poets 
who, one and all, were knights and nobles. 
Like the sculptor of the figures of Roland 
and Oliver at the door-way of the Vero
nese church, they clothed their heroes 
in the armor they saw in the actual life 
about them. Bards, trouveres, and min
nesingers wore the harness they delight 
in describing, and studied the codes of 
the famoUII courts of love; so Roland, 
dying at Roncesvaux, in the famoUII 
song, wound his olifaunt and tendered 
his glove to God like a feudal v8888l, 
and GaJahad and Lancelot were learned 
in the knightly etiquette of the twelfth 
century. 

In IV., h, we have the costume of the 
third and fourth crusades. With it we 
may arm Richard of England or Philip 
Augustus of France; it may serve for a 

redected in Thames water by Runny
mede-the helmets borne by esquires 
for the barons who bad come, not to 
fight, but to see Magna Charta signed. 

This huge iron-pot helmet, already 
used in the third crUllade, W88 an admi
rable defence; and, with modifications, 
lasted into the fifteenth century. But 
it W88 very heavy, W88 put on only at 
the moment of charging, and many 
knights preferred to fight with the light
er open head-piece, or the Montauban 
hat (TIl.). Among the English it is fre
quently found with only a nose-piece in
stead of the usual visor. Underneath it 
the linked hood was wadded with a cir
clet, to keep the helmet firm and save 
the head from pressure. Such hoods (II., 
c) are on the heads of the knights who, 
with crossed feet and joined palms, lie in 
effigy in the Temple Church of London. 
And this complete suit of linked mail W88 

distinctive of the crusades. Chain mail 
protected from 
cuts and from 
arrows, but a 

A F oot·lOldier of the Time of Poitiers. 

blow upon the 
links either 
broke the 
bones or caus
ed crushing 
bruises, harder 
to heal than ac
tual gashes, 
and necessitat
ed a wadded 
undergarment, 
the gam beson. 
Its weight, too, 
W88 very great, 
so that a pInte 
of metal or 
leather was 
wom under it 
on the breast 
to relieve the 
lungs from the 

knight at the "gentle and joyous pas
sage of arms at Ashby," or the armor 
which Isaac of York furnished to Ivan
hoe. Men so armed manned the walls of 
Front-de-Bomfs castle, and wore the 
coats of Spanish proof of Bois Guilbert 
and De Bracy-work, again, of Eastel'll 
artificers in the forges of Spain. Hau
berks and helmets of this fashion were 

pressure, and 
mnny preferred the trellised or ringed 
coats which are to be found contempora
neously with chain mail. Nevertheless 
the latter, as n complete defence, sub
sisted throughout the crusades, and ap
pears UpOll (VI., c) a knight of the time 
of St. Louis, who wears, over n hauberk 
shorter than the preceding ones, a tunic 
as a protection against the effect of the 
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--.;:---

VI., a.-Armor 01 1356. 
(Coot, interlaced leather thonlJll; sboulder, elbo .... and upper·arm pieces, _1; greave. and knee-pleceo, leather Over

Ia)ing oteel; pantlote and abOO>l, articulated atoeI; bead-plflOO, a b&alinet; skirt, woollen.) 

b.-Armor of 1357. Stephon Marcel. 
(Konteuban bat; cuiraM, " brigandine 01 _I plates under leatber; .hooo, leg, and arm pieces, leather studded with 

nail,; gloves, knee, elbow, and ,houil!er pi"""", Iteel; apron, 8_1.) 

c.-Armor 01 1226_ 
(Chain-maillltllt; ... oollen tunic; steel belmet, gilded.) 

sun upon the steel, and whose helmet is 
richly gilded and pointed. 

In the development of medireval ar
mor we may consider that the first phase 
embraced the times of the Carlovingians 
and early Capet kings in France,the Othos 
and Henrys in Germany, when the 
principal defence consisted of leather or 
quilted linen with small plates, round 
lozenges, or rings of metal sewn upon it. 
The second phase, that of interlaced cbo.in 
mail, with hauberk or long shirt, mit
tens, and chain hose laced behind the 
legs, m!l.y for convenience be Haid to tar-

minate with St. Louis and the last cru
sade. The head-coverings of these two 
phases were respectively the ovoidal or 
conical casque with nose-piece, and the 
great helmet worn over the linked hood. 

Every age is more or less transitional, 
and already, in St. Louis's time, the bar
ons were not decided as to what was the 
best armor. There were broignes among 
the hauberks, and men asked each other 
whether knights who had been disabled 
by a blow on knee or elbow might not 
have escaped by better defence of those 
delicate bones. If a steel cap pl'otected the 
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we may see Dante himself charging in 
the front rank of the Feditori, and hav
ing "at first much fear and afterward 
very great delight in the occurrences of 
the battle." 

At Campaldino there was a foreshad
owing of the importance of infantry, in 
the heavily armed footmen arranged in 
crescenfi..sbaped order, and carrying 
long lances. In Italy 
the burgher already 
fought as well as the 
noble, and in the COD

stant battles 
of the street, 
between 
high houses 
and behind 
chain barri
cades,horses 
were of little 
use, and the 
footmen had 
ample opportunity 
to learn to tight. 

Indeed, the d o. of 
the commons Wn.8 Ill-
most come. The knights of the thir
t eenth and fourteenth centuries were 
the xpres ion of a time when the gen
tleman cavalier only, disdaining to 

fight save with hi equal. pre-

in which the infantry.man emerged, and 
the commons laid upon public affairs an 
evertightening grasp. The infantry-man 
was first seen upon the plains of Flan
ders and in the mountains of Scotland; 
and the lesson taught by William Wal
lace to Edward L was put in practice 
by the latter's grandson at Cressy and 
Poitiers. At Cressy the English nobles 
dismounted, and supported the best 
archers in Europe, taken from a yeo
mnury proctised in games and the chase. 

The French nobles, ignorant of the 
use f th ir infantry and disdainful of 
it, broke themselves upon the enemy; 
a.t Poitiers and Agincourt they copied 

the 1 sson, but, having learned it 
ill, were again beaten. It was a 
tim of transition, when some 

wore mail and some leath-
er, always combined with 

plates, which between 
Cressy and Agincourt 
were de\'eloped into 
the full armor. 

Leather, toughened 
by boiling and studded 

with iron nails, 
was much used 
in the four
teenth cen
tury in com
bination with 

plates and 
chain, and 
was even 
worn over 
the plates, 
as in VI., a, 
wherepal'ts 
of the body 
are covered 
only by the 
hardened 
leather, 
while in 
other ports 
the lattel' 
overlays the 

The Equipment of • Lan... steel. The 
small head

ferring to be beaten rather than see his piece worn under the great helmet has 
own footmen obtain the prestige of a sue- here received articulated plates at the 
cess; and in their hURe helmets, topped neck instead of the linked hood, and is 
with every emblem-birds, beasts, fishes, gradually approaching to the bassinet, 
skulls, and garlands-they stood upon having a visor opening in two pieces 
the threshold of a new order of things from left to right, on hinges. 
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VII.-Jouning Kni,ht. 1450. The Conatlble d. Richemont. 
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Leather, again, almost composes the 
armor of VL, h, which might stand for 
Stephen Marcel, the famous Provost of 
lIerchants of Paris, who, after the dis
aster of Poitiers, armed the burgesses
for among the flashinLcJ figures of the 
knights the burgesses begun to ap
pear, with their principles of economy 
and their laws of trade, and among the 
towers and castles there arose town-balls 
of French and Flemish cities, and bel
bies of Bruges and Ghent. The chivalry 
disdained these commons, even to the 
extent of galloping away from them in 
some pitched fields-for the hosiers of 
Ghent and the weavers of Arras rode 
armed cap-a-pie. Why should not the 
profits of loom and cutting-board buy 
their masters as good shells in Milan 
or in Paris as could be had by the lord 
for tax-moneys? And the burgesses not 
only had. the sinews of war, they per
fected certain engines neglected by the 
fashionable armorers, and with them 
brought down, at three hundred yards 
or more, horse and knight together, to 
the inexpressible contempt, grief, and 
shame of the latter. 

In V., h, the brilliant armor of the 
Dauphin, afterward Charles V., we have 
the type of the three hundred gentle
men who charged up'the fatal lane at 
Poitiers-to-day we see its tarnished, 
tattered likeness hanging above the 
tomb of the Black Prince in Canterbury 
Cathedral. Here is no more of the 
long gown, that ""parement" which we 
have seen upon Etienne Marcel, and a 
step upon which in battle, Froissart tells 
us, cost the famous John Chandos his 
life. The Dauphin, his blazoned sleeve
less surcoat laced tightly over the cui
rass, is in trim for foot-fighting, and 
wears at the hips the jewelled girdle of 
knighthood, BOmetimes worth a whole 
manor, and a fine prize for the captor. 
Change the blazon, and we may put 
many a paladin into this armor. We 
may go with the boy Duguesclin, riding 
incognito to the lists and unhorsing 
every champion except his own father; 
we may see Doria standing on his deck, 
or against a background of the flashing 
oars of Venice and Genoa we may follow 
Vittore Pisani, carried in triumph from 
his prison to his ship. Rienzi may ha
rangue us in full harness at the capitol. 

The Scaligers upon the pinnacles of 
their Veronese tombs may come to life, 
or English Hawkwood may ride before 
us, captain of the Florentine Republic 
and "firstmodem tactician." 

In any consideration, of armors the 
tilting harness must not be overlooked. 
In the early centuries the knight re
garded himself as the only real BOldier, 
considering all the others as "our su
perfluous lackeys and our peasants, who 
in unnecessary action swarm about our 
!"J.uares of battle." The management of 
his horse and of his heavy armor re
quired special training, and this he found 
in the tilt-yard and at the toumeys. 
There his address could be exhibited 
under the eyes of ladies, honorable prizes 
could be won, and action and excitement 
found in time of peace. 

Until the fourteenth century the same 
arms were used at the toumey and in 
the field, but after that those of the for
mer became speciaL The toumey was 
a combat of equal numbers, having a 
complicated and splendid ceremonial, 
too elaborate to be followed in this paper. 
It embraced a pompous entry into the 
place where the toumey was held, a se
lection of judges, a vast showing of bla
zons and banners at the lodgings of the 
knights, banquets and speeches, hurry
ings to and fro of heralds, an inspection 
by the ladies of the knights' arms, hung 
for that purpose in a hall, and such eti
quette and punctilio as delighted the 
BOul of the meticulous King Rene of 
Provence, whose courts of love and hon
or were typical. The toumeying knights 
(IX.) wore armors which were heav
ier in front than behind, and bassinets 
with open-grated visors, on which rested 
the great toumey helms with their 
strange devices. They fought with 
"courteous arms," that is to say, II not 
outrageously weighty," the swords hav
ing no point and being too wide in the 
blade to enter the openings of thd visor. 
The heaviest and most complete horse-ar
mors were found at toumeys-chamfron, 
crinet, or neck-guard, poitrel for the 
breast, crupper-pieces, flanchards, and 
occasionally in Germany even leg-pieces 
were used. A double board-fence sur
rounded the lists, and between the 
fences stood men armed with J>C?les. and 
ready to assist dismounted knights from 
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VIII.-Armor of 14040; B.et Epoch. 

the field. On one side tribunes were 
erected, one for the judges and two 
for the ladies. A double cord stretched 
across the lists separated the pa.rties, 
who faced each other, each knight 
with his mounted standard-bearer be
hind him. Four mounted a.xemen stood 
ready to cut the cords. As the trumpets 
blew the cords fell, the banner-bearers 
retired, and the fight began (Bee Frontis· 
piece). The joust was 0. single combat 

with the lance. A low barrier running 
longitudinally to the charge separated 
the knights, and prevented the shock of 
the horses. 

The tilting (VTI.) armor was enor
mously heavy in front and light behind. 
The huge helmet, forged in two pieces, 
was riveted to the cuirass, and in order 
to see his opponent, even as far down as 
the waist, the knight had to bend for
ward his whole body from the hips up. 
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In vn. the gauntlet is in one piece with the 
left srm-guard. A target covered with ivory 
plate hangs before the left shoulder. The high 
saddle almost e vers the lower part of the body, 
and the knight has become a mere projectile, 
everything about the armor being arranged to 
give weight and force to his shock and to re

si t that of the enemy's lance. He wears 
the crest of the Constable of Richemont, a 
veiled woman's head, with high hat of er
mine, 1\ ptu.r of homs, and a stuffed ermine 

w-ll1ounting all He has rowel spurs, the 
rowel having come in with the thirteenth 
c ·utury; spurs up to that time being of 

the I:!imple, pointed kind, at first straight, 
then gently curved. In charging, the 

knight stood in the stirrups and 
rested his body slightly upon the 

top of the back of the saddle. If 
t he aim was good on both sides 
the lances splintered, or else the 
horses were thrown upon their 
haunches, the riders being some
times lifted bodily out of the 
saddle. Sometimes, as in Kings
ley's" Hereward," all four, horses 
and men, found themselves sit
ting upon the ground in a row 
among the fragments of the 
lances. The jousting helm of 
VU was often exchanged in the 
fifteenth century for the heavy 
tilting salade, with its chin-piece 
screwed to the cuirass (p. 11). 
The helmet was sometimes 

carried away, and great care 
was used in fastening it, but 

/ . _______ ... __ \ accidents happened, and in 
"'-~ 1559 a splinter from the 

lance of the Count of Mont
l.!{Jm('l-l. eutelmg the narrow sight of the 
,isOl' of Henry n., put an end at once to the 
kill~'" 1;((' lIun to jousting in France, and on 
tltf' e'lIltillent. 

llt'i W{,{'11 1400 and 1450 plate armor at
!nilll"l l.erfeetion, and became a triumph of 
,,{"i('uliti(' Clnd artistic workmanship. The 
'!I'Il\".' Lcullet, knee- and elbow-caps, and 
,.;truight pieces of iron on arms and legs, did 
very well for a horseman, but once on foot 

IX.- Tourneyin, Kni,ht, 1450. The Due d'Albret. the' knight's neck had to be protected from 
arrows without his freedom of action being 

impaired, and the plates had to be suited to every movement of the body. 
Cressy, Poitiers, and Agincourt were the real school of the armorers, and the talk 
of the camp after each battle afforded hints for the fending off of this or that 
upward or downward blow, and taught how the lance might be made to glance 
or the axes to tum. Here the horses had been stopped by the sharpened 
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stakes planted in the ground, and the 
dismounted riders, too stifBy and heav
ily armed from the waist up, had fall
en victims; or there the English light 
horse had charged them on their flank, or 
attacked them in the rear, and the French 
armorers had to supply back-plates and 
thigh-pieces to meet the new emer
gency. They studied the shells of cray
fish just as the costumers cut their 
scaJlops upon every sort of contempo
raneous garment. Systems of plates 
cunningly articulated played upon each 
other at the joints. The rounds at the 
armpit, which could be dislodged by a 
blow and where mortal wounds were 
most common, were replaced by admi
ably contrived shoulder-pieces; the b88-
sinet and salade, distinctive head-dresses 
of the one hundred years' war, were im
proved, the linked hood of the former 
being replaced by plates, the latter re
ceiving a chin-piece screwed to the cui
rass, which W88 in two pieces before and 
two behind, articulated at the sides to 
admit the play of the hips. In vm the 
salade has developed into the armet, 
the best expression of the head-piece. 
V., a, shows one of the actors in the 
latter half of the one hundred years' 
war-knights and footmen. Such ar
mors as Y., a," mounted to the breach 
of Harfleur with Henry V., or held the 
tired knights of Agincourt; such an ar
mor, though bigger in the "pansiere," 
haunted the sutler's tents and encased 
Falstaff; such covered the condottieri 
Braccio and Sforza, famous tacticians 
in the bloodless wars of the fifteenth 
century-Italian despots; t and in such 
a harness rode the most attractive 
of armed figures in history, the bare
headed., dark-haired girl, all in white 
steel, carrying her banner to the walls 
of Orleans. The soldiers who followed 
Jeanne d'Arc to battle were a motley 
army. The whole people rose" to wield 
old partizans" and every other weapon 
that chance or inheritance threw in their 
way,-for the English were upon all 
the roads of Franco, and the danger 
pressed. 

• The linked hood under the baMlnct """0 io V., a, wu 
IOmetlln .. replaced by the more perfect deteuee of an ar· 
ticulated steel <'Ollar . .. In VI •• a. 

t In llUeh Inboe foullbt La HIre. whoee prayer, .. Sin! 
God. do for La HIn! what La Hire would do for you wore 
be God and you a captaln·at-&rDlII." Is .. ramona .. bIa 
esplolt • . 
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The armorers could hardly furnish 
the regular troops, so the peasants and 
small country-gentlemen took the 
weapon from the hand of the dead 
English ruttier, or unhooked from the 
wall the mail shirt of the thirteenth 
century forerunner, rubbed into bright
ness the rusty dints of Cressy, fastened 
together the break in the links that had 
been made at Bouvines, and went to 
battle 88 they might. Practical science 
went hand in hand with enthusiasm, 
the citizens forged better cannon each 
year, and the national uprising tri
umphed even over the aristocratic mad
neBS of the nobles and the weakness of 
the king. Charles VII., profiting by the 
wisdom of the English, ordered the 
peasantry to practise with the long
bow. They soon became so expert 
that the nobles, fearing these serfs, 
persuaded the king to forbid such 
future exercise. In the corselets of 
these noble tyrants, who feared to have 
the peasants protect their ovm country, 
can we not see 
mirrored lit
tle prophetic 
pictures of the 
French Revo
lution? 

The finest 
armOl'8 were 
made from 
1440 to 1460 
(VIIT. ). They 
were marvels 
of suppleneBS, 
lightness, and 
elegance, the 
iron shell was 
modelled on 
the body be
neath it, and 
followed ev- -- ' -~ 
ery movement X.-A,qu.buli.r. 

of the torso 
and limbs, protecting without confining 
them; the steel envelope bad become in
dividual, and was, like hose and jerkin, 
made for its wearer, instead of the clumsy 
greaves of the fourteenth century made 
to fit any man. In these leg-pieces, care
fully articulated at the thigh and above 
the knee, personal peculiarities appear
legs slightly bowed and more or less 
heavily muscled at the calf ; in the dexi-

III 
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ble corselet the body enjoyed compara
tive freedom; under the armet or round 
helmet the head turned easily; the 
pointed toes of the solleretB could be 
unfastened in a moment if the knight 
was obliged to dismount; the gaunt
lets were as supple as silk gloves, and 
the weight of the whole armor, com
posed of very thin plates of well-tem
pered steel, was so carefully distrib
uted that it appeared compa.ra.tively 
light. This armor, moulded on the 
forms of the body beneath it, composed 
of polished steel, was the "white har
ness .. so often mentioned by the chron
iclers. In France it was worn without 
ornament, but the Italians decorated it 
with lions' heads and antique masks; a 
little later the armorers of Nuremberg, 
then very popular in France, introduced 
lluted steel-it was stronger, not heav
ier, and offered more resistance to lance
thrusts than the smooth metal. Many 
beautiful specimens remain of this 
Maximilian armor, as it was called. 

No further progress was possible; 
compa.ra.tive lightness, resistance, con
venience, and elegance of form had been 
attained. After this time the shape of 
helmet and corselet was varied accord
ing to individual caprice or the latest 
fashion, and the steel was gilded and 
ornamented; but armor, having at
tained its complete development, stead
ily declined. 

With slight changes we might fit 
the fine armor (VIII.) to anyone of a 
host of fighting men-to Scanderbeg, 
so terrible to the Turks that after his 
death his enemies the janiza.ries dug up 
his bones for amulets; to Victor Hugo's 
Captain Phalbus at the head of his 
archers, and to the knights of those in
terminable fifteenth century romances 
who galloped through Don Quixote's 
brain ; channel it with llutings, and it 
will do for that darling of the Germans, 
the golden-haired Maximilian the Mon
eyle88 ; stain it with red reftections from 
Moorish massacres and Torquema.da.'s 
autos-da-fe and it will serve Ferdi
nand the Catholic ; dint and batter it, 
dim it with rust, and patch the visor, 
and Sancho may buckle it onto the 
noblest knight of romance-for Don 
Qnixote, it must be remembered, wore 
his great-grandfather's armor. If we 

take this same armor, enlarge the arm
guards, decorate it with antique mo
tives, and repla.ce the armet by a late 
form of the old barb uta that left the 
face uncovered, we have a harness for 
the heroes of that Italian fairy-land, the 
"Orlando Innamorato," or, better still, 
we may find its likeness on the statue of 
Colleone, that glorifies the little square 
in Venice, or in the portraits of the 
baker's boy and hireling soldier, Gatta.
melata., who was twice blessed., in being 
modelled by Donatello and painted by 
Giorgione. No armor was so dear to 
the Italian painters. Overlaid with fan
tastic ornament or half-hidden under 
ftoating tunic, it was the panoply of 
the archangel Michael, of the ma.i1ed 
at. George, of the beautiful young war
rior saints, Ma.rtin. and Theodore and 
Liberale, and of the shining celestial 
host. 

By the middle of the fifteenth cen
tury the armorers had perfected their 
work, and the result was briefty this: 
The knight seeking to make himself all
powerful practically ceased to exist. 
Not all at once, of course, and he was 
naturally the last to learn that nobody 
needed him any longer. In the earlier 
centuries, at Hastings, Bouvines, and in 
the Holy Land, the knights, cla.d in mail, 
heavy but supple, could wheel and m&
naluvre. They dashed upon the ene
my in small bodies, circled about till 
the weak pla.ce was found, then rode in 
upon it. Thus cavalry did brilliant 
service-to attack was its natural prov
ince ; in receiving it lost the advantage 
of impetus. The knight did not see so 
far. He said to himself, "If I am so 
terrible in chain ma.il, what shall I not 
be in the better defence of plate ? .. and, 
full of confidence in his improved armor, 
he was ready to ride down all that op
posed him. But the armorer was un
consciously at variance with the tacti
cian. 

The knight had lost his essential 
qualities, speed and activity - down went 
the horses before the arrows, down went 
the human projectiles, half-stunned by 
the fall, obsta.cles for others to fall over, 
to be shelled in turn like lobsters by 
the daggers of the varlets. So went 
Cressy; at Poitiers the brave, slow
learning French nobles dismounted, as 

.1 
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if merely being on two legs instead. of 
four 'had made the English win, and in 
their heavy armors they were worse off 
than ever. After Agincourt they mount
ed again, but charged more intelligently 
and effectively in squadrons, often in a 
half-equare, the angle toward the front. 
But between 1440 and 1500 the steel 
had been made so enormously heavy, to 
resist bullets, that weight struck a death
blow at armor, which was, however, still 
nearly two hundred years in dying. The 
shock of the squadron was terrible and 
decisive if successful, but it depended 
on so many chances and required such 
favorable ground that the charge of the 
heavily armed nobles was a supreme ex
pedient, and at the end of the fifteenth 
century was rarely risked. This mass 
of iron once started could hardly be 
stopped or turned; a morass threw it 
into disorder, an unexpected hollow 
might destroy it, as the sunken road at 
Waterloo buried the French cuirassiers; 
and the light cavalry, falling upon its 
6ank or rear, invariably had the better of 
it. Cannon contributed to this change. 

By 1450 the simplest complete armor 
for horse and man cost about two thou
sand dollars of our money, a large sum for 
a single soldier. One shot might ruin all 
this, and knights, brave with their lives, 
hesitated to risk a property so valuable 
and so hard to replace. Thus the nobles 
retired to the rear of battle, and in the 
pay of the fifteenth century princes, half
armed light cavalry appeared, doing res.l 
service, but requirin~ time to obtain 
any prestige. The knights did not learn 
their lesson, but went on making armor 
heavier, to resist the effects of powder. 
They had a momentary success at For
novo, but at Marignano and Ravenna the 
Swiss and Spanish infantry handled them 
roughly, w1iiIe Pavia proved their in
efficiency to all It seemed to them 
terrible that such a knight as Bayard 
should have his back broken by a pinch 
of powder and a shot from a common 
soldier; but the change had to come. 
We find the buff boot on the gentlemen 
who charged at Ivry, and, in spite of 
Louis xm., armor· in his reign degen
erated into a gala costume. 

OUR LEADER. 

By C. P. Crancb. 

TOILI5G amid the fruitless desert-aand 
And rugged rocks of theologic lore, 
A doubtful view behind us and before

Yet hoping still to reach the promised land 
Of truth, which might inspire us and command 

The soul's allegiance, and so more and more 
Fill, warm, and penetrate its inmost core-

We heard at last your voice. We seemed to stand 
Upon a mountain's brow. A new light shone. 
While some recoiled and feared to break the bond 

Of childhood's faith, our prospect opened free, 
Until we cried aloud, "The sea--the sea I " 

As when the joyous Greeks with Xenophon 
Marched down to the Euxine shores and Trebizond. 



FIRST HARVESTS. 

By F. }. Stimson. 

CHAPl'ER L 

THE 8JLA8 STARBUOlt OIL COMPANY. 

N the northeast cor
ner of Fifth Ave
nue and Thirty
second Street, 
just where the long 
rise of the avenue 
begins, and van
ishes in higher 
perspective like 

the stage of a theatre, its long slope 
always dotted with a multitude of yel
low carriages, cabs, and dark-green pri
vate broughams, there stands a large 
brown-stone house of irreproachable 
respectability. The steps in front of 
the door are also of brown-stone; and 
the columns on either side terminate 
in the hollow globes of iron, tainted 
green, common to a thousan other 
houses in New York. Upon the first 
floor above the basement are three win
dows and a door; in the second story 
are four windows, one above the door; 
and in the third, four others again. The 
windows are all of the same size; but 
those of the second and third stories are 
plain, while the lowest have above them 
an oval design with flowery, curved or
naments. What the originoJ designer 
of these windows Rought to express in 
them is not clear; but subsequent build
ers, not seeing the need of expressing 
anything in window-caps, but supposing 
some adornment proper in that place, 
have copied them without deviation, 
much as a lady ties a bow-knot on her 
lapdog's tail. 

Yet, such as it is, this square brown 
box contains a flower of American civili
zation. No one would perhaps think 
that it, standing unadorned and unnote
worthy on the corner of Fifth Avenue 
and Thirty-second Street, was so rare a 
possession, or contained in itself so much; 
that this square box, valued solely be
cause of its proximity to other similar 
square boxes, represented the American 

social apotheosis-the pure spheres of 
perfect democratic joy, the acme, in this 
republic, of terrestrial success. Yet of 
the fact there can be no question. That 
little vertebral ridge named Fifth 
Avenue, with its one or two simila.r 
ridges, its few timid excursions and vent
urings in by-streets to the east and 
west, J:epresents the flower and the 
crown of things; only those there live 
who can command at least wealth or 
power at will ; neither blood nor brains 
nor breeding can maintain themselves 
upon that vantage-eoign unaided and 
alone. So have we seen some bed of 
oysters, planted at just the proper level 
of the shoal, look down with superiority 
and soorn upon those below, cumbered 
with the sea-weed, and those above, left 
awash at low spring tides. Merely to own 
this house, and not to live in it ; to own 
it only as some miser owns a picture or 
a rare gem, for the pleasure of posses
sion-would cost, in interest and taxes, 
the labor of some score of able-bodied 
men each year. To live in it, with ser
vants trained to feudal manners and 
address, with the necessary wines and 
equipage and flowers and feathers that 
attend so rare a gem, would cost the 
earnings of an army. Has the fortunate 
possessor of the house such an army at 
his call? Surely; else how could he keep 
it ? We shall see them shortly. And what 
of the inside of the house ?-is it suited 
to the high position of the inmates? 
Softly, my good madam; a stranger can 
hardly know how difficult it is to gain 
access to this mansion, and how exclu
sive is the set which Mrs. Gower leads. 

For the pedestrians on the pavement 
look up to No. 2002 with an air of respect. 
Few of them but know the house as Mrs. 
Levison Gower's. And even the pedes
trians on the pavement, in this select spot, 
are of a picked and chosen class. Many 
of them are young girls, robed for this 
winter (it is the fashion) in trailing gowns 
of deep-blue velvet; many more are young 
men, carrying their arms bow-leggedly, 
as it were, as if not satisfied with the 
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natural stUfness of their starch and buck- with children; stout mothers sit nursing 
ram, but adding the conscious poise of art, them in the door-ways, and gossip with 
to make you note that they are dressed, their neighbors in the second story across 
not clothed alone. And not one of them the way; things in general are used too 
that passes but knows and values at its much, to keep their varnish from the 
due the house in which you take so little shop. I am afraid Mrs. Gower would ca.U 
interest. This is the respectable quarter; it squalor. 
and the great, ugly house stands inso- The retail shops do a driving business 
lently, as of social position assured. in the avenue around the comer; on the 

But our great city is too great, too curb, under a ragged locust-tree, is a 
human, to show us much of this. Like canvas shed for horses, too busy to take 
most fecund mothers, like nature herself, their feed respectably in a stable; the 
her luxuriance is somewhat slatternly, brick police-station is the only building 
her exuberance has burst its stays. Here having pretension to respectability. An 
and there our manners, our conventions, ice-crea.m vender sells his wares openly 
trim a hedge or two; but everywhere the on the street, in front of a hospitable 
forests, and even at our feet, the weeds, barber's-the processes of human life are 
grow wild. Fifth Avenue, and its short open and avowed; great iron gas-retorts 
pUrlieus, is the home of society; but are seen above the roofs of the house& 
elsewhere in the island of Manhattan There is a row of huge smelting-furnaces, 
humanity lives, unkempt, full of sap- with straight lines of stunted willow
that great humanity which has made trees shading them; and the air is full 
Mrs. Gower, and which she so studiously of the crash of hammered iron. The 
avoid& For she lives in societ1.; and pedestrians on the sidewalks walk with 
perhaps has never thought that It is on the same bent arms as on Fifth Avenue; 
humanity she lives. Let us walk from but the arms are bent with labor, and 
her great house down the side street in ,the hands are half clenched, with the 
search of it. curl of being but just released from some 

For a block or two the houses will accustomed tooL Piles of Spanish-cedar 
stand shoulder to shoulder like a well- logs on the street denote our approach 
drilled rank. well kept, well swept, and to the wharves; and now the river, 
uniformed in the same non-committaJ, fretted with the traffic of a continent, 
smug, respectable brown-stone, a very lies before us. 
broadcloth of building. Then the houses But our business-Mrs. Gower's busi
begin to grow narrower, with thinner ness-lies not among the wharves. but 
walls, though still they keep their facing across the river and beyond. If the 
on the street. Soon you pass stables, city wind lies in the east, you may set your 
stables; their stale, sour odor, puffing nose toward it and sniff the air-is there 
from the rarely opened windows, is very not already a faint BUlell perceptible, a 
dift"erent from the sweet, healthy smells smell other than that of the salt water, 
of a country farm-yard. Now the street a smell artificial and complex? As we 
is lined with long, low, blank-windowed cross the river it increases. We thread 
warehouses, built cheaply of brick and ourway among the tug-boats, the scows, 
studded with star-shaped iron clamps; the 1I&t-ended ferry-boats and othet- land
you wonder what may be their use, for lubber craft; passing all the great stea.m
the windows, even when not curtained ers of the lower town, and the lumber
with blue paper, are impenetrable and wharves and water-gardens of the upper, 
do not avow their vocation; nor, usually, and you may see ahead of you a series 
is there any sign, though the ugly walls of long wharves, jutting far out into the 
are covered with advertisements of patent stream. Behind them are many acres 
medicines, powders for making bread, of long, low buildings, platforms, piles of 
powders for washing clothes, powders barrels, and many huge and lofty towers 
for feeding children, Giant Destroyers of of plated iron ; the wharves themselves 
moths, and the like. But BOOn this limbo surrounded with attendant ships-fine 
is passed, and you come to the populated ships, three-masted, with the natural 
districts of humanity. Here the windows beauty and symmetry that comes from 
are no longer blank; the houses over1low adaptation to the free winds of heaven, 
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and not to steam and man's contrivance. 
There are no steam-boats at the wharves, 
and you will wonder why; but, by this 
time, the rich and unctuous smell from 
the wharves proceeding will demand 
your whole attention. 

You will perhaps read the long sign, 
painted in letters, as it were, life-size, 
displayed in long proceBSion athwart the 
wharf's end, in square, plain, proper 
cha.racters of black on white-

THB SILAII STARBUCK OIL COMPA..W 

-but the reading will be superfluous; 
for the pleasureless, painless perception 
of the eye but feebly supplements the 
pungent, will-arousing sensation of the 
other sense. It is the old battle of the 
idea and the will ; and the will, as always, 
wins. And all the world is smell. 

Many things grow clear to us as the 
smell grows stronger. While we mildly 
wonder that a sense so little cultivated 
in R!sthetics can bring so strong a pain, 
we also perceive the reason for the ab
sence of steamers; for petroleum is a 
dangerous blessing, fond of fire, and it 
takes fire to make water do its work
a lazy element, much like the human 
soul 

Is there a perfume called miUe jleur81 
A thousand odors woo our preference as 
we la.nd among the great ships; but 
there is a certain agreeableness in some 
of them, as we get used to the worst and 
begin to discriminate. We can even 
understand the workmen growing fond 
of them, as they tell us that they do; 
that they are also conducive to long life 
seems more doubtful All over the oil
yards are smells; as many in variety 8S 
the colors of a.niline dye, from the first 
rather pleasant smell, like a cella.r full of 
cider, ba.rrels of cider with the bung
holes open, to the more fetid varieties. 
Many places have the sickening, capitive 
odor of ether, from the volatile surface
naphtha; this, being dangerous, has a 
peculiar fascination of its own. For 
naphtha is light, volatile, infiammable, 
impulsive, the aristocrat of oils; and its 
odor intoxicates. 

But come-we must not dally with this 
naphtha, this creme de la creme of the 
upper crust-come to the receiving-tanks 
upon the hill There is a lesson in the 

making of oil, as in mOAt things. I make 
no doubt Mr. Frederic Harrison would 
find the process quite of a piece with the 
evolution of the soul Here you see the 
crude oil as it came from its native 
earth, in the pipe-lines from the wells; 
it looks like greenish molasses, and 
smells of the devil. Natural depravity, 
we must suppose. But see it in the 
tail-house; or, rather, let us first, look 
at the stills, those broad, black towel'S, 
under which the fire rages, like those in 
the city of Dis. Here is the burning 
and the broiling that throws off the 
grosser atoms from the pure oil of light; 
first, alas I first of all, our pleasant naph
tha, our cream of oils; a short hour or 
two is enough for that, and it is gone. 
Here you see it, through the glass cover 
to the iron trough in the tail-house, the 
first " run " of all. What a strange liquid, 
as it breaks and dances in its flow-light, 
shining, mobile, broken into sharp facets 
and flashes like cut glass; a spirit, not 
an oil. 

Flossie Starbuck used to fancy this 
was the water of the streams of hell. A 
great poet had had the same idea before, 
which is surely to the credit of FloBSie's 
imagination; for she knew nothing of 
great poets, as a child. 

This tail-house, or receiving-house, 
was a favorite haunt of hers, on half
holidays when her father would take her 
to the works, for a treat. It was pleas
ant, on a warm day, to stand at the 
window of the iron blower-house and 
watch the great fan whirl its four hun
dred revolutions in a minute, and feel 
the rush of cool air in through the open 
windows; but it was more interesting to 
sit in the tail-house and admire the 
" runs" of oil-the quick naphtha, dry 
and shining, with its etherous, heady 
fragrance, and then the duller, yellower 
oils, under which the flow of mixed water 
went in globules of a dirty blue. Flor
ence could have told you as well as any 
workman when the naphtha.-run had 
passed and it was time to turn the oil 
into the tanks, and whether it were 
Standard, Regular, or Water-White-the 
same discrimination that now she exer
cises upon humanity. Then, when the 
black, pitchy residuum began to show, 
she would get the supelintendent to talk 
to her of the a.niline, and of the 19vely 
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colors which the nasty, black stuJfwould 
make; and how. the loul-smelling paraf
fine was made into chewing-gum "for 
young misses." Flossie never used chew
ing-gum ; but later in life, when stand
ing before Transatlantic Titians, it had 
come over her with a pang that she had 
once admired aniline dyes; cards of 
which, magentas, sea.-greens, mauves, the 
superintendent used to give to her, and 
she to place upon her bureau. 

Have you 1w1 enough of oil? There is 
no beauty, you say, not much of troth, 
and many bad smells. One moment; 
before we turn away let us glance into 
the spraying-house. This was always 
Flossie's bonne-bouche, and it shall be 
ours. 

The spraying-tank is another great, 
round iron tower, rusted and dingy like 
the rest ; but inside-have you seen the 
Alhambra? When Flossie first went into 
the Court of the Lions, passing in through 
the low gate in the ugly brick tower, to 
the green pool and the plashing foun
tain, and the sunlight streaming in from 
above upon the snowy columns of rosy 
marble and the rainbow-hued arabes
ques of those fairy vistas, the grouped 
columns changing, as she walked, like 
clusters of fair women holding converse 
in a garden-her first thought was of 
this. A fathom deep the oil lies in the 
central pool; and as we come in from 
the dark passage the spraying-fountain 
bursts upon us like a vision of glory. 
The great room would be dark, for there 
are no windows, but that an iron slide, 
high up above, is drawn back a quadrant 
of the circle of the wall; and through 
this a mighty shaft of sunlight pours 
downward into the whirl of golden spray. 
Here is the fountain of gold of the Ara
bian Nights. 

Cool and still lies the oil in the amber 
pool, clear as some golden air; while 
above, the fountain whirls it in a million 
golden beads, spraying into spray as fine 
as water, falling agolden rain, but silent, 
without a splash, into the liquid rest of 
the basin, where it, fine as water, foams. 
Thence it is ever drawn back again, and 
forced through the fountain in the sun, 
until all commoner atoms are lost and 
the pure oil is sprayed to test. And the 
yellow drops run in steady curves and 
arches light as any lintel of the Moor-

ish palace, and chase each other with a 
merry music till they fall in the amber 
pool; and there the full sun shines fair 
upon its surface in a gorgeous purple, 
green, and iridescent sheen. And so 
pure and beautiful the oil lies when the 
fountain is still, so clear, with the steam
pipes in the bottom keeping it warm lest 
it should grow cloudy I Here Flossie 
would sit and dream for hours, before 
she waked to the world and its real joys, 
watching the oil as it was sprayed to 
test. 

And how do they know when it is 
pure enough to stand the test? The 
proce88 is simple. An electric spark is 
applied, at the various degrees of heat, 
until the oil takes fire and fiashes in the 
Fan. Temptation is the test of all things 
m this world. 

Yet many a fortune has been made in 
this place; and chief among them was, 
and still is, the fortune of Mr. Silas 
Starbuck, late of New York City, now of 
parts unknown, refiner of whale and 
sperm oils, deceased in 1872; half the 
income of which fortune, the corpus 
being vested in three testamentary trus
tees of prominence in the Presbyterian 
Church, and immense wealth of their 
own, is annually paid by said trustees 
(after deducting all necessary expenses 
of repairs, insurance, taxes, care and 
management of the property, their own 
commissions, and an annuity of $1,000 
each to the American Bible Society and 
the Board of Foreign Missions) to the 
only daughter of the said testator-Flor
ence, now wife of T. Levison Gower, Esq.~ 
whose elegant residence at No. 2002 
Fifth Avenue we have already admired. 

The question, how a man made his 
fortune, hOB in our days not only a com
mercial but a psychological interest. S0-
ciety has never had any objection to the 
sale by gentlefolk of themselves; but it 
is only of late years that it has permitted 
them the sale of anything else. You 
could formerly predicate with much cer
tainty that a gentleman who had money 
had either inherited it or married it; now 
the problem has become more complex. 
Society to-day graciously permits a man 
to make money; it is even not over-eriti
cal as to the means; and we may almost 
look forward to the time when a man 
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who has gone down-town to make it will 
be able to go up-town and spend it him
self, and not vicariously, bl his grand
children. This was not qUIte the case, 
however, whtm Silas Starbuck was alive; 
and this fact had a very important bear
ing on Mrs. Gower's life. Old Starbuck, 
as you know, made his money, not onlv 
bltherefinementofoil, but also by selling 
his oil when refined-a fact society could 
hardly overlook. 

Si Starbuck was generally thought 
the weakest, as he was the ;youngest, of 
the four sons of old Captain Starbuck, 
who commanded for manl years the brig 
Loan, and then the ship Fair Helen, 
both clearing from Old Town in the 
island of Martha's Vineyard. Thad
deus, Obed, and Seth were all older 
brothers, who lived and grew to be cap
tains in their day. Si was a lazy fellow 
in his youth, and unadventurous; he 
usually kept snug to the ship, and if he 
ever went aloft willingly, it was to get 
the five-dollar reward that the owners 
paid the man who first discovered a 
blow. Si was quick enough at seeing 
things, and was much cuffed by his 
brothers-perhaps more for this one ex
cellence than for his many shortcomings. 
Silas commonly had to act as cook and 
general swabber-out; all the same, he 
managed to keep a sound skin to his 
body, and had more time for reading 
than the rest. At home, when the Star
buck family got together about the fire 
with the older men, emeriti, who stayed 
at home and swapped stories, Silas was 
the cynical listener to their yarns of risk 
of life and capital. Even when they told 
the history of the great three-thousand
barrel sperm take of '38, from Fairhaven, 
his eyes glistened more over the balance
sheet than at the stories of their doings 
in the Pacific when the whales were 
killed. So, naturally enough, when Si
las got his time, he left the ship and 
drifted over to the continent, going first 
to New Bedford, where he began refin
ing the materials which his brothers 
found. 

The event justified his sagacity. 
None of his brothers made fortunes; 
Thaddeus was killed by a blackfish in 
the N orthem Pacific, and Seth died of 
the acurvy in Hudson's Bay. When Silas 
began to be really successful in New 

York, he kept up little intercourse with 
his brothers. Mrs. Gower does not re
member them at all ; so, at all events, she 
tries to think, though she had one great 
scare. In '64, just as she was beginning 
to think of her coming out in society, 
her uncle Obed, then a hale, grizzled 
old fellow of sixty winters (most of 
which were Arctic ones), made himself 
very prominent by resisting a Confeder
ate cruiser with harpoons and a couple 
of bomb-lance guns. This was a terri
ble event for pretty Miss Flossie, as it 
got into all the papers, making quite a 
hero of poor old uncle Obed; and sev
eral of her father's friends had no more 
Bavoir faire than to speak of the old 
whaleman as her father's brother at a 
dinner-party. However, uncle Obed 
never troubled them in New York; and 
shortly after her marriage (to which he 
had been invited by cards accidentally 
mailed only two days before the wed
ding) he died, to her inexpressible re
lief; whether childless or not, she never 
troubled herself to inquire. Now, how
ever, Mrs. Gower speaks with much 
pride of her brave old seafaring ances
tors. 

Thus it came about that all the virtue 
of the race, as well as all their wealth, 
is now vested in Mrs. Gower and her 
brother, Howland Starbuck. The wealth 
has but gilded the wings on which she 
soared; her virtues were her own. 

CHAPl'ER II. 

J'LOSSIB STARBUOK ASPIBBS. 

TmmB was a time when Mrs. Gower 
was not fashionable. It is necessary, 
for our purpose, to go back to these 
dark ages. Her maidenhood was passed 
in unobtrusive splendor behind a frown
ing brown-Btone front on a cross street 
only two doors from Fifth Avenue. 
This house was one of a thousand; 
nine hundred and ninet~-nine other 
New York houses were Just like it. 
Here old Silas Starbuck for his twent.y 
last years, led an even life, torpid in his 
undigested gold. Here Miss Florence 
pressed her girlish nose against the win
dow-pane to stare at the opposite houses 
and wonder who the inmates were, and 
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whether their lives were like to hers; or 
she strained her large eyes sideways 
to reach the perspective of morning ash
barrels, reaching in either direction to 
the avenne beyond. She did not then 
even know that brown-stone fronte were 
expensive, when she looked and specn
lated so wearily upon them. 

A little later she began to speculate 
upon the ~ple in them, and wonder 
more particularly about them, as she 
saw them, when coming from church, 
meet each other on the avenue and bow. 
No one ever bowed to them; though 
sometimes an oldish man would stop 
and speak to her father. It was at this 
time that it occurred to her to read 
books; and she became romantic, and 
would dream, after the manner of dem
ocratic maidens, of some courtly suitor, 
some young prince, who would fall in 
love with her, and give her rare old fam
ily jewels and take her to court balls. 

This era lasted but a short time with 
Florence Starbuck, for she was very 
clever and sensible, even as a girl She 
soon learned to fix her ambitions on pos
sible things. And, indeed, she had no 
envy for the impossible. She soon 
learned to covet only those goods which 
her neighbors possessed, according to 
our practical version of the command
ment, that" thou shalt not hanker after 
the ideal.» There was a certain clumsy 
accord of motive between old Starbuck 
and his daughter, but he was far from 
appreciating her refinement of desire, 
or fancying what high things went on 
in his daughter's pretty head when the 
weekly "Home" paper dropped from 
her idle hands, and she sat knitting her 
virginal white brow for longing of the 
world. He had really only known him
self to be rich a short time; and the 
brown fagade which kept him from the 
fashionable street still seemed to him 
the acme of earthly ambition, as the 
printed list of charitable benefactors did 
of heavenly. Wealth had come very 
suddenly when it did come; and he felt 
it hard that his wife, of whom he had 
been fond in a certain way, had not 
lived to enjoy it. He had married her 
in old New Bedford days; and she had 
died, shortly after Florence's birth, in 
tlle New York house. Mrs. Gower often 
thought, with something like a shudder, 

of what she might have been, had her 
mother lived. Mrs. Gower, like most of 
us, had thoughte that she admitted to 
others, thoughte she admitted to hel'
self, and thoughts she admitted to no 
one, not even herself; and this was one 
of the last. -Do not think her hard
hearted; she is, with all her faulte, one 
of the best-hearted people in the world, 
for one so clever. Satisfy her ambition, 
and she is good-nature itself; and she 
hates to do an ill-natured thing, even to 
her enemies. Florence, by the way, was 
a name she owed to the mercy of her 
mother; old Starbuck would have called 
her Nancy, as he had called her brother, 
Silas. Fortunately, in his case, Mrs. 
Starbuck got in the Howland from a 
maternal grandfather; and he is now S. 
Howland Starbuck, Esq., in the adV81'
tisements of companies-Mr. Howland 
Starbuck on his card. 

Of course Flossie went to a fashion
able school on Fifth Avenue, where she 
chose her friends judiciously, and it was 
at this time that she began to read 
books. She derived much profit from 
books, and has always owed much to 
them; even now she reads a little, as 
an old habit not quite outgrown. I 
don't know what it was fired her maid
enly ambition; "Lucille" had not been 
written then, nor Ouida's works, but 
I doubt there was something sim
ilar. And it was certainly books that 
gave her her first inkling of a beau 
monde. She used to be very generous 
among the girls, her schoolmates, but 
never sought to take the lead among 
them, and was only known as a rather 
nice little thing from Eighteenth Street. 
She never even tried to make their broth
ers' acquaintance, which was duly &s
cribed on their part to her proper sense 
of the fitness of things. The brothers 
were more interested in her. Once she 
was asked to spend a week's vacation 
with Miss Brevier; but she never in
vited any of her school friends to her own 
house. If she had not been so clever, 
she might almost have become popular. 
As you see, Flossie learned much at 
school; but she took away more, and 
most of all she had carried thither with 
her. 

In her maiden meditation, Miss Star
buck gave much and serious thought to 
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what could be done with her father and . the cobble-stone, and put his name in 
brother. Silas, Jr., was a big, large- three figures on subscription-papers; 
boned fellow with a heavy jaw; thick as but there his liberality stopped. This 
to legs and head; in whom the family was all very well; and Flossie used the 
traits came out with peculiar co&rse- carriage to go to Stewart's and shop, 
ness, much as when you raise a mullein and, on rainy Sabbaths, for the church. 
in a garden. The effect of wealth had But old Starbuck, who spent the income 
been to produce him with greater lux- of a hundred thousand in fa9ade, would 
uriance and less pruning, in more size have thought himself a Sardanapalus if 
and even coarser fibre. However false seventy-five cents a day had gone for a 
may be this analogy, there is no doubt pint of claret. Frequently they even 
that his brave old uncle, who had strug- dined without soup; and all wines, in 
gled with famine and the setting ice in old Starbuck's mind, were grouped un
Arctic seas, belonged to a much finer dar the generic name of Rum. Mr. Star
type of manhood. Fortunately, as Miss buck had no msthetic objection to rum 
Flossie reflected, there were no ethics -rather the contrary-but he thought 
in the question. Fashion asks no awk- it not respectable, and kept his tastes 
ward questions. Style, in the year 1868, in that direction as a private sin. On 
in New York, of all the cardinal virtues, days when the minister dined with them 
was perhaps the easiest to attain. They a decanter of pale sherry was brought 
had the money-if she could screw it out-a species of rum sanctified, as it 
out of Mr. Starbuck. were, by church use, and not expensive. 

There, however, came the first diffi- Mr. Starbuck's evenings were devoted to 
culty. Not that }lr. Starbuck did not slippers and snores. Certainly, no poor 
fully sympathize with her aims, so far girl had ever more unpromising mate
as he understood them; but it was rial to work on. Flossie felt that, at 
difficult to make him understand them best, her father could be little more than 
all. She soared in higher circles. For, a base of supplies ; she could never use 
remember, Flossie, like most New Eng- him for attack. 
land girls, had a natural refinement of Improbable as it might seem, Miss 
her own. And she was very pretty- Starbuck decided that her social salva
petite in figure, then, with a most deli- tion rested with her unlikely brother 
cious little face, a face with a thousand Silas. The' discovery of the possible 
lights and no definite expression. Her use of so clumsy an instrument, at her 
eyes though-her eyes were expressive; age, must be reckoned a master-stroke. 
there was an archness, a directness, and An awkward schoolboy, he had met cer
a certain dewy softness.-Flossie BOOn tain other youths whom Flossie felt she 
learned that she must be careful of her woUld like to know; with some of them 
eyes, and only use them on great oce&- had gone skating or played games in 
sions. It was one of her many studies, the streets. Flossie encouraged her 
out of school, how to make them look father to give him plenty of pocket
demure; particularly before older wom- money; he was only a year older than 
en-older women, stout in figure, who she, and she might be expected par
would set their heads back on their tially to fill her mother's place. It was 
comfortable shoulders and gaze at her, to her that he owed his horse and 
through double eye-glasses, with the buggy; this was before the days of dog
liberty of age.-At such times Flossie carts. Sometimes he would bring his 
used to drop a sort of curtain over friends home in the evening; she would 
those eyes of hers and look straight discourage their coming to dinner, but 
before her. She was secretly afraid of would throw her influence with his to 
these older ladies ; and this helped her, favor anything that could be reason
for she really became embarrassed. ably accorded at other times; and 

But to return to Mr. Starbuck. He Flossie would excuse it to her father 
was willing to live in an expensive when they stayed a little late, or would 
street, and even to keep a costly car- shut the doors between Si's upper-floor 
riage, in an expensive stable, with a room and the library when they made 
cobble-stone court-yard, at eight dollars too much noise. Sometimes, when Si 
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lost too much at vingt-et-un, he bor
rowed 01 his sister; and she was not so 
much shocked as old Starbuck would 
have been. She knew that young men 
would be youn~ men. and that Si must 
make lriends, if at all, by his pleasant 
social vices rather than his lather's busi
ness virtues. This sounds cynical; but 
she did not reason it out in such bald, 
unpleasant analysis-it all came from 
delicate leminine intuition, of which she 
had more than her share. She was " 
quick-witted girl, living in a great city, 
with nothing at home to attract her. 
What else could she think about? Her 
vision ,vent no farther than her brown
stone horizon. She was not romantic; 
her intellect quite over-balanced her 
emotional nature. And she had no 
Browning societies, and had never read 
Emerson nor Ruskin. 

At nineteen she had been out of 
school a lear, but had no definite 
launching m society. She looked much 
younger, being as immature in person 
as she was the contrary in mind. She 
saw hardly anyone except her school
girl friends, with two or three 01 
whom she still remained intimate; 
they were kind to her, in a patroniz
ing way, and invited her to their own 
parties; sometimes they would even 
send for her, at the last moment, to 
fill " vacant place at a dinner. A few 
of her friends' brothers, and all 01 her 
brother's friends, had been attracted by 
her; none of them knew her well, but 
they were in the habit of joking about 
her when alone. Most of her friends' 
brothers toOk little interest in her, and 
thought her slow. But then (said 
their sisters) she has seen so little 01 the 
world, poor thing I Flossie felt this, too ; 
but, as her friends said, she was an un
selfish little crMture, and her mind was 
chiefly occupied with " sisterly solici
tude for brother's future. She would 
have liked him to go to college; but he 
did not share his sister's wishes, and 
the father utterly disapproved of it. 
He considered the college-bred man, 
when successfully perfected, as a pretty 
poor article; and college itself as " 
place where young men learned to 
drink and smoke, and spent their 
money in buggy-hire and billiards, un
beknown to their fathers. He insisted 

on Si's going into the office; and Si, 
having finished school, did in fact spend 
a portion of his mornings in that nur
sery of millions, his afternoons in the 
park or elsewhere, and his evenings 
over cards or at Academy balls, or else
where again, all unbeknown to his father. 
It was at this time that Si picked up 
that fine knowledge of lile which fitted 
him, as a man of the world, to take, 
afterward, so prominent a position in 
society. 

There is no unlucky accident which an 
adroit person may not turn to happy 
advantage. Si might never have been 
a SUCOOBB in literary circles; but he be
gan to develop quite a popularity among 
young men 01 a very good set. At this 
time it was by no means necessary for 
a New York fashionable to be liberally 
educated. And young Starbuck had 
several valuable accomplishments-he 
was a good whip, and BOon became " 
tolerable 'vet and knew every jockey on 
the road; he played a capital hand at 
poker, and told stories and talked slang 
with a certain pungent humor of his own; 
and he could even thrum an accompani
ment on a banjo. He was blessed with 
perfect health, Jarge appetites, plenty of 
money j sparred well j was both stupid 
and good-natured, and had all the oth
er elements of greatneBB. Fortunately, 
Flossie had no very clear idea of what Si 
did with his friends; and, secretly, her 
respect for him rose when he came home 
late at night and thenerl morning talked 
fammarly of the Duvals, and Lucie 
Gower, and "Van." ("Van" was Mr. 
Killian van Kull, of the Columbian and 
Piccadilly clubs.) It was at this period 
that Si, thanks partly to the intercession 
01 his sister, attained to the ownership 
of a latch-key, and began to come home 
very late indeed, and talk mysteriously 
of French baJls. Flossie had a very vague 
notion what these might be ; and old 
Starbuck was not over-strict on tha.t 
score. He would have thought wine
bibbing infinitely worse, and cards If, 

shade more heinous than either. And, 
in fact, he was not insensible to Si's social 
successes. True, old Starbuck was on 
the same board of directors with T. L. 
Gower, Sr., and one of his co-trusteea 
in a charity j but he secretly felt-all 
democrat in a democracy that he was-

... 
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he secretly felt it a much greater triumph 
in his career that young Gower and his 
son should get drunk together. This is 
a coarse way of putting it ; let us hasten 
through the beginnings of things and 
get out where we may see the stars once 
more. 

CHAPTER m 
I'LOSBIE STARBUOK ATTAINS. 

T. LEVISON GOWER, JR., the Perseus to 
our Andromeda, that angel who was to 
take Flossie's hand and lift her with him 
to a higher sphere, wasapallid young man 
with a long nose, a short forehead, a thin 
neck, and a prominent Adam's apple. 
Large noses are aristocratic; and Gower 
valued his as typical of his pure Dutch 
blood. It was disappointing, though, 
after so fine a beginning, to find his brow 
retreat in a rapid little slope ; and then, 
taking a quick round curve, to find your 
eye resting on the nape of his neck al
most before you knew it. Horizonta.lly 
lying across his forehead was a deep 
crease, perhaps three inches long, run
ning half an inch below the line of the 
hair and half an inch above the abutment 
of his nose; this line did duty for de
termination and thought. The mouth 
and chin were large again. With this 
kind of face, Gower at twenty-two looked 
virile and worldly, and at five-and-thirty 
he looked twenty-two. What more can 
be said of him? His trousers never 
showed the impression of his knees, 
though his legs were long and thin ; and 
there was more definite eXJ.>ression in the 
pattern of his colored shirt than of his 
face. This was before the fashion of 
scarf-pins; but he now wears-and would 
then have worn-a glass head of a bull
dog in a light-checked satin scarf. Gow
er's ideas hardly ever change, which is 
fortunate for his peace of mind, and his 
tastes never, which is fortunate for his 
wife. Yet, were you to introduce young 
Gower anywhere (in American society, of 
course), the answer would be wreathed in 
smiles-Mr. Gower, of New York, I sup
pose? And in Flossie Starbuck's mind 
these three words would have been fit 
climax for anything, from the caption 
of a tomb to a Newport hotel-register
Levison Gower, of New York. It was as 

Randolph of Roanoke. Crude as Flossie 
Starbuck's notions were, she was fortu
nate enough to aim high the first time. 

Gower first knew her brother in Eigh
teenth Street, where they used to play 
games together Saturday afternoons. Si 
was physically stronger than young 
Gower, and, from the first, inspired him 
with respect. Gower had not at this time 
learned his own advantages, and Star
buck used to treat him quite cavalierly. 
This rough patronage produced a re
spectful affection which years could not 
e1Iace; and when they next were thrown 
together, owing to a similarity of tastes 
in roads and equipages, Si was still 
fortunate enough to remain the ~ive 
member in the friendship. This inti
macy was further cemented in ways be
fore indicated; and very soon, Gower, 
finding Starbuck a pleasant companion 
at wine-suppers and popular at public 
balls, bethought himself of bringing him 
home to dinner and introducing him to 
his sisters. Si was too stolid to show 
embarrassment, and his physical pres
ence carried him through anything. The 
Misses Gower rather liked him; here 
was a man who was rich and manly, and 
yet made them feel their own superiority. 
Even the great Killian van Kun, Gower's 
popular and accomplished cousin, took 
a fancy for St "Buck" Starbuck, as he 
dubbed him, began to be popular. Here 
was a man who could gamble and fight, 
who was ready for anything at night, 
and never ill-natured nor headachy the 
day after. Both Kill van Kull and Si 
had health, animal spirits, and a taste for 
dissipation; and little Lucie, as they 
were accustomed to call Levison in the 
intimacy of the trio, soon became their 
very admiring and submissive depend
ent. Thus Si had the luck to start in 
life with two of the most valuable friends 
a young man could have had; for Kill 
van Kull represented fashion and popu
larity, and Gower position and wealth. So 
he passed his first five years after leaving 
school, when he was supposed to be in 
business, and not wasting his time and 
money in college. Old Starbuck would 
have winced, had he known Si's true 
courses, had he even known &R much as 
Flossie did ; but, after a.ll, young Star
buck was building better (in this world's 
way) than even his sister knew. 
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For it often became necessary to send 
someone home to bring Si's clothes, or 
bear his excuses-he had gone up the 
Hudson to spend Sunday with the Du
vals, or on a yachting-trip with Kill 
van Kull; and it was often inconvenient 
for him to leave Kill bjmself. No one was 
80 convenient in these times as Lucie 
Gower; and he was good-natured. and 
could easily run back for an hour or two. 
Besides, if Si had gone, he might some
times have met his father, and have been 
detained peremptorily. Thus Gower be
came a sort of male Iris, a messenger 
between pleasure and duty; and he was 
soon fa.mjJjar with the high, empty house 
on Eighteenth Street. He usually saw 
FloBBie at these times. There grew to 
be a sort of understanding between 
the two. She was so much cleverer than 
Gower was; and she knew exactly how 
to face old Mr. Starbuck. And Gower 
learned to have confidence in her, and 
often told "Buck" that his sister was a 
brick. 

"Starbuck's pretty sister" was get
ting to be a little better known among 
the young men now, though not un
pleasantly talked of. She kept very 
quiet; and the one or ~o girls that 
knew anything about her-Miss Bre
vier, for instance-spoke well of her. 
Meantime, Si was getting on with the 
fast set, that set which the Duvals and 
old Jake Einstein were timidly forming 
before they dared dominate-the set 
which carried the tastes of the French 
shopkeeper into society. ~Ll spent 
much money, and a few 'onable 
hangers-on, like Van Kull, found it pleas
ant to stand under the golden shower. 

Now came a great event in Si's life. 
Van Kull and Gower found it tiresome 
to always go to a bar-room and sit on 
hard chairs with Si, when they wanted 
to drink and smoke after a theatre or a 
dance. It was proposed that Sj should 
become a member of their clu~the 
Piccadilly, of Madison Square. And in 
a few months or SO Si had the pleasure 
of seeing his name, S. Howland Star
buck, printed in the blue book of that 
fashionable refuge for would-be solitary 
males. 

It was a great event for Si, and possi
bly, also, for his father. Old Starbuck 
knew very well that, although old Mr. 

Gower was a member and colleague of his 
in church matters-a1JB.irs of the other 
world-he never would have gone sJ!.on
sor for him, as he had for his son Silas, 
in a club election in this. Yet this 
knowledge did not offend him; he was 
glad to see his son Silas rise in the 
world, and bore no malice. Perhaps he 
was even pleased that his son could go 
where he could not. It was right that 
Sj should make friends, and perhaps just 
as well that he had not gone much mto 
the business, after all. For about this 
time the oil from Oil Creek began to at
tract attention in the markets. Long 
before-centuries before-the Indians 
had been used to dip their blankets 
along the creek's still surface until they 
were thoroughly saturated, and then to 
obtain the oil by the simple process of 
squeezing; for the oil was known to be 
" great medicine" and good for rheuma.
tism, sores, and troubled souls. In the 
salt-wells near Pittsburg, on Saturday 
nights, when the brine was well pumped 
~way, the miners were annoyed by the 
increasing flow of the green, bad-smell
ing s~ which by Monday would have 
disappeared, pressed back by the new 
flow of brine into its deep crevices in the 
subterranean rock. But no one had 
thought of value for the stuft'-except 
the few quack doctors or credulous ones 
who, trusting to the old Indian legend, 
skimmed a little oil from wooden cribs 
about the creek and sold it as a medi
cine of nature's patent, in the Philadel
phia. drug-stores, for one dollar the 
ounce. At this price the fluid was not 
a dangerous competitor with Mr. Star
buck's product; and even when one of 
these same Philadelp'hia. druggists ana.
lyzed the oil, found Its value, and made 
a contract for the output of one of the 
salt-wells, the only effect of his enter
prise was to ruin its value as a medicine 
by making it free to anyone (like those 
other medicines of water, air, and out
doors), without rendering it as cheap as 
the coal-oil a.1rea.dy made from cannel
coal. Still, the flow, once begun, did 
not cease; wells were sunk whose daily 
flow exceeded the capacity of many a 
whale; a.1rea.dy, refining whale and sperm 
was not what it had been; and there 
was more competition in petroleum, and 
he was not so well situated for the raw 

• 



WHITE EDITH. 

By Thomas Bailey Aldricb. 

WBITB Edith, reading in a Book of Queens, 
Looked suddenly up across the printed page, 
And asked m&-then, not waiting for reply, 
Let her eyes drop upon the text again-
"Is it 80 fine a thing to be a queen?" 

I thought me of that lady long ago 
(I know not in what chronicle I read 
The legend of that lady) who was crowned 
Queen by mistake, and through an April day 
Held court in her bright palace oveNIea, 
Gave gifts and pardons, and reached forth her hand 
For kisses, and was worshipped; then, at dawn, 
Upon a scaffold paid the price for it-
The roses from her cheeks; for he who claimed 
The crown by right, a grasping 80rt of king, 
Would take no less; 80 to the block needs go 
The clustered ringlets and the slender throat. 

A very grievous price it seemed and yet-
Ta rnle the world between two sunny dawns, 
Just to taste life one time at life's high best, 
And then, with no foreshadowing of the doom, 
To have the rose struck from one's cheek, and so 
Escape the daggers that are set in crowns 
As surely as tlie jewels; never to know 
Ingratitude or treason, or false love, 
Or any blackness of the human heart ; 
Never to know the pangs that women bear, 
Being yet a woman to the finger-tips-
That were indeed to have a happy reign, 
That were to be the very queen of queens. 

And 80, sweet old-world maiden, dead in truth, 
Or dead in fiction only, sleep your sleep. 
Full many a queen of other fate than yours, 
Gray-haired and broken, might have envied you. 
Your Majesty, that reigned a single day I 
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I turned to Edith with her Book of Queens 
At the warm hearth1lide, while the treacherous March 
Darkened the casement with swift whirling flakes-
White Edith, all too delicate for earth-
"Dear child," I said, "the humblest place is best. 
I never read ~ ldsto~ or rhyzne 
Of queen, save one, that had a happy reign, 
And she-ahe reigned but for a mgle day." 
And then I told the sto~ of that one, 
A flower that died upon the break of May, 
With all its sweetness gathered undefiled; . 
And stoop~g over Edith's hand, to show 
How courtiers stoop to kiss the hands of queens, 
I suddenly could not see it for my tears-
The t~ white hand that Death had touched, and claimed. 
Before the violet or the crocus came. 

MUNICIPAL FINANCE. 

By Clayton C. Hall. 

il:!!Ii~A:::~lJRING the last twenty 
years there has been 
witnessed an enor
mous ~crease ~ the 
amount of municipal 
~debtedness ~ this 
coun~. The aggre
gate amount, ~clud

~g under this head city, county, town
ship, and school-district ~debtedness, 
~creased, according to the United 
States Census report, about sixty per 
cent. during the ten years ~tervenmg 
between 1870 and 1880. The actual 
figures, derived from the Census, are as 
follows: 

Aggregate amonnt In 1870 .••.. tfj15,810,060 
.. " 1880. • . •. 821,486,447 

Increase In ten years. • • . • • •. BOIS,676,887 

These figures cannot be depended up
on for absolute accuracy, but the error 
involved is probably not ve~ great. 
The Census returns for 1880 were much 
more complete and systematic than 

VOL.m~ 

those obtained ten year&' before, and in 
the enumeration of ~debtedness many 
small places were ~cluded at the later 
date which had been previously over
looked, or at least omitted, so that the 
~crease ~ amount is partly to be as
cribed to this fact. It may be safely con
cluded, also, that the aggregate amount 
of debt is somewhat understated ~ the 
Census, on account of the natural dis
position on the part oi financial officers. 
of municipal corporations to make the 
most favorable ahomg possible ~ the 
construction of their returns. It was: 
po~ted out ~ The Nation of November 
27, 1884:, that, ~ the case of one or twOo 
municipalities of which the official re
ports were accessible, the ~debtedness. 
had been understated ~ the Census to
the extent of milIiODB, credit having 
been claimed, lind deduction made, for 
sun~ items of assets not properly ad
missible as ot1Bets to ~debtedness. 
But notwithstan~g the defects due to 
omissiona ~ the 0i1e case, and. under-
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statements of indebtedness in, perhaps, 
many instances, it may reasonably be 
concluded that the actnal increase in 
municipal indebtedness during the dec
ade 1870 to 1880 did not materially 
dift'er from sixty per cent., as indicated 
by the Census. 

A large increase in indebtedness of 
this class was to be antici;J;l&ted, as the 
natural and perfectly legitimate result 
of the rapid growth of towns and cities, 
their no less rapid growth in wealth, 
and the necessary expenditures involved 
in the laying out and paving of streets, 
the construction of waterworks, systems 
of drainage and sewerage, the erection 
of adequate public schools, and of build
ings,-such as town-halls and court
houses,-of a character in keeping with 
the increasing importance of the com
munity. 

An increase of municipal indebtedness 
in a growing and developing country is 
both natural and proper; but the facil
ity with which appropriations of public 
money and v.ublic credit can be voted, 
by irrespoD8lble boards of aldermen and 
common councils, leaves open a wide 
door to extravagance and abuse of trust, 
and consequently to a heavy increase in 
the burdens of local taxation. 

The reckless incurring of debt in 
some instances, by municipal bodies, 
and its subsequent repudiation, in 
whole or in part, either directly or by 
an arbitrary reduction or "readjust
ment "of the rate of interest, has led, 
within the last twenty years, to the es
tablishment, in most of the States, of 
constitutional or statutory limitations 
upon the power of municipalities to 
borrow money or create indebtedness. 

In many of the States municipal corpo
rations have been absolutely prohibited 
from lending either their money or 
their Qredit to works of internal im
provement, such as railroad enterprises, 
and in a larger number a limit has been 
placed to the amount of indebtedness 
which such corporations shall be per
mitted to incur for any purposes, how
ever legitimate they may be. 

In Indiana this limit has been I?laced 
at two per cent. of the taxable bas18; in 
Colorado at three per cent. ; in Illinois, 
Iowa, Maine, Missouri, West Virginia, 
and Wisconsin, at five per cent.; in Geor-

gia and Pennsylvania at seven per 
cent.; and in New York, for cities hav
ing a population of 100,000 and over, at 
ten per cent. In Maryland a dift'erent 
plan has been adopted. The city of 
Baltimore, in that State, is prohibited 
from incurring debt without first ob
taining an enabling act for the specific 
purpose from the State Legislature, and 
the proposition must then be submitted 
to the voters of the city for ratification. 
This method secures, at least, publicity, 
and a1fords both time and opportunity 
for a thorough discussion of the pro
posed loan; but the practical effect is 
probably to discourage the advancement 
of propositions likely to provoke ad
verse criticism and invite defeat, rather 
than actually to secure an intelligent 
discrimination by the body of voters at 
the polls. Since the existence of these 
requirements for the legal authorization 
of a loan, but one or two propositions 
have been rejected by popular vote, and 
these were for loans of comparatively in
significant amounts. 

It having been found necessary or 
expedient thus to limit in one way or 
another the amount of municipal in
debtedness, measuring it as a percent
age of the taxable basis or otherwise, 
the practical question presents itself to 
those charged with the administration 
of municipal finance, how to arrange 
the indebtedness so that, as the consti
tutional or legal limit is approached, the 
power of the corporation to borrow 
money for necessary purposes may not 
be barred. Obviously, when the limit 
is actually reached no new indebtedness 
can be legally contracted unless either 
the means be found for extinguishing 
some portion of the debt already in ex
istence, or the increase in wealth, and 
consequently in the assessed value of 
taxable property, afford room for new 
indebtedness. 

As it is quite possible for a stationary 
condition, or even a diminution, in the 
amount of the taxable basis to occur 
in the history of any community, it is 
evidently the duty of the financial offi
cers of municipal bodies to adopt and 
carry out such plans in relation to the 
extinction of debts as will leave the com
munity free to borrow in the future, 
even though there be not, at the time, 
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an increase of wealth, and consequently 
of the ability to borrow. 

In the practical consideration of mu
nicipal debts, a distinction suggests it
selfbetween those which are contracted 
for improvements or benefits which are 
permanent in their character, and which 
are to be enjoyed by future generations 
as well as by those in whose time they 
are first secured-such as public parks, 
water rights and privileges, and perma
nent reservoirs; and, on the other hand, 
those incurred for benefits of a more 
temporary character, but at the same 
time too costly to be provided for as an 
ordinary expense, out of the revenues of 
the year in which they are undertaken. 
Among the latter would be included 
debts contracted for street lavements, 
the best and most durable 0 which, on 
busy thoroughfares, become worn out 
and need to be renewed or replaced 
within a comparatively few years. 

There appears, for instance, no eqni
table reason why a debt incurred for the 
purchase of a public park should be re
deemed, 80 long as the park itself is held 
and used for the purposes intended. 
The interest on the debt created for 
such purchase may be regarded as of the 
nature of a rent for the property, which 
year bl year is payable as the possession 
itself 18 enjoyed. There would seem to 
be no reasonable obligation uJ??n one 
generation to burden itself WIth taxa
tion in order that posterity might enjoy 
such a possession as a free gift. If bonds 
were issued, as municipal bonds fre
quently are, redeemable at the will of 
the corporation after a certain date, the 
rate of interest upon the debt could 
never be increased, and the power would 
be retained to decrease it by refunding 
from time to time at lower rates, when
ever favorable conditions for 80 doing 

. bt exist. 
~ the other hand, considerations of 
eqnity would indicate that debts in
curred for temporary benefits should be 
of temporary auration, just as annual 
expenses should be met out of the yearly 
revenues. The injustice would be ap
parent of leaving, as a legacy for a suc
ceeding generation, an unpaid debt for 
street pavements which had been long 
before worn out and removed. 

If this distinction could be com-

pletely and consistently carried out, an 
indication would be afforded as to the 
length of time for which dift'erent is
sues of bonds should properly run. 
The practical question, however, is how 
best to provide for the :payment in 
either case, whether the penod or term 
allowed be long or short. In 80me of 
the States it is required that any act 
creating a public debt must contain a 
provision for an annual tax sufficient to 
pay it in a limited and specified num
ber of years. In such case a sum appli
cable to the payment of the principal 
of the debt must be included with the 
amount due for interest in the yearly tax
levy. The method usually relied upon 
for the accumulation of the amount re
quired for the ultimate payment of the 
principal is that known by the famjJjar 
name of "sinking-fund." 

The theory of a sinking-fund is sim
ple and is well understood; but as in 
practical operation its essential princi
ples are often overlooked or disregarded, 
it ma1 be well to state them briefly, and 
especially with reference to some of the 
defects of the system itself. 

When bonds are issued in the man
ner in which publio debts are usually 
created in this country-that is to _y, 
bearing interest for a ~ed term of 
years, at the end of which the principal 
sum becomes payable-it is necessary to 
provide by taxation a fund for the re
demption of the bonds at maturity. The 
method usually pursued is the appro
priation annually of a sum to be set 
aside and invested, 80 that by yearly ac
cretions, from successive appropriations 
and from interest, the total amount re
quired may gradually be accumulated. 
The fund 80 created constitutes what 
is called the sinking-fund; and, as
suming the rate of interest at which it 
can be invested. it is easy to determine 
what the amount of the annual appro
priation to the fund should be. The 
greater the number of years for which 
the bonds have to run, the less, obvious
ly, will be the proportion required to be 
appropriated annually; and the lower 
the rate of interest at which the sink
ing-fund can be invested and improved, 
the greater must be the amount of the 
direct appropriations. For instance, in 
order to provide for the payment of R. 
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_um due in thirty years the yearly ap
propriation, if improved at six per cenl 
and reinvested. annually, must be 1.265 
per cenl; if improved at five per cenl, 
1.505 per cenl must be so set apart; if 
at four per cent., 1.783 per cent.; and if 
at three per cenl, 2.107 per cenl will 
be required. A.ddingthe amount so re
quired to the rate of interest to be paid 
upon the bonds, it will be seen that, in 
order to provide for both principal and 
interest, the sum to be raised. annually 
by taxation, provided the sinking-fund 
can be invested at the same rate of in
terest as is payable upon the loan, 
ranges from a little over 7-1- per cenl 
for a six per cenl loan having thirty 
years to run, to a little less than 51 per 
cenl for a three per cent. loan. 

The sinking-fund being in turn in
vested in bonds of the municipality, the 
interest on the bonds thus purchased 
and held by the corporation itself bas 
still to be included in the tax-levy, for 
the interest on the investment of the 
sinking-fund is a most important factor 
in the accumulation of the fund itself. 
Bonds so held must remain a part of 
the public debl They cannot be with
drawn or cancelled without defeating 
the operation of the whole system un
der consideration. 

It is to be observed that a sinking
fund formed for the redemption of a 
bonded debt at a specified date is a 
perfectly definite thing, the proper 
amount of whioh can at any time be ac
curately determined by calculation; and 
in this respect it dift"ers eB8entially from 
a bank-reserve. The latter is held 
against liabilities of which the amount 
is accurately known, but of which the 
time of payment is not fixed. Payment 
may be demanded, in the form of checks 
drawn against deposits, but experience 
bas shown that, except in the case of a 
panic, such demands extend only to a 
limited portion of the whole amount of 
deposits. The amount of a bank-re
serve is therefore ordinarily fixed by an 
arbitrary rule, either derived from es
tablished custom or prescribed by le
gal enactment, subject, however, to such 
modifications under special conditions 
as prudence and experience may dic
tate. A. sinking-fund, on the contrary, is 
the reserve against liabilities of which 

both the amount and the date at which 
payment may be required are exactly 
known. The amount, therefore, which 
should be held in the sinking-fund at 
any given date can be definitely deter
mined, and whether or not the fund 
under existing conditions is adequate 
can be ascertained with absolute accu
racy. 

It bas been already remarked that the 
accumulation of interest upon the in
vestment of the sinking-fund is a most 
important factor for its proper mainten
ance. A. fund planned with what was 
intended to be prudent foresight, and 
admjnistered with unswerving fidelity, 
may therefore prove inadequate, on ac
count of a decline in the rate of interest 
below what was anticipated, and a con
sequent reduction in the earnings upon 
the investment of the fund. 

During the last twenty y8al'B the rates 
yielded by investments in the bonds of 
American cities of which the credit is 
highest have declined from about six 
per cenl to about three per cenl A. 
sinking-fund begun twenty years ago, 
upon the aBSumption that the former 
rate could be obtained, must necessarily 
fall very far short of attaining its objecl 
When the bonds of such cities were be-
ing iBBued at six per cenl, it W:Dtz:~ 
ably generally aBSumed that the' . -
fund could be invested at the same rate ; 
but all experience bas shown that, with 
the increase of wealth and of capital seek
ing investment, the tendency of interest 
is always toward a minimum-a tenden
cy which is subject to temporary inter
ruption only, during time of war, or from 
commercial or financial crises. This well
established fact bas received ample con
firmation during recent years. 

Although a decline in the prevailing 
rates of interest is in fact gradual, a 
change in the rate of interest may be as
sumed, for simplicity of illustration, as 
occurring at intervals of ten years, so 
that a sinking-fund begun for the re
demption of bonds issued at six per cent., 
and having thirty years to run, may be 
considered as improved for the first ten 
years at six per cenl, for the second ten 
years at four and a half per cenl, and 
for the third ten years at three per cenl 
If the issue of bonds be for one million 
dollars, and the annual appropriation for 
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the sinking-fund fixed, according to the 
figures already given, at $12,650, the 
course of the fund will be as follows : 

At the end of ten years it will amonnt to $186,786 
" II twenty " " .. 414,370 
II II thirty II " " 701,880 

The total accumulation will then be 
but little more than seventy per cent. of 
the amount required to redeem the 
bonds at maturity. 

Under circumstances like these, the 
sinking-fund can only be kept up to the 
proper amount by an increase in the an
nual appropriation to the fund from the 
tax-levy corresponding to the decrease 
in the rate of interest. But if this 
should be found impracticable, or at all 
events it is not done, a deficit such as is 
indicated above will be inevitable. It will 
then be impoBBible to redeem the bonds 
without impairing the integrity of the 
sinking-fund reserved for other issues of 
bonds, or otherwise encroaching upon 
funds not intended for this purpose. 
And if, as properly should be the case, 
a separate account is kept of the sin.kina
fund belonging to each issue of bonds 
for which the municipality is liable, and 
each one is regarded and held as a sep
arate trust, it is evident that the simplest 
and most equitable way of meeting the 
deficit is by the issue of new bonds, at 
the lower rate of interest then prevail
ing, in renewal of such portion of the 
loan as cannot be paid out of the sink
ing-fund properly available for the pur-

IKA·decline in the rate of interest 0cca

sions a condition in which a sinking
fund faithfully and intelligently admin
istered will fail of attaining the object 
intended unless it be supplemented and 
corrected by an increase of taxation. 

But a source of danger to which such 
funds are equally exposed, and to which 
they are even more liable, arises from 
the tendency to laxity in their admin
istration. When the accumulated fund 
becomes large, and the charge upon the 
tax-levy for interest upon bonds held in 
the sinking-fund becomes a considera
ble item, a strong temptation arises to 
reduce taxation, and at the same time 
make an apparent, though not a real, re
duction of indebtedness by cancelling 
and retiring a portion of the bonds so 

held by the municipality. It needs no 
argument to show that such a course is 
not only contrary to the theory of a sink
ing-fund, but is absolutely fatal to its 
sUCC8BBful operation. No reduction of 
indebtedness results from such action. 
It is only the destruction of a ~ of the 
means set apart for meeting liabilities. 

Supposing then that the amount of 
the original appropriation to a sinking
fund is in the first instance properly de
termined, with due regard to the condi
tions under which the fund must be 
accumulated, there remain two sources 
of danger to which such funds are ex
posed, one being an unforeseen decline 
in the rate of interest obtainable upen 
their investment, and the other a tam
pering with the principal sum itself, 
through ignorance or dishonesty on the 
part of those who have it in charge. For 
the successful administration of funds 
of this sort, which have to be preserved 
and accumulated during a long term of 
years, there is required, not only integ
rity and honesty of purpose, but also 
a thorough knowledge of the theory and 
principles of finance. . 

The defects and dangers of the sink
ing-fund system being such as have 
been indicated, a plan by which a public 
loan can be arranged, free from the neces
sity of maintaining such a fund, evident
ly poBBeBBeB a certain advantage. An
nuity-bonds, which are sometimes issued 
for public loans, pOBBellB precisely this 
advantage. Bonds of this sort provide 
for the payment of a certain sum per 
annum for a specified term of years, 
at the expiration of which all liability 
ceases. The annual payments must 
therefore be such as to provide both for 
the interest upon the sum borrowed, and 
for the return of the latter by means of 
yearly instalment&. But it has been 
shown that in the usual form of bond an 
annual appropriation toward the grad
ual accumulation of the principal is re
quired, so that the tax-rate ought prop
erly, in either case, to include both items. 
Only in the case of the annuity-bond 
the annual payment stipulated for in the 
bond provides for the entire liability, 
both principal and interest, so that there 
is no more chance for a failure to dis
charge the principal of the debt than 
there is for default in the payment of 
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interest; for both items are included 
in the same yearly (or half-yearly) pay
ments. No new or additional obligation 
is imposed upon the borrowing corpo
ration by the annuity-bond, but relief is 
aft'orded from the necessity of holding 
and investing a reserve lor the redemp
tion of the principal, as by each annual 
payment the principal of the debt is pro
portionately reduced, until by the last 
payment it is extinguished. The bur
den is then placed upon the lender, if it 
be proposed to preserve the original sum 
invested intact, to set apart and reinvest 
that proportion of the yearly payments 
whioh represent the return of principal; 
and the tax-rate of the indebted corpora
tion is relieved of the amount required 
for interest on securities held in the sink
ing-fund, for the fund itself is no longer 
required. The lender then, and not the 
borrower, must take the risk of varia
tions in the rate of interest, and the lat
ter is also relieved of the other respon
sibilities belonging to the custody of a 
sinking-fund. 

The British Government bas for more 
than a century past availed of annuities as 
aformof the national debt, and has issued, 
not only such as were made for a definite 
term of years, but also annuities upon 
lives; and rates have from time to time 
been published at which bonds issued in 
perpetuity could be exchanged for annui
ties, so that the gradual extinction of the 
bonds so exchanged could be secured. 

In this country, bonds of this sort have 
not met with general acceptance as a 
form for public securities, though loans 
have been successfully negotiated in this 
form by the Province of Ontario, in 
Canada. A small issue of annuity-bonds, 
having forty years to run, were awarded 
in June last by that Province (the annual 
value was $12,500, representing a loan of 
about one-qua.rter of a million), and the 
prices obtained, as the writer is informed 
through the courtesy of W. Grindlay, 
Esquire, manager of the Bank of British 
North America, in Toronto, were equiva
lent to the placing of the loan at four and 
one-quarter per cent. interest. 

A corporation or government is evi
dently justified in allowing a somewhat 
higher rate of interest on bonds of this 
sort than upon other forms of indebted
ness, as an oftBet to the relief secured. 

from the obligations incident to the 
maintenance and custody of a sinking
fund. 

A comparison of the operations of the 
two forms of loan is best seen by a brief 
illustration. Let a loan, for instance, be 
made for one million, dollars, for thirty 
years, at three per cent. interest. Under 
the ordinary form, provision would have 
to be made for the payment of 

Interest, 130,000 annually for thirty 
years. . • •. . . • . . . •• • . . . .• • . . . •. • 1900,000 

And of the principal sum.......... 1,000,000 

Total. ..•...•.•.••••...•• ,1,900,000 

Provision for the principal sum 
through a sinking-fund would, according 
to the figures already given, be actually 
made as follows : 

By direct appropriation, 121,070 an· 
nually. . . . .. . . . . . . .. . . .. . . .. ... $6.'J2,100 

Intllrest thereon at three per ('ent. . • 367,900 

Total. ................... ,1.000,000 

If the loan were placed at four per 
cent. there would be required : 

Intllrest, '40,000 annually for thirty 
years .......................... 11,200,000 

And the principal sum .... , . . .. . .. 1,000,000 

Total.. .. ............... 12,200,000 

In the latter case, if the sinking-fund 
could be invested at the same rate of in
terest, the principal sum would be made 
up as follows : 

By direct appropriation, 117,8.10 an· 
IlUAlly. ...••..........•......• ..,34,000 

Interest thereon at fonr per cent. . . . 465,100 

Total ....... " •...•..•... ,1,000,000 

So that in the former case but a little 
over five-eighths, and in the latter case 
little more than one-half, of the principal 
sum would have to be provided by direct 
appropriation. The remainder would 
be derived from interest. 

But if the same sum of $1,000,000 
were raised by the sale of annuities hav
ing thirty years to run, the whole amount 
required for the extinction of the debt, 
both principal and interest, would 
amount only to the sum of the direct ap
propriations for these purposes required 
under the other system. The sinking-
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fund being no longer required, the large 
item of interest upon its investment 
would be entirely saved. H the annuities 
were negotiated at three per cent., pay
able yearly, the annual sum required 
upon $1,000,000 would be $51,070, 
amounting in thirty years to $1,532,100; 
and if issued at four per cent. the annual 
amount would be $57,830, representing 
a total in thirty years of $1,734,900. 
The payments due upon an annuity ne
gotiated at three per cent. for the time 
named would be a little over five per 
cent. per annum, and upon a four per 
cent. annuity a little over five and three
quarters per cent., of the sum invested. 

The cillferences of amounts and results 
under the two systems are, of course, 
represented and offset by cillferences in 
the dates of payment; but since the tax
payers and the bondholders are not, as 
a general rule, the same individuals, and 
at all events are to be regarded sep&
rately, any benefit that can be secured to 
the former class, in saving of interest by 
yearly payments upon the principal of a 
debt, is first to be considered. 

More important, however, than this 
are the advantages, already referred to, 
arising from relief from the necessity of 
maintaining a sinking-fund. 

The practical question naturally pre
sents itself, whether or not bonds of the 
sort described would prove negotiable. 
It would perhaps be difficult to dispose 
of any very large amount of them at one 
time, but they would, on account of the 
greatly increased annual income to be 
derived from them, be sought by persons 
of the class to whom life-annuities offer a 
desirable form of investment, and would 
probably attract other classes of invest
ors. Whenever low rates of interest are 
prevailing, annuities come into demand 
on the part of persons who are desirous 

of obtaining, for life, or for a limited term 
of years, from a certain amount of invest
ment, the highest rote of income con
sistent with security, and who are will
ing for this purpose to sacrifice ulti
mately the principal sum invested. The 
experience of the Province of Ontario, 
already cited, though limited in extent, 
has proved that annuity-bonds can be 
p1a.ced upon favorable terms. 

The advantages of the plan itself are 
such as to commend it when practicable, 
and to make it especiaJly adapted for 
the management of comparatively small 
loans, for the complete extinction of 
which it is proposed to provide within a 
limited term of years. 

Between bonds i88Ued for a term of 
years and annuity-bonds, of which the 
principal is, in fact, payable by yearly 
instalments, there is, however, a wide 
margin. Within these limits loans have 
been made, such as those of the United 
States Government familiarly known as 
.. five-twenties" and "ten-forties," in 
which the right of redemption was se
cured long before the date at which pay
ment could be demanded, and similar 
bonds have been issued by private cor
porations. But bonds of which the date 
of payment is for so long a time at the 
option of the borrower require some 
compensation for this option to be given 
to the lender, either in the form of a dis
count at the time of purchase, or of a 
bonus if redeemed before maturity. The 
Government bonds referred to were re
deemed in numerical order; in other 
cases the bonds to be redeemed before 
maturity have been determined by lot. 
An intermediate form might be devised. 
by which the total loan, and every bond 
representing it, could be reduced from 
time to time, pro rata, at stated periods, 
several years apart. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE-GERMANY. 

By Rennell Rodd. 

LrrTr.B mother, why must you go I 
The children play by the white bed-aide, 
The world is merry for Christmastide, 

And what would you do in the falling snow I 

They sleep by now in the ember-glow 
Hushed to dream in a child's delight, 
For wonders happen on Christmas night: 

Little mother, why must you go I 

The still flakes fall and the night grows late, 
Oh slender figure and small wet feet, 
Where do you haste through the lamplit stree~ 

And out and away by the fortress gate? 

It is drear and chill where the dear lie dead, 
Yet light enough with the snow to see, 
But what would you do with that Christmaa-tree 

At the tiny mound that is baby's bed? 

A Christmas-tree, with its tm.sel gold 1-
Oh, how should I not have a thought for thee 
When the children sleep in their dream of glee,. 

Poor little grave but a twelve month old I 

Little mother, your heart is brave, 
You kiss the cross in the drifted snow, 
Kneel for a moment, rise and go 

And leave your tree by the tiny grave. 

While the living slept by the warm fireside 
And the Bakes fell white on your Christmas toy~ 
I think that its angel wept for joy 

Because you remembered the one that died. 
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By Edward L. Wilson. 

Statue of Kin, Cheph,en in the MUHum at Bul~q . 

EVER since the pages of history were 
opened, and ever since science began 
to plod, the mind of man has been 
puzzled by one unchanging query
., What is the meaning of the Great 
Pyramid?" History has been repeated; 
science continually explains the mighty 
wonders of nature; but that monster 
work of man still remains enfolded by 
the veil of mystery. 

Its builder was King Cheops, of the 
fourth Egyptian dynasty. His choice 
of a site for the great structure must 
have been governed by his purpose in 
erecting it, but we have no certain knowl
edge as to whllt that purpose was. "'nen 
first he visited the proposed spot with 
his architects, and pre-empted the need
ed space, it looked far more promising 
than it does to-day. For there were 
then at Gizeh, not only rolling hills and 
fertile valleys, but groves of trees, pict
uresque islands, canals, and well culti
vated farms. Vast q narries existed close 
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to the escarpments of her limestone hills, 
whose strata were so regular as to give 
one the idea of more than Cyclopean 
courses of masonry. The summits of the 
bills, which were craggy and picturesque, 
told their own history by the congeries 
of small shell-fish which formed them. 

The traveller of to-day may yet find, 
within a few hundred feet of the Great 
Pyramid, nummulites and pebbles in 
abundance, with an occasional shark's 
tooth, all proving that once upon a time 
the sea rolled over the desert of Gizeh. 
Moreover, if the earnest explore~ sinks 
a shaft in the sand to the depth of thir
teen feet, a stratum of antique Nile mud 
is reached, while a few feet lower, good 
water is found. All the sand lying 
thereabouts to-day has been showered 
down from the west and sout.hwest, long 
since the days of Cheops. 

The site chosen for the massive struct
me was the hill farthest west of, and 
six miles away from, the Nile. It is 
ninety miles from the Mediterranean, 
and two hundred and fifteen feet above 
the sea-level The labor of one hundred 
thoU88Jld men for twenty years was re
quired for the work. While some of 
the vast army were sent to the Mokkatam 
quarries on the east bank of the Nile for 
limestone and marble, and some far 
south to Syene for granite, others were 
despatched to the Mount Sinai region 
for stone of other ,·arieties. Then a 
canal was dug from the Nile to the Gizeh 
hill, for conveying the quarried blocks to 
their place of tmnsfer. From the west
ern terminus of the canal to the pyramid 
base a wide causeway was constructed. 
for the further conveyance of material. 

While all this was going on, the chos
en hill itself was made ready to receive 
the enormous weight to be placed upon 
it. The general surface was lowered un
til good, solid, fissureless Illaterial was 
reached and a broad plateau fornled, 
so firm and so extensive 88 to serve 
for the foundation. The naturally in
clined strata were levelled to accoiuIllO
date the courses of the building. Wber( 
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Map of the Pyramid. of Gil.h. 

A. tile GNat. Pyramid; B, the Pyramid of CbepbreD; C. tbe Ppamld of UE'II' 
cb ..... ; 8, the Sphinx, IOIlth_ of the tomb of Cbeope; D. longltudln'" merld· 
Ian of tbe GreaL Pyramid. Tombe -. west, and eontb of tbe Orat P7ramld. 

After the great mass 
had been erected "in 
the rough," it was en
cased in highly polished 
marble, which, at a short 
distance, gave it the ap
pearance of a precise 
geometrical fig u r e . 
And it was indeed pre
cise. Undoubtedly it 
was planned entire, with 
all its internal intrica
cies, before a stone w6 
quarried for its con
struction. The head 
that contrived it seems 
to have been equal to 
the task of completing 
his scheme in the most 
workmanlike manner. 
The commissary ar
rangements alone for 
the anny of people en
gaged required able 
generalship. Did not 
the result of their labor 
stand there, the great

it could be done, the lavish builder was 
yet economical enough to utilize the 
natural rock, for at the northeast cor
ner the lowest course and part of au
other are formed of rock trimmed off 
square in situ. The natural rock may 
also be seen at one place in the en
trance-passage, and again in the course 
of the "well;" but in no other place has 
there been found anything but well-built 
limestone or granite masonry. 

The grand plateau being completed. 
the workmen were ready to receive the 
product of the quarries, and soon the 
stupendous structure began to rise. 
Tier after tier was placed. receding, one 
upon the other, until the two hundred 
and twentieth had been raised to its 
place. Finally the apex, a mammoth 
crystal, was set, and the inner elevation 
was ready for the more finished outside 
casing. How the work was done no one 
has been able to explain. 

In one of the accompanying views 
(p. 43) six small pyramids are shown, in 
various stages of decay. From these 
and their larger neighbors, the interested 
student may gather some facts concern
ing pyramid building, by noting the 
progress of pyrumid decay. 

est structure in the world. we should 
be disposed to question the statement 
that any such body of workmen was 
ever engaged, under the will and di· 
rection of oue man, in a single enter
prise, and for so long a time. How 
little do we know about it, and how 
baftled are we when we attempt to solve 
the great problem I The benign-looking 
statue of its builder was found by Mari
ette in a neighboring tomb, and now 
sits in the BdlAq museum, but it af
fords no information except as to its 
identity. 

I venture to offer, however, in addition 
to the scant information we have, a few 
deto.ils of construction and some illus
trations, with the hope of conveying a 
measurably adequate idea of its size. 
I had been studying it for many yelU'8 
before I made my first visit, and thought 
I had formed a fair conception of its 
dimensions; but I was mistaken. It 
exceeded all I had ever dreamed it to 
be. My first glimpse was caught from 
the railway-carriage en route from Alex
andria to Cairo. My second view and 
first photograph were obtained from the 
corner of the Mosque of Mehemet Ali. 
situated on the Citadel Hill at Cairo. 
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The Great Pyramid from tne Nil!;: O,,\:,flow. 

}'rom tlWI'C the (lesert monflter and its 
two ~reat ncighbOl"R. A"liHtt'ning' in the 
Hun, look lih · I-,Yjgo.ntic jaspcr A"cnUi ill 
goldcn ,,;(Otting. 

The l}('xt (lay, lon~ hefOl'(! sunrise, I 
HCt out. with the pm1)OHe of Hceuring It 

RE'ries of picturE'H thnt Hhoultl, if pOA.'lihl<·, 
he made u:,,,ful ill conYc,ying' IL renso1l
ahlc idt'n of the Hi1.c Hwllllagnitie('nee of 
thif! the gTelLtcRt of nIl stnlctures. Hoon 
nft!'r ('roHsing the Knsr-el-~il. a1l awnue 
of lu:aeins is cnt.!'red, which slmdes thc 
rond nlmost all thc way to the pymmi<l
hill, Xot lon~ nfter l(~lnin~ the hri(Ig'e. 
on the left. the tall trio were ·Hcen. lookill~ 
IlH grn~' and ullaenned as <listant Rt,orlll
dOllaS, The RUIl hna not wt readied 
their tops. ancl their vieinity 'was drenlll~' 
and hnzy. They nppl'al'ed to he WOll

(lerflllly near. A quiet. masterly dig
nity Heemed to penarIe them. As t.he 
noise of the great ('ity WILH left hehina 
I\nd the pyramidf! were n(,lLrcd. tilE' in
('r!'Rsing "ilence heclLlDe ILhuost oppres
siye. When the HUll Ilrosc, the detllils 

of the Rtl'llctur('s he~an to develop. The 
RllIooth (·xt,erim'N alld pre('if!(> outlines 
whi('h the di"bmee atfor<lell ~a"e way 
tH tlisturhed sllrfu('cs alld hrokellIUlA"lef!. 
The light erept sb'/ulil:,' down to their 
hLHeS. and til<! Hhn.Iows fI(·(I to the weat
!'I'n Hid(', 

As the In .... t IIlil .. was re:whctl. lilY Arab 
.ll'iw)· sucI.IpllIy :<hclllt~·tl .. )I:if,;lll~lllLh !" 
- ,r (In(ll'rful dotl !-fol', lo! the whole 
eI\Ht.N'l1 sitle of the Greut Pvmmid WIlS 

ellyelopetl ill tlw l'(,d g-lllrc of Hw rising 
lllli. AmI tlU'1l o.t my left I suw, re
tledl'cl :llld inwrt.(>c I ;tPOII the pln('itl 
surf:we of II hit of ~il(' owrtlow. the 
illlnge of the (Trcnt. Pymmitl, Illi shall), 
deal', and entire ul' till' ]'('ulity. OulY 
011('(' ill a lift<time ('0111<1 R1Wh a' si~ht b~· 
had. Like 0. total ('dip~e of tl\(' HIlIl, it 
eoulcl last bllt n few minutes, I must. 
have t.lw pi(·tur<.'. Leaping f"OILl Illy 
t;C'o.t. I '1m through the tall, c!t'w-c'owred 
It·nt.il tidcls to UlC l'cIgl' of the wnt.cr, 
mught the douhlcd IllOIlHh'I', lUul Ilf'lc.1 it 
latent within lily ('o.mem. When I 1'e-
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A Nea, Vi.w of the Great Pyramid. 

turned to the carriage, I was assailed 
on every side by a dozen or more Arab 
fellahin who awaited me, each one noisily 
demanding "backsheesh" for "injury 
to the crops." I paid enough to buy a 
whole acre of lentils, but I would not 
accept an Egyptian farm in exchange 
for the picture. 

The road now began to rise; and so 
did the Bedouin Arabs of the pyrrunid
village, who, like locusts, seemed to 
come out of the chinks in the stone walls 
near by, or to swarm from the choking 
dust. "Give him six men to assist him, 
and command the rest to let him alone," 
was the characteristie word sent by an 
official to the sheik of this noisy. g'ood
natured, troubleHOme horde. This order 
being obeyed, I was enabled to spend 
se,'eral days at my work in comparative 
peace. 

My first close view of the Great 
Pyramid was had from the north side. 
After taking it in from east to west, I 
lifted my eyes to the sky. I think no 
sfter-view gave me such a satisfactory 

comprehension of its immensity as that 
first effort to cover the whole mass of 
masonry at one glance. Two other im
pressive views are to be had from the 
northeast corner, standing at about the 
twentieth tier above the sand. The first 
is a lateral view. Allow the eyes to fol
Iowa line of masonry to the northwest
ern angle, and then to return, stone by 
stone. when a gratifying idea will be re
ceived of the length of the base and of 
the size of the quarried stones. The 
other "best" view is had by looking 
aloft. At Niagara, standing at the foot 
of the American Falls, I have caught sight 
of a volume of water as it leaped over the 
brink. and then watched its slow descent, 
foot by foot, until I have thought I 
eouId see it break in spray at my feet, 
thus obtaining the JUost satisfactory im
pression of the height of the great cas
cade. So here, the visitor may lift his 
eyes to the apex, and then slowly, step 
by step, stone after stone, let the sight 
descend, when the immensity of the lofty 
pile "ill fairly leap upon him. The at-
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Lookin, up the Northellt Corner of the Great Pyramid. 

tendant Arabs, climbing up the COI'Der of 
the pile, here and there, look like pygmies. 

No Swiss or Appalachian mountain in
cline is more rugged than this. Should 
these views not satisfy, there is one 
other method of arriving at the bottom 
facts, namely, by climbing to the top 
and looking down. 

4 

The ascent is generally made at the 
northeast corner. It is a novel experi
ence. The law requires one to be ac
companied by a Bedouin "lifter" at 
each elbow and another Arab behind to 
"boost." The feat ruay be accomplished 
in twenty minutes, provided you agree 
to having your calculations upset once 
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a minute, and yourself twice that often. 
For example, you make ready for a tre
mendous muscular effort, to take a gi
gantic step upward and forward, when 
suddenly you are hoisted bodily, like an 
airy nothing. Then you prepare to land 
somewhere or to take a breath, when 
your "booster" sends you flying far 
beyond your mark. You scarcely have 
time to recover your equilibrium and to 
give thanks that your brains were not 
dashed out, when the whole process is 
repeated; and so on, until the summit is 
gained. This all seems hard enough 
to endure, and the Arabs seem to be the 
worst part; but it is one of those cases 
where experience is the best teacher, 
and it is best to listen to experience. 

When the top is reached, one is sur
prised to find a 
platform 0 v e r 
thirty feet 
square, covered 
with broken 
fragments of 
quarried stone 
in all the confu
sion of a moun
tain-crest . 
These blocks 
are covered with 
names and 
dates. Some of 
the chiselled let
ters are over a 
foot in height. 
I climbed to the 
very topmost 
rock and viewed 
the surrounding 
country, a fent I 
should not have 
undertaken had 
the original 
apex remained. 

The sensation 
one feels when 
standing upon a 
pyramid top, 
88ide from the 
nature of the 
surroundings, 
differs from that 
one experiences 
on the summit 
of a high moun
tain, inasmuch 

as from a mountain one can rarely ob
tain a view of the neighborhood close to 
the base, or else the space is shut in by 
neighboring peaks; while from a pyra
mid one can view all there is from with
in a few feet of the base to a distance as 
far as the eye can discern. 

The views from the Great Pyramid, 
though at all times sublime, vary with 
the time of day and night, and with the 
courses of the sun and moon. The first 
look is for Cairo. It is plainly "isible, 
with its tall minarets and broad domes of 
glittering metal and color, and beyond 
it the dark MokkatRm hills are seen. . A 
forest of immense palms, far away upon 
the border of the Nile, marks the site of 
ancient Memphis; still farther BOuth 
are the pyramids of Sakkarah, the great 

Climbing tho Gr .. t Pyramid. 
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" Step" pyramid, "the father of pyra
mids, " among them. Farther on is the 
desert; on the right is the desert; in 
front is the desert; all around is a vast 
plain, now golden, now red, now in part 
black, now gray, changing as the sun 
changes, as the great shadows of the 
pyramids are projected upon it, or as 
the moon comes with its pale light and 
tones down the grand chromatic dis
pla;y. The only variation in the won
drous expanse comes from the mounds 
of sand here and there. These last 
change agreeably to the whims of the 
wind. Like draught,..animals, at one 
moment they seem to be resting and 
waiting for their call to labor. Then 
the airy messenger comes and gives the 
word. At once the sand begins to rise 
in slender spirals. Body and strength 
are gathered as it continues whirling 
and ascending, until it towers aloft like 
a great black column. Now it is joined 
by a wild company impelled by the 
wind, and all hasten across the plain
all rising higher and higher, all waver
ing, spinning with awful volocity, until, 
their destination reached, they dare at 
the top like water-spouts, breu and 
burst high in air, and are dift'used-a 
terrible storm-upon the plain below. 
". oe be to man or camel on whom de
scends the awful weight! 

As far as the eye can see southward 
lies Egypt, the silvery Nile creeping 
along between the bands of emerald. 
Within view are over forty pyramids. 
The pyramidofChephren, or the "Second 
Pyramid," being about 300 feet away, 
affords one an excellent opportunity, 
while seated on the edge of the Great 
Pyramid, of studying pyramidal archi
tecture from above. There seems to 
be a great abyss between. The dis
tance is remarkably deceiving. It is al
most impossible to cast a stone so that 
it will fall clear of the base. It will only 
drop on the side and bound and re
bound, perhaps to the ground. 

At sunset, when all the neighboring 
pyramids may be seen tinged by the red 
glare, and the approach of night is 
heralded by the intense, sharp-pointed 
shadows which fall upon the plain to
ward the east, the vultures come swooping 
along through the gulf which separates 
Cheops's pile from Chephren'". Then the 

scene is most dramatic. The sun gone 
down, the rising moon blanches all and 
shifts the shadows to the other side. 
The uneasy scavengers of the air now 
look like ghouls as they come near 
enough for one to hear the whizzing of 
their wings. But for them it would be 
oppressively quiet. A person sitting there 
in the after-glow, looking off toward the 
lighted city, feels as though doomed to 
impalement-~ away at the mercy 
of the foul birds of the desert. And 
but little comfort comes up from the 
Sphinx, the only semblance of humanity 
below; for its back is turned, and it 
seems to add to the feeling of absolute 
desertion which takes possession of one 
remaining on the Great Pyramid after 
the sun has gone down. 

A last look from the top, down the 
corner, reveals another lesson in pyra
mid construction, and recalls the view 
directly downward from some rocky 
mountain-summit. The close base can
not be seen in a direct line, for the cor
ners of the rock protrude like broad 
cornices, one tier beyond the other. 
The little kiosk near the base, with part 
of the desert between and far beyond 
it, can also be plainly seen. The voices 
of the Arabs at the base are distinctly 
heard. 

One shrinks from descending such a 
rough pass, but the operation is far 
more interesting than the ascent, be
cause, in making it, the traveller is di
verted from the hardship by the views, 
which change constantly as he twists and 
turns and is lowered once more toward 
telTa firma. A misstep would send him 
bounding in mid-air from corner to cor
ner, until he fell, a shapeless mass, at the 
base. Nearly half-way there is a spot 
whence more than the usual amount of 
stone has been thrown down, making a 
deep depression, or "cave." It is called 
"the half-way house." It is not half
way, however. Its floor is on the one 
hundred and fifth tier, and it is three 
thousand two hundred and five inches 
from the base. The width of the steps 
is so disproportionate to their height 
that each upper edge overhangs or hides 
the step that next succeeds it. On com
ing to the edge of the first stone the 
one below comes into ,iew. The de
scent then becomes a succession of well-



Th~ Back of the Sphir.)I. 
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Vertical Section of the Great Pyramid (from aouth to north, looking west), 

A, the entnmce-pa.-ge: B. the Grand GaUery; C, C, Tentllatlng ""_: D, tbe 
Queen'. Chamber; E, tbe grotto; F, tbe .ubterran .... cluuDber; G, tbe KIng'. Cbamber. 

meditated j u m p s, 
carefully freed, be 
assured, from anv 
of the abandon of 
"a goat in a frolic. " 

The courses of 
stone vary in their 
thickness from 
twenty inches to 
fifty-six inches. 
They do not rise 
above each other in 
uniform order from 
a massive founds
tion-course up to 
one of very small 
dimensions· for the 
summit. The third 
course is composed 
of stone fifty-six 
inches in thickness; 
the fifteenth course 

is only twenty-eight inches thick, while at the twentieth course we find that the 
stone measures thirty-eight inches. The thirty-fifth course is only twenty-four 
inches, whereas the thirty-sixth course is fifty inches. The remainder of the 
structure upward is not so variable, the several courses ranging from forty-two 
inches to twenty inches. It will thus be seen that, even in accomplishing the de
scent, one has been prevented by the builder from making any certain calcu
lation beyond the block of stone upon which he, wondering, stands. There are 
now two hundred and two ~ourses remaining, and the height is 5,445 pyramid
inches. 

What glories must have been witnessed by those who ventured to this lofty 
platform in the ages that are past I It must have been the observatory of king, 
priest, ruler, poet, historian, 
and philosopher. If the sight 
of Rameses IT. was as clear 
as his mental vision, he, seat
ed there, could have enjoyed 
some of the proudest hours 
of his proud and exalted 
reign, for his strong cities 
and "store" cities could all 
be seen: Pithom, with its 
great storehouses, built when 
bricks were made without 
straw; &meses, the city 
named after its ambitious 
builder; Tanis, the Zoan of 
the Bible, where" marvellous 
things" were done; Mem
phis, the proud capital whose 
fall e n Colossus still lies 
among the ancient ruins, half 

The Coffer. 

embedded in modern mud. The sun always shone on the sculptured head of 
Rameses the Great first in the morning and last at night, for his colossal statues, 
standing in every city higher than all else except the masterpiece of Cheops, 
caught the light before and after all else, the more ancient obelisks not excepted, 
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Entranc. to the ·Gr.at Pyramid. 

The first reddening tip of the sun upon 
those lofty .. likenesses" of the great 
Pharaoh was the signal for the watch
man of the night to announce the day 
begun. The last touch of glory upon 
them was the slave's warning that the 
king reigned supreme, "forever." 

Long after Bameses rr., Cambyses 
came, and on the pyramid-plain con
quered the Egyptians, mutilated the face 
of the Sphinx, and broke into the true 
outlines of the pyramids-ruthless con
queror, vandal, and destroyer that he 
was. Twenty-four centuries after, Na
poleon, with his conquering hosts, met 
the gold-covered Mamelukes, who, riding 
as swift as the wind and as a fiame of 
fire, hacked the barrels of the French 
guns with their blades of Damascus steel. 
It was like a blazing volcano. All was 

smoke and blood and mutilation, as 
though an earthquake had come. Droop
ing their heads to the saddle-bow, the 
fearless Mamelukes rode forward and 
met the awful volleys of the invader, but 
only to sink in the sand. Without horses 
then, and lying upon their backs wound
ed, they cut at the legs of the enemy with 
their keen sabres, never yielding until 
conquered by death. 

And there, close to the Sphinx, one 
can see now the very place whence came 
up the clouds of smoke and fiame amid 
the yells of the demons who fought, 
where lay the masses of dead and dying, 
where the depleted ranks of the ,ictors 
moved along with bristling arms and 
broken standards-moaning and swirl
ing like the sea that refuses to be quiet 
after a storm. 
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Later, Champollion, Lepsius, Rosel
lini, Greaves, and others gathered ma
terial here for their splendid volumes. 
Theil' magnificent helps to the study of 
this whole vicinity were not appreciated 
dw-ing their lives, for speculation as to 
the purpose of these wondrous struct
ures attracted little popular attention 
for nearly half a century, until it gained 
a new impetus from the wide discussion 
of the theories of Professor C. Piazzi 
Smyth and others. 

The construction of the interior of the 
Grt'at P~'ramid must now be explained, 

80 far as it is understood. If one couM 
haw but a :;inglt' impre8.'lion of the ma..o;.. 
siw lllasonry Imd the cOll"trut'iiw abil
it~· of the lll'aster-lllllSOn who planned it.. 
the lllost satisfaeton' one would be at 
the t'ntrauee. near' the ('entre of the 
north side. Tht' tloor-ha...;;e of the t'n
trau('e--pa __ ,-.;age is on the thirteenth tier 
of masonry. about sixty feet from the 

ground, is 398 inches wide and 30 
inches thick. The entrance-passage is 
but 41.5 inches wide, and its walls are . 
composed of comparatively small stones. 
But their trut.hfully straight lines and 
close-fitting joints excite the admiration 
of all who are able to appreciate good 
work. The passage descends at an an
gle of 26.3°, nearly. Over the walls is a 
roof of stone 100 inches thick and 147 
inches broad. Above it is a triangular 
stone which is 60 inches thick at the 
outer end. The vertical line of the two 
lower triangular arch-stones is 96 inches. 

As may be seen by the 
masonry below (page 51), 
at either side, there must 
have been one or more sets 
of these northward (out-
side) of the ones remain
ing. H there are more 
beyond, they are undoubt
edly upon a horizontal 
line, and must, therefore, 
rapidly leave the neigh
borhood of the entrance
passage. 

Though mercilessl~' 
hacked and quarried and 
dilapidated, the mouth of 
the entrance-passage gives 
one a most impressive ex
ample of the stupendous 
construction-plan of the 
whole grand pile. It held 
its secret within its great 
throat for man~' a long 
thousand Years, until A.D. 
820, when' Caliph AI Ma
moun diseovered it in a 
most unexpected manner. 
This distinh'1lished Arab 
of Fostat, the son of Ha
roun al Raschid of the 
.. Arabian Nights," with 
inquil-ing mind. made a 
journey to Gizeh and pro-
('eeded to elIed an en

trance into the Great PYramid, where
in. he hatl been led to' believe. great 
treasures wert' to be found. A large 
stafl' of quarrYll1t'n was t·ngnged for the 
work. At. which side to make the at
hek, alltl at whnt point. was Il puz
zle. A trilling hint mused the n011h 
flwe to he (·hoHE'n. near the bl\8e aud at 
the centre. Two blunders were made 
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at the beginning. The 
forced entrance was 
started 300 inches below 
the proper one, and 250 
inches west of it. Night 
and day, week after week, 
for months, the labor of 
tunnelling went on, until 
quite one hundred feet of 
the antique masonry had 
been broken up and 
brought to the Ii g h t. 
The workmen began to 
murmur then, and even 
openly rebelled against 
pursuing such a fruitless 
task any further. But 
they were forced to push 
on. One day, as some of 
them wrought despair
ingly at the inner end 
of their excavation, they 
heard a strange noise be
yond them, which resem
hIed the falling of a great 
stone in a hollow space. 
It seemed incredible. 
Though ~ed beyond 
measure, they were forced 

Pyramid of Chephren from the Top of the Gr.at Pyramid. 

by their persistent master to go on with 
the enterprise. Hammers, fire, and vine
gar were employed with renewed vigor 
again and again, until, a walled surface 
yielding to their efforts, the way opened 
to a low, narrow, descending passage. 
Leaping into the dark avenue with light
ed torch, they discovered at once the 
fallen stone which had led them on. It 
had dropped from the roof to the Boor, 
and revealed the fact that there WBS just 
beyond it another passage, following 
southward like the other, ascending in
stead of descending; but, alas! it was 
closed by a series of huge granite plugs, 
placed there by the builder for the very 
purpose of heading off such enterprises 
as that of the adventurous caliph. 

Nothing daunted, however, the plucky 
Saracens broke a side passage through 
the western wall of limestone, cut a huge 
chasm upward, and made II. junction with 
the wall of the ascending passage where 
the granite did not oppose. They cut 
through the limestone wall with com
parative ease, but as fast as they re
moved the broken pieces of the well
formed blocks, others came down from 

above and continued to bar their ad
vance. The despairing men gave way, 
but their unrelenting master drove them 
back to their work, forbidding them to 
stop until the mysterious blocks ceased 
to fall before them, though the reservoir 
from which they dropped be held by 
the hand of Allah himself. Finallv the 
last one made its appearance. Like its 
predecessors, it was broken and removed, 
and the passage was clear. With lighted 
jlambeall.r the eager Arabs ascended, first 
on hands and knees, and then, after 
reaching the Grand Gallery, hastened, 
with might and main, upward and on
ward into the very heart of the moun
tain of stone. 

Visions of wealth grew before them
there where a ray of sunshine never 
gave a ray of hope-until they came to 
the end of the passage. Then a step at 
the left, three feet high, arrested their 
attention. Climbing to its top, a low 
door-way was found, with a splendidly 
quarried granite portcullis hanging over 
it. Passing under this, on hands and 
knees, they crept into a small ante
chamber; through this to another low 
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door-way leading into a further low 
pasHage, whi('h Rglliu (,Imacd t.hem, nou
plufII4ed, til bl'ud, TlmR tlll'Y WCl'e 1(,,1 
into the lurgl' apartmcnt known I\R the 
King's Chmuhcl', Thcrc, on the west 
lii,le, Htood the hlu'u-wulIetl Ht01\C "trCIlR
ure-box !" It IlC!elU(>tl too good to be 
true, It wnH without a ,'oyer to prot('('t 
its l~xpcl'ted ('olltcntR, aUll it wll .. 'i-en
tircly empty! 

Caliph Al )Imuoull waR dlllufol1lulcd, 
an(l his workl1l(>1\ were "hullt, to IInn'tIN' 
him, But he was a COlllwlllldl'r of the 
Faithful nnd ullIll'rstood human llILtUJ'{', 
During' the uight he ('ullIie,1 to be hid
den IIl.ar the l!l1ll'ty ('olli~r 1\ suffi('ient 
store of gohl to pa~' the men, The next 
day, bt'i11g' hilltlcn to dig aglull, the," 
found the gold and received their WIlW'H, 
As for the ,~aliph, he I'cturned to }o'ostut 
wiser as to tho cll'ar-headedness of the 
Egyptian!! who preced('d him ~ollle thou-
8Bll(m of ~'cars, but no lll'tter 111 pUl'lil'. 

FroJll tho time of Al )11\11IOU11 uutil 
1637, 110 tlpedal <>ffurt WllH ma,l" to un
veil the JIlYHteri<'H of the Urcat Pn1LJIlid. 
In that year Profeslior GrCaYl'H, tite Eug'-

~<- '~..:- .. 
;;. -.--~-

- - . . -.-.- .. " - -

his ('Ill'I':;.'". A gmemtiou lat.cr, in Xo
ycmber, ISH4. Il('('olll}llmied hy his wife, 
Profl:!ssor C. Pinzzi Hm~,th, of E,linburgh, 
tilt.' Astrououwr Hu,Yul of Hc'otlllnd, went 
to Eg,'')t; and, while rCHicling in Home 
ll11elClIt t.lIl1lhR ncul' the orcllt P~'rol1lid, 
he ('ollect.etl Ilt hili OW11 exp('nlle 1m illl
me11Re amouu t of iuformation and made 
most thorough ll1l'aSUl'eUlt~uts, sin(!e l>uh
liHhcd in hiH thn'c ,'olumes of .. Life antI 
\\' ork at tIll' Brellt Pnllluid," and in an
otll<'r l'utitlecl "Our' Inheritancc in the 
Urcat Pnluuicl," all illtllitrated frow his 
own pt'l;;onall~' made photographll and 
drowiugs, In IHU;) lie lil:!nt lIle twenty
four of his pyral11id photographs on 
ghl...'lli. lil','cral of which have hecn en
~l'Il\'{'cl for this arti('le, 

A11Il what of the interior? A dill{.,rranl 
of IL Yl'rtical, ceutl'lll Hcction (clmwn from 
"Om' Inheribmt'e in the Grent p.,T&
l11i,l," aud Ul,(~1l here [po 50] by the con
!Icnt of l)rofl'!;fIor Hm~·th) mURt serve in 
expLlllation. Eutl'ring Ilt the north 
side, t.he }lllssa.ge A iR fouud dellccnd
ing for nenrly ::J44 fcct ILt nn angle of 

N.pol.un'. B.ttl.I,.'~ (O •• ert 01 G,l.h). 

lish astronomer. made BOllie ynlwLhle about '27°. The pnl-ll-lagc iH so Rtrnigbt 
meastll'cmeut.s. Twohmlllrcd \'eal'f~ latcr. thnt the hlue sky ('llll 1", Hel'n frOID the 
at his own expense, Colollc,l Howard lower ('nil of tite PCll'tioll whieb de
Vyse <lid some l>CnleYcrillg work of ex- H('l'1lI1H, at its j1l1wticlll with the ascending 
ploration and mutilation, t.be great Hcar pasHllg(>, II. whic'h iH (l111~' a fcw feet from 
on the IOUthern side being a. mark of whcro Al lIlllllOUIl f.'lltel'('c1. Ascending 

--
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this path 93 feet we find a hori
zontal passage into the Queen's 
Chamber, D, and a narrow, tortu
ous well descends to the subterra.
nean chambers, E and F. Passing 
the horizontal entry leading to the 
Queen's Chamber, we find the as
cending passage widens into what 
is called the Grand Gallery, B, 
which is 150 feet long, 58! inches 
wide, and 28 feet high. Its con
struction is very remarkable. Its 
lofty walls are divided into seven 
sections, one overtopping the oth
er, the space between walls di
minishing toward the roof. On 
either side is a long stone bench, 
or "ramp," each with twenty-eight 
precisely cut holes, the purpose 
of which is a mystery. Up one 
or the other of these ramps the 
explorer is led by the hand of 
one Arab, is cheered by another A Socket-stone of the Great Pyramid_ 

following closely, and further 
helped by deep cuts made in the ramp-stones to prevent slipping. At places the 
ramp is broken away, when one must take to the floor of the passage. Finally 
the top, or southern end, is reached. The smooth, slippery limestone climb is 
left with no little feeling of relief, and the granite of Mount Sinai or of the quar
ries of Syene is presented for examination. Leaving the Grand Gallery, a vesti
bule is reached with a granite portcullis, the survivor of four running in granite 
grooves, doubtless just as AI Mamoun saw them. Beyond is the King's Cham
ber, G, 35 feet long, 17 feet wide, and 19 feet high, roofed and walled with granite 
slabs 80 exactly fitted that not even the edge of a page of this MAOAZINE could be 

forced into the joints. This sun
less apartment is not quite under 
the apex of the pyramid. The ver
tical pressure is further lessened 
by five low, empty chambers, con
structed in a masterly manner, 
above. Ventilating channels, C, U, 
lead to the outer surface. The one 
leading northward is 233 feet long, 
and the other, southward, is 194 
feet long. Both are square, and 
from six to nine inches in (liam
eter. The construction of the roof 
is, perhaps, the most skilful piece 
of workmanship in the world. 
Nine splendid granite blocks, each 
nearly nineteen feet long and four 
feet wide, lie side by side upon the 
walls and form the ceiling. Above 
this are the five chambers already 
alluded to, covered by a series of 
huge sloping blocks which support 
one another by meeting at the apex. 

The Niche in the Queen 's Chamber For forty centuries the mass of 
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Tombs Northe.ut of the GIC'Jt Pyramid. 

masonry aho\'e has rested on this unique 
superstructure, and it remains as sound 
and strong n!'! it was when t.he arehitect 
left it. The floor of the npartment is 
on the fiftieth course of stone, counting 
from the hase. The coffer is loeated 
about foUl' and a half feet from the west 
end, and, like the walls of the room, is 
of polishe!l gl'll.nite. Its cuhic measure
ment outside is exactly double its inte
rior. Its lengt.b outsitfe iH no inches; in
side length, 7~ inches; width outside, 39 
inches; width insitle, 27 inches; height 
outside, about .tIt inches; depth inside. 
a4~ inches, nearly. It will hold 2,500 
pounds avoirdupois of water, nucl has 
about 71,250 cubic inches interior eapll
city-the same as the old English cal
dron, and the fourth part is the English 
quarter measure. 

Not II. ray of sunshine e\'N' entered 
the mysterious npartment which holds 
it. Magnesium light was employed to 
secure its photogl'll.ph. Eight Bedouins 
were posted inside and around it, with 
an uplifted taper of burning magnesium 
ill each hand. Three cameras, large and 

RlUall, were focussed, in order to increase 
the ehauees of success. A wilder. more 
weird sight I never witnessed. The 
dark skiils of the Arabs. with their 
white robes shining iu the l)\'illiant 
light; their exeitecl yells; tlwir stam
peding whenewr a bit of hot oxide 
ehaneed to fall upon their hare shoul
ders or feet, and the intellRe glare of 
the burning met.al, 11.11 gave the Bcene an 
illferllru realiHIll which needed no fanei
ful Sahator Rosa to paint it, or Dante 
to lllake it more horrihle. More than 
once, with the fear of failure staring me 
in the face, I h"'appled with my dllsk~' 
helpers as they fled from the (·hamher. 
Although half stifled hy the fnmes of 
the hurning metal, again nnd again I 
forced thelU back to their posts. .-\ t 
last, American magnesium and the 
Yankee camerl\ were yictoriollR, and 
hrought three pictures of t.he coffel' out 
to the light, 80 that 11.11 might gues!! 
what it is. 

And what is it? "11atever else it 
may he. mallY people, led b~' Professor 
Smyth, regard it a8 the standard of 
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English weights and meas
ures. A hundred other 
curious theories have been 
advanced by thoughtful 
people concerning the cof-
fer and the chamber where
in it rests, and a thousand 
details of construction and 
measurement have been in
dustriously recorded by 
Profe880r S m y t h. But 
my space confines me to 
the mention of only one 
more thought-one that in 
the future may lead to very 
imp 0 r tan t revelations. 
W hen approaching the 
King's Chamber, as soon 
as the visitor enters the' 
antechamber, he 'observes 
a block of granite suspend
ed from side to side. It is 
about two feet from the en
trance, is quite a foot thick, 
and is slid dow so as to 
rest in two opposite grooves 
that have been carefully cut Into the 
wainscoting which lines the chamber for 
quite a height on both sides. This cu
rious block bas been termed the" Gran
ite Leaf," because, as Profe880r Greaves, 
who christened it, said, "it resembles 
the sliding-leaf or valve in a water-gate." 
The only attempt at "fancy quarry
work" in the great structure is upon 
the face of this curious block. It con
sists of a small projection standing in 
relief only an inch from the face of the 
stone, with its upper surface conically 
bevelled. It resembles the handle of a 
door-latch. !tis five inches long and four 
inches high at the centre. . It is called 
" the boss of the granite leaf," and seems 
to be such a tempting hint that I won
der the lifting-powers of the "handle" 
have not been tested-and the puzzle as 
to what is beyond revealed. The future 
explorer may be encouraged to effort 
by the suggestion that the "granite 
leaf" hides "a chamber wherein are 
stored all the original plans of the pyra
mid in all its parts." 

We return once more to the Queen's 
Chamber. One of the regular tiers of 
masonry serves as its floor. Its walls are 
of highly polished limestone, with close 
and true joints, and are largely cov-

VOL. In.-5 

The Stepped Pyramid. 

ered with a hard saline incrustation. 
The most curious feature of the apart
ment is a niche in the eastern wall, two 
feet out of centre, and fully fifteen feet 
high. Its accurate finish and its curious 
construction, shown by the accompany
ing engraving (p. 55), from Professor 
Smyth's photograph, made in 1864, prove 
that it must have had some special and 
important object. The antique Arab 
quarried through its back" to find treas
ure," but found none. The inquiring 
EUl"Opean thought to find an under
ground passage beyond, leading to the 
Sphinx, but abandoned his theory after 
forcing his way fifty feet eastward. The
ceiling of the Queen's Chamber is formed 
of two inclined sides, so that the apart
ment is very properly called "seven
sided." From both the northern and 
southern sides a mysterious tube or 
cbannelleads upward and outward. Un
til a few years ago these channels were 
closed by a thin casing. A fissure in one 
of them invited the hammer and chisel; 
and after their application, two more 
pyramid conundrums were added to 
the list for the attention of the future 
explorer. 

Once more to the entrance-passage. 
As the low ascending and descending 
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sections are visited, by aid of the torch 
one may see on their walls a number of 
carefully chiselled grooves, which-some 
of the good people wise in such things 
believe-work by "the inch to the year 

hill, the observer obtains a fine view of 
the pyramids of Mencheres, Chephren, 
and Cheops, and of the Sphinx. In the 
foreground, say at one-fourth of the 
distance, are two wide-spread sycamore

trees, with a scanty 
group of palms be
tween them. Un
derneath these 
trees it is said 
Bonaparte rested 
after the dreadful 
combat of 1799. 
Now, only a lowly 
Mohammedan 
cemetery is pro
tected by the 
shade of the dense 
green foliage. 

Section showing the King's Chamber and its Approach. 

Passing beyond 
these, and east
ward, the very best 
view of the stu
pendous trio is ob
ta in ed, together 

theory," and" therefore respond to our 
own chronology of the following events: 
When Israel went to Egypt; their exodus 
from Egypt; the Decalogue given to Is
rael; the Assyrian captivity of Israel; the 
Babylonish captivity of Judah; the birth 
of Christ. Some also believe that the 
exact entrance into the Grand Gallery 
marks the Crucifixion, the redemption of 
Israel, and the resurrection.' 

Further extensive and gratifying im
pressions may be bad by means of a cir
cuit around the great pile. An oppor
tunity, also, is thus given to compare it 
with its neighbors. The ground-pIan 
makes clear their geographical relation 
to each other, to the Sphinx, to the vil
lage, and to the trees. Cheops and his 
imitators were doubtless foresighted, but 
they were not amateur photographers; 
and yet they could not have placed their 
grand creations better for the purposes 
of the (esthetic camera-man who is am
bitious to take all creation in one wide
sweeping view. 

About a mile south by east of the 
Great Pyramid there is a limestone hill 
rising from the plain, whose ragged 
summit is covered with congeries of 
shell-fish, and which glistens with crys
tals of gypsum. Standing upon that 

wit h six of the 
smaller pyramids, three east and three 
s<,>uth of the Great Pyramid. The view 
accompanying (p. 43) was made with 
the group of Arabs seated a mile away 
from the pyramids, and a single Bedouin 
stationed half a mile from them in order 
to make the distance better understood 
From a closer examination of a corner 
of the pyramid of Mencheres, one can 
see how beautiful must have been its 
highly polished, pink syenite casing, for 
great masses of the glistening blocks lie 
in confusion at the base. And how the 
casing must have been attached is ex
plained by the parts adhering to the 
upper portion of the" second," 01' Cheph
ren's, pyramid. 

Southeast from the Great Pyramid is 
a partly excavated tomb. Standing upon 
one of the magnificently finished blocks 
of granite which lie there, one can sepa
rate Cheops's masterpiece from its neigh
bors and obtain, not only a choice view 
of it, but the best possible conception of 
its elevation. Few sites in Egypt could 
surpass the one chosen for this pyramid 
It stands free all round, 150 feet aboye 
the level of the desert, and where the 
wind keeps the sand swept away clear at 
its base. It is placed in latitude 30°, or, 
what is the same thing, where the true 
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pole of the heavens is one-third of the 
way from the horizon to the zenith, and 
where the noon sun at true spring or 
autumn is two-thirds of the way from 
the horizon to the point overhead. It 
is in longitude 31° 11' east. Its faces 
are directly north, south, east, anu west. 
Neither storm, earthquake, nor time have 
disturbed it. Only the vandal has dese
crated it, and ruthleBBly quarried from 
it to build his own puny structures in 
Cairo, or to furnish the tombs now bur
ied in the sand at its feet. Enough re
mains, however, to construct a wall four 
feet high, till'ee feet wide, and fiiteen 
hundred miles long, or to supply a cubic 
foot for each mile of distance between 
its entrance and the sun. Its height is 
486 feet, and is therefore( in excess of 
that of the cathedrals of St. Stephen at 
Vienna, St. Peter at Rome, St. Nicho
las at Hambw'g, or Notre Dame at 
Rouen. It is 179 feet higher than the 
Capitol at Wasbington, 69 feet lower 
than the Wasbington monument, 121 feet 
higher than St. Paul's at London, nearly 
twice as high as the great electric-light 
mast at Cleveland, and only 24 feet lower 
than the spires of the magnificent cathe
dral at Cologne. It is quite 750 feet 
square at the base, and covers 131 acres 
of ground-an area equal to Lincoln's 
Inn Fields in London, and about three 
hundred feet each way longe!' than the 
area occupied by the new public build
ings in Philadelphia. If it could be 
hoisted over New York City and let 
down at Union Square, it would not 
quite go into the space between the 
north side of Seventeenth and the south 
side of Fourteenth Streets. It would 
cover from the eastern side of Fourth 
Avenue quite to the first pavement of 
Fifth Avenue. If it should be thus let 
down at any time, and there were no 
street-exits north and south, Union 
Square would become as dark and dis
mol as the King's Chamber. It is four 
times as high as the electric-light mast 
in Union Square, and several times larger, 
I dare say, than the pyramidol composi
tion formed by the guy-rods of that mast. 
Anyone standing at the northwest corner 
of Broadway and Seventeenth Street, 
facing toward Fourteenth Street and 
Fourth Avenue, will secure a fair impres
sion of the size of the Great Pyramid 

The Ascending Pal's, •. 

base, olthough the area thus viewed is 
nearly three hundred feet scant on the 
right-hand side. The diagonol of its 
base is 12,927 inches. 

One more effort k> get at a satisfac
tory comprehension of the immensity of 
this unparalleled structure, and I desist. 
The observation must be made from the 
north side, opposite the entrance and 
at some distance from, and on a line 
somewhat below, the base [po 52]. AI 
Mamoun's hole is seen on the right. 
Above it, and farther east, is the grand 
entrance-portal, 668 inches above the 
base, and there are the objects to be used 
for our kindergarten demonstration
the quarried blocks of stone. Some of 
these are thirty feet long by five feet 
high, and . four to five feet wide. They 
must contain from six to seven hundred 
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and fifty cubic feet each, and weigh from 
fifty to sixty tons. The stones about the 
entrance we have a.lready tried to com
prehend. There is nothing of interest 
on the western side. 

Let us turn for awhile to the Great 
Pyramid's inseparable companion, the 
Sphinx. It is located about 1,800 feet 
southeast of the Great Pyramid. It is 
a natural rock, such as is occasiona.lly 
seen in the Arabian desert between 
Akabah and Petra, with the general out
line of an animal. The' head only has 
been sculptured with any artistic care, 
after the image of the Egyptian god 
A.rmachis. The back of the head has 
been less mutilated than the face, and 
still displays the careful chiselling of 
the workmen. Little is known of its his
tory, and less of its o~. Science, 
however, has figured out Its size. The 
height from the base is 63 feet; the 
length, 165 feel The ears each meas
ure 6 feet 5 inches; the nose, 5 feet 10 
inches; and the mouth, 7 feet 8 inches. 
Across the cheeks, the face is 13 feet 7 
inches. The neck at the shoulders is 
99 feet in circumference, and at the 
head 66 feel From the great hole in 
the back to the shoulders is 75 feel 
Recent excavations have revealed again, 
between the mason-built paws of the 
monster, and running underneath its 
body, a curious" temple" with six com
partments, one above the other, with a 
grand staircase leading to it from the 
plain. What the connection is between 
the two is yet an open question. M. 
Mariette believed the Sphinx to be older 
than the pyramids. It is known to the 
Arabs as "Abdhol" I-the father of ter
rors I Wise investigators have concluded 
that it was completed in the time of 
Thothmes IV., and redecorated under 
Rameses n, but had been commenced 
under Thothmes m, about 1460 B.c. 
Its name, Sphinx, means "the pouring 
out," and for this reason it is believed 
in some way to symbolize the over1low 
of the Nile. Other good people believe 
it was designed to symbolize a pure re
ligious truth connected with the leBSOn 
the Divine Master taught--"Watch." 

Doubtless the clearing away of the 
sand about it, which is going on vigor
ously at this very time, may supply 
some fresh knowledge that will help us 

to understand the purpose of its con
struction. It has been and is faithfully 
watched, but, as I heard an American 
lady remark one day, as she sat upon a 
dromedary in front of it, "I think they 
keep it in horrible repair." 

A few notes as to the construction of 
the Great Pyramid, and then I must re
tire from a discussion which is seemingly 
endless. All through the consideration 
of the subject, the queries arise: "Who 
built it?" "When?" "How?" "What 
for?" Answers to these questions have 
been figured out by wiser delvers than 
L I record what seem to me to be the 
most reasonable of very many. The 
builder, Cheops, ruled in the fourth dy
nasty, the earliest one of which we have 
any record, unless the "Step" pyramid 
of Sa.kkarah was erected in the third 
d1.f:1aBty. It seems to have been the am
bItion of the rulers of the fourth dynasty 
to place themselves on record as the be
ginners of monumental historz, and .to 
fasten its first link to the Great .Pyramid. 
The structure muSt have been completed, 
then, about 2170 B.c., and for over four 
thousand years has served as the con
temporary record of the world's events. 

How was it constructed? Certainly 
with tools. This fact has been satisfac
torily proved by Mr. W. Flinders Petrie, 
the indefa~ble explorer, who even now 
is laboring m the Delta in the cause of 
the Egypt Exploration Fund. The said 
tools were jewel-pointed-with beryl, 
sapphire, emerald, topaz, or diamond. 
In form they were similar to those used 
in our present generation-long, straight 
saws, circular disk-saws, solid drills, 
tubular drills, hand-gravers, and lathe
tools were a.ll made with jewel-points 
set in a metallic base. Hammer, chisel, 
and pick dressing were also freely used. 

On one of the wa.lls at Thebes, Mr. 
Flinders Petrie tells us, there is a 
painting of workmen apparently chis
elling down the side of a stone to a 
plane face; they have a cord stretched 
quite clear of the stone over an offset 
block at each side, and are then apply
ing an offset piece to the face of the 
stone to see whether the face is in ex
cess. This is a skilful method, as any 
excess would bulge out the string, and 
could be exactly measured as the work 
went on. And the string need not be 
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removed, as the chisel could be used un
der it. Working on a vertical face, the 
bellying of the string does not affect it. 

At each of the four corners of the 
levelled rock upon which the lower tier 
of the pyramid stands, there is a rectan
gular cavity or "socket," 6 by 7 feet in 
size, and in depth about 9 inchea The 
four foundation corner-etones of the 
edifice were set in these. They are ex
actly level, but not on the same hori
zontal plane, the southeastern .. socket" 
being the lower. How the work went 
on after that, to the finish, has been 
fairly conjectured. There are those who 
oppose the .. continuous" idea, and aver 
that the reigning king did not at once 
complete the pyramid intended for his 
tomb. They maintain that the sepul
chre was sunk in the bed-rock, and a 
sloping passage cut to it from the Bur

face. Over this a ta~g pile of stones 
was built. If the king then died, his 
mummy was placed in the tomb, a small 
pyramidal cap wasjut on top of the 
blocks of stone, an triangular blocks 
were placed at the Bidea A small pyra
mid hermetically sealed was thus com
pleted. If the king lived, he omitted the 
triangular blocks and cap, and added 
other blocks around the base so as to 
form a second stage, and so on, each 
year increasing the size. Thus the lon
ger the king reigned the greater his last 
resting-place became. It also served to 
mark the years of his reign. If this the
ory is correct, then no particular credit 
is due to King Cheope, except for the 
indestructible evidence that he reigned 
longest of all But a more lofty £t'!: 
pose than that must be ascribed to . . 
There is a unity of design apparent in 
the Great Pyramid, which proves that 
it is the result of one grand conception 
from beginning to end. One need but 
return to the five apartments above the 
King's Chamber to see how mighty was 
the plan from the start, and how scien
tifically it was executed. Four azimuth
trenches have been found by Professor 
Smyth, which were evidently used 1:»1 
the ancient architect. Professor Smyth 
also sets down the cubic measurement 
of the great structure at 80,000,000 
feet. Stephens avers that it could ac
commodate three thousand seven hun
dred chambers as large as the King's 

Chamber, and yet allow an equal solid 
bulk for partition-wall& 

The building was constructed con
scienti=l throughout. It was so 
worlon . e, in fact, that there is no 
reason why it should not stand for four 
thousand years after every other struct
ure now on the face of the earth is in 
ruin& 

When the builders had finished their 
work the entrance was carefully con
cealed by blocks which, in their day, 
were considered Cyclopean. The secret 
method of entering was probably com
municated to the priests of the land, 
and handed down generation after gen
eration until, by some unhapJ>yaccident, 
it was lost. When the mJBBing links 
were first recovered we do not know. 
Some points of history are given further 
on. 

We return now to our original conun
drum. Why was the mysterious struct
ure erected ? 

Outside of all the le~ds and tra
ditions in regard to It, a thousand 
modem theories have been advanced as 
to the true intent and purpose of the 
builder. The following are the most rea
sonable: Lepsius and the majority of 
Egyptologists consider all the pyramids 
to-be tombs, and maintain that each one 
stood in the centre of a necI'?J>oli& Mr. 
John Taylor, ProfeBBOr Smyth, and their 
cobelievers, adhere to the religious the
ory. A much less number believe vari
ously in the scientific, the geodesic, or 
the astrologic theory, and all argue, 
somewhat dogmatically, each for his own 
particular little apex. 

The scientist fascinates us with his 
idea tliat the builder only intended to 
leave evidence of the splendid acquire
ments of the people of his day, and that, 
if evolution only keeps gliding placidly 
on; something quite as large as the Great 
Pyramid will come along if the world is 
patient. 

No body of men regard the Great Pyr
amid as holding more symbolical mean
ing for them than the members of the 
Masonic fraternity. Cheops is looked 
upon as their "Orand Master," and his 
vast accomplishment is regarded as hold
ing the true principles of all that is 
" plumb, level, and square." Moreover, 
it is maintained that "if the sacred 

.. 
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American, is pledged to 
probe the mystery with 
a. diamond drill, hoping 
thus to decide forever 
whether there are or 
are not other subterra
nean chambers and pas
sages. 

View from the Top of the Pyramid of Cheopo. 

The earliest trustwor
thy records were made 
by Herodotus, the father 
of authentic history. He 
visited Gizeh, and tells 
in glowing language the 
wonderful impression 
made upon him by the 
pyramids, besides re
cording the many le
gends and traditions 
told him by the Egyp
tians. Before his time 
we have but little histo
ry. When the Moham
medans occupied Egypt 
the s h r e w d Arabian 
writers took up the 
theme, and wrote many 
things which can only 
be looked upon as wild 
fancies. 

Sir John Mandeville 

truths taught by Cheops's pyramid have 
been inspired by the 'great Architect of 
the Universe: and that the architect of 
the Great Pyramid has tabulated those 
truths in a Masonic form in this unique 
building, then the inference is that it 
is left for the fraternity to apply the 
connection that exists between the two." 
The Masonic Lodge is planned after the 
Great Pyramid "for three several Ma
sonic reasons," reiterated at every lodge 
meeting. 

Profe880r Smyth thinks that enough 
has been found out to prove that the 
building is not "stuck full of rooms," 
and that practical experience gives "me
chanical proofs of a general focU88ing of 
the whole toward the King's Chamber, 
in a manner which absolutely precludes 
the idea of any other hollow part of im
portance remaining to be found." And 
yet there is a movement on foot in 
this country for a more than ever thor
ough search after, and investigation of, 
facts; and another organization, also 

was one of the earliest 
Christian visitors (1350), and from then 
down to the visit of Profe88or John 
Greaves (1637) a number of others re
corded their experiences and convic
tions. Professor Greaves is entitled to 
the credit of beginning the careful mod
ern study of the subject. Many followed 
him until in 1799 came the French 
savants of N apoloon's expedition. In 
turn, Hamilton, Dr. Wilson, Belzoni, Oa
viglia, Wilkinson, Oolonel Howard. Vyse 
(1837), and several others, added much 
to our knowledge. Then the work rested 
for over twenty years, until 1859, when 
good John Taylor, "the father of the 
modern scientific theory," began his in
vestigations. He, dying, let his mantle 
fall upon Profe880r C. Piazzi Smyth. 
After him we owe much to Rawlinson, 
Mariette, Brugsch, Maspero, and the 
Pooles. And now, even while I write, 
the very last of all comes as follows : 

"There is a passage leading from be
tween the paws of the Sphinx, running 
diagonally to the Great Pyramid, the. 
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entrance to which is covered by a large The last day I was at Gizeh was a 
stone. Undemeath the pyramid is a memorable one for me. I had come 
spacious chamber supported by carved back, after nearly half a year of wander
pillars. There is also an entrance to the ing among the great marvels of the 
pyramid on the west side. In the King's Orient, to live the pyramid experiences 
Chamber there is a stone behind the cof- all over again-but this time as a care
fer which revolves on a pivot, but which free visitor, and not as a workman. I 
is fastened on the outside by two bolts. revisited the interior; climbed to the 
This is on the west side." These sug- top. and remained there several hours j 
gestions are accompanied by the follow- I then descended, and once more made 
ing remark, found in an old manuscript: the circuit. Then I bade farewell to the 
"In a tomb behind the Sphinx, from the Sphinx, and finally crossed over to my 
mouth of a mummy-pit eIghty feet deep, old, favorite seat, on a granite pillar of 
the echoes, prolonged, of a gun fired in . the great tomb. The sun was practi
the heart of the pyramid were heard, : cally set, for it was behind the pyramid, 
while the gun fired at the base of the . where I could not see it. But its power 
pyramid was hardly audible. This fact was not gone. It sent over toward me 
proves a hidden labyrinth beneath the the monstrous shadow, as keen-edged 
tabl~land." Thus writes Mr. W. L. and pointed as a Soudanese spear. The 
Morcom, of Manchester, England, in the long darts of light shot out from the 
International Standard for May. northwestern and southea&tem outlines 

Since then he bas written me further of the great pile like the scintillations 
conceming his faith in the "sound "th~ of a corona-a veritable nimbus of glory. 
ory, as follows: "We have chambers on In an instant more the display ended. 
the twenty-fifth and fiftieth layers of ma- The sun had set, and the darkness of the 
sonry ; why may there not be one on the Egyptian night was over all. The whole 
seventy-fifth? And certainly there are world seemed to have fallen into the 
some in the solid rock, easily discovered depths. The shadow projected on the 
if properly attacked. Large chambers sands was lifted up and hung like a 
must emit a hollow sound if the walls screen against the pyramid. The out
are struck. I would place listeners on lines of the great mystery became almost 
the following spots: at the ventilation- invisible. 
holes, outside; at the ventilation-holes, Presently a new, soft, lovely light fell 
inside; in the King's Chamber; in the down from heaven, or else it came sweep
Queen's Chamber; in the subterranean ing across the desert like a breeze from 
chamber; and in the great outside tomb Memphis-which, I cannot tell. It was 
southeast. The firing or hammering the after-glow, the sunset glory repeated. 
should be at stated intervals, and the The soft, tender tints flushed the faces 
results noted. I also look for a passage of the monsters of Gizeb, flushed the 
over the ascending passage, believing horizon all &round, flushed the sky. 
that the transverse plates are for strengtb- The vast desert was set aglow again. 
ening the work." These suggestions Then it all went away, and in the dark
thrill the earnest student, and create a ness I rode back to the noisy city, 
wish that they may soon be brought to more entranced and more puzzled than 
the test. ever. 
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A ROMANCE OF CHELSEA VILLAGE AND EAST HAMPTON TOWN. 

'By H. C. Bunner. 

PART L 

~tililii.C=IHELSEA Village 
has never had the 
aggressive exclu
siveness of Green
wich. Itexiststo
day, and vague
ly knows itself 
by name, close to 
the heart of the 
grea t city that 

has swallowed it up; but it is in no
wise such a distinct entity as the brave 
little tangle of crooked streets a few 
blocks to the south. Greenwich has 
always been Greenwich, and the Ninth 
Ward bas been the centre of civiliza
tion to the dwellers therein. But Chel
sea has tried to be fashionable, bas 
opened its doors to foreign invaders, 
and has even had an attack of Anglo
mania, and branched out into Terraces 
in the true London style. And so it has 
lost homogeneity and originality, and 
it has only a peculiar and private air of 
ambitionless and uninviting gloom to 
set it apart as a special quarter of New 
York. But Chelsea certainly does look 
like the inhabitants of its own boarding
houses-most respectable people, who 
have only tried too hard at elegant gen
tility for their own comfort or prosper-

ity. And the place has one other strong 
individuality. I do not know that there 
are very many ailanthus-trees in Chel
sea; but there is, to me, a pervading 
odor of that gruesome exotic in all the 
streets, and I think an imaginative per
son might detect the smell even in the 
midwinter blasts that howl up from the 
North River. 

Contemplation of one Chelsea street 
bad a depressing effect upon Miss Celia 
Leete, as she sat by her window at nve 
o'clock of a summer Saturday afternoon. 
Her room was in the front of a third 
story of a comfortable white wooden 
house, one of a little squad that stood 
well back from the street, the first two 
stories all but hidden by green-latticed 
verandas. 

Miss Celia Leete looked through the 
thin and dusty leaves of the horse-cbest
nut-tree on the sidewalk, and her gaze 
roved idly up and down the line of 
boarding-houses across the way. They 
were boarding-houses with certain as
pirations. They bad also high stoops 
and elaborate cast-iron balconies. Yet, 
somehow, they did not look like even 
the second-cousins of those lordlier 
structures within the sacred one block's 
space east and west from Fifth Avenue. 
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Perhaps this was partly because right 
next to them came the little tailor's shop, 
red brick, painted redder yet, ten feet 
wide and one story high, with the Ger
man tailor's wife forever standing in the 
door-way, holding her latest baby in her 
bare red arms. 

The children of shabby and not over 
clean gentility were playing in shrill
voiced chorus on the sidewalk in front 
of the high-stoop houses. Occasionally 
one of them would recognize a home-re
turning father, and, without pausing in 
the merry round of Spanish Fly or Par, 
would give his parent the hail of easy 
equality, "H'lo, Po. ! " . 

The heads of families in the boarding
house colony were sometimes employed 
in the wholesale houses down-town; but 
oftener were clerks or floor-walkers in 
large dry-goods shops, or proprietors of 
smaller establishments on the West-side 
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avenues. One of these gentlemen ar
rived at his domicile as Miss Celia Leete 
looked out of her window. He mechan
ically took his night-key from his pocket, 
but he replaced it, for the door was open, 
and most of the ladies of the house were 
disposed about the steps, in all the finery 
that the "bargain counters" of Four
teenth Street could furnish. Then this 
conversation fell sharply upon the dull 
and sultry air : 

"Why, Mr. Giddens, that you? Early 
to-night, ain't you? Wasn't it awful 
hot down-town? " 

By a delicate convention of the place, 
even the boarder who was in charge of 
the Gent's Furnishing Goods Depart
ment of Me88l'8. Sonnenschein and Be
genschirm, a mile up Eighth Avenue, 
was supposed to transact his business 
" down-town." 

"Hot enough for me [a responsive 
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ripple of merriment]. I ain't a hog, 
Miss Seavey. Why, Miss Wicks, you 
down again? Haven't seen you in three 
<lays. Quite a stranger. How's the 
neuralger? " 

"Better now, thank you, Mr. Gid-

dens; but I had an awfle siege of it 
this time. I was most afraid to show 
myself, I've run down so." 

"Idersed you'd run up, 'stid 'f down. 
Never saw you lookin' better." 

"Oh, Mr. Giddens, you're so gallant I 
I wonder yom' wife ain't jealous of you, 

,ou're so gallant to all the ladies. There, 

you go right along to her, or she'll say 
somethin' to me, I know she will" And 
with a gentle push, and amid much tit
tering, Mr. Giddens disappeared in the 
dark door-way. 

Celia Leete turned from her window. 
She was sick of 
life, of the place, 
of herself-of 
something, she 
could not quite 
tell what. 

And yet her 
ailment was com
mon enough, and 
simple enough, 
and she defined 

her longing suffi
ciently well when she 
said to herself, 88 she 
sometimes did: " I 
wish I W88 someone 
else." 

It would not re
quire a profound psy
chologist, k now in g 
who and what l\1iss 
Celia Leete WI1.S, and 
knowing a180 that she 
had spent one year of 
the most purely for
mative period of her 
'young life in a semi
fashionable boarding
school, to deduce 
from this statement 
a general idea of what 

wrumer of perRon lIiss 
'elia Leete wished to be, 

coult! she be someone 
other than herself. 

MiB.'i Celia Leete was 
the younger daughter of 

David Leete, the manufact
urer of the ollce famous 
"Willinm Riley" ba king
l>owcler. There was no 
levity prepense in the pecu-
liar suggestiveness of this 

name. 1\11'. Leete had perhaps never 
heard of the Celtic loyer who of old 
time was hidden by his aristocratic 
lady-love to "rise up" and accom
pany her to "far Amerikey." But he 
had hought the receipt for his ex
cellent baking-powder from a cleyer 
young Irishman who chanced to be a 
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namesake of the lovelorn emigrant 
whose tale is told in immortal verse, 
and he loyally gave the inventor due 
credit, and stood upon his own merits 
as an honest manufacturer. It was long 
ago, in the earlier days of baking
powder, that David Leete put the " Will
iam Riley" on the market. It was a 
great succe88 among those first advent
urous housewives who were heretical 
enough to shake off the thralldom of 
yeast. Of later years, other baking-pow
ders had crowded between it and the 
great baking public, yet it still sold 
much as it had at first, when hundreds 
only, instead of thousands, put faith in 
the fermenting powers of the new dis
covery. The adventurous housewives 
of the first generation had grown old 
and conservative, and they clung to the 
William Riley powder, and thought ill 
of those giddy young matrons who dal
lied with more modern compounds. 

So David Leete was well-to-do. He 
might have lived in a much finer house 
than the white frame cottage; but that 
was the first house he had ever bought, 
and thence he had ordered that he should 
be borne when the time came for him to 

leave N w York for
ever. For even the 
tru t old New 
York r must noW' go 
into rile mth Deatll 
and Ii down at In t 
in a Brooklyn cem
etery or far up in 
trim W oodle.wn. 

From the old house, then, he walked 
to his Houston Street factory every 
morning at eight o'clock. It had been 
six o'clock in the baking-powder's first 
days of struggle, and then it had been 
seven, and half-past seven, and now that 
his son Alonzo was old enough to look 
after the busine88, he was thinking of 
making it nine. At half-past twelve he 
came back for dinner; at six he was at 
home, in his shirt-sleeves and his big 
slippers, waiting for supper with a good 
appetite and a clear conscience. 

Mr. Leete had a better appetite for 
his supper than bis younger daughter 
could often muster up. By six o'clock, 
as a general thing, the day had grown 
very heavy to this young lady, and she 
was not tempted by the cold meat, the 
hot biscuit, the cake and the tea which 
were good enough for her father and 
her mother, her brother Alonzo and her 
sister Dorinda, more commonly called 
Dodie or Doe. 

But then there were many things that 
Celia did not fancy, in spite of the fact 
that the rest of the family liked them. 
Such strange differences of taste will 
occasionally occur in even the most 



u There was no tIme fOI vaIn WI\hlna. and she opened the door." 
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conservatively regulated households-
and the standard-bearer of a new school 
of domestic ethics has to su1fer, as a 
role. Were we not well abreast with the 
world when last we took our bearings, 
some twenty or thirty years ago? Are 
we to set our sails now to suit these 
saucy chits whom we ourselves brought 
into the world? What was right in our 
time is right for all time, and there's an 
end of it. 

Celia did not, however, suft'er martyr
dom because of any ideas which may 
have stimulated her young imagination. 
Her mother said she was "a peaky, Miss 
Nancy sort of a fussy child, not 'ta1llike 
Popper Leete, nor like my own folks, 
neither." Father Leete thought some
times that she had been "spilte by that 
highty-tighty boardin' -school" Dorinda 
considered her" awile queer," and wished 
she were "like the other girls," and 
Alonzo silently disapproved of her ways 
and manners-saying once, in fact, that 
he thought she had too many of the lat
ter. Yet they all loved her and in
dulged and petted her. They did not 
understand her, of course; but, then, 
there was no necessity of understanding 
her. Children are fanciful, and Celia 
was still the child of the house. 

And although these quoted utterances 
told, in a broad way, the truth about 
Celia's differences with the family stand
ard of ethics, it is sale to say that no 
member of the household had anything 
like a realizing sense of that truth. If 
they perceived in the young woman an 
unwise and futile ambition, they misap
v.rehended the nature of the ambition 
Itself, and pictured the aspirant as de
sirous merely of those material things 
the possession of which represented to 
them social superiority. If they had 
been asked to put their ideas in words, 
they would have said that Celia wished 
to live in' a house on Fifth Avenue, to 
drive on that thoroughfare in a fine car
riage, to give balls, and to dance the 
german, whatever that was, and to have 
her name in the Home Journal every 
week. And, doubtless, these things were 
all in Celia's list of vague desires; but 
also her heart yearned after 0. certain 
something which sometimes goes with 
these things, which yet she knew was 
not hers by birth-whereas the notion 
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that there was any difference in human 
quality between themselves and the 
haughtiest of the people in what was 
called society had never entered into 
the head of any living Leete until Celia 
was sent to a boarding-shool in the 
Orange Mountains, the year that they 
thought her lungs were weak. 

The Leetes had, like other folks, their 
own little foot-role to measure the world 
with, and they used it with stem and 
unimaginative justice. They measured 
all people with it--king and clodhopper, 
poet and peasant. If you fell below what 
they held to be the proper stature of 
man, they might recognize you in your 
place as a fellow-mortal and a factor in 
the affairs of life; but they would have 
none of you socially. If you touched the 
exact mark, you were a "gentleman" or 
a "lady," as the case might be. If-by 
mischance-you rose above that fixed 
line-why, there was something wrong 
about you, that was sure; at the best, 
you were queer, and queer was a word of 
serious condemnation in the Leete vo
cabulary. 

As an instance of this impartiaJity in 
judgment, let us take the case of the 
Wykoft's. The WykoftB were the owners 
of the whole block in which Mr. Leete's 
factory stood, and for thirty years old 
John Wykoff had been a model landlord. 
That is, he had treated Mr. Leete like a 
gentleman, and Mr. Leete had treated 
him like a gentleman, and everything was 
perfectly satisfactory. But now John 
Wykoff was dead, and his son reigned 
in his place, and it appeared that this 
young whippersnapper of a Randolph 
Wykofl: through his lawyers, had ordered 
that Mr. Leete's lease should not be re
newed when his five years came to an 
end in the spring. The lease was not to 
be renewed that had been renewed once 
every five years since 1862. The rent 
had always been paid promptly-John 
Wykoff had never had to wait a day or 
an hour, nor had he ever been called 
upon to pa.y a. cent for repairs. And 
here was this young pup of a son tum
ing out his best tenant, just for some 
crazy scheme of building a great co
operative factory to cover the whole 
block. John Wykoff was a perfect gentle
man, but his son was no gentleman at 
all. that was one thing sure and settled. 

... .... 
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"But 111 give him a piece of my 
mind," said Mr. Leete, at dinner. " 111 
give him a piece of my mind when he 
comes back from gallivanting about 
Europe. Gimme some more cabbage, 
Ma Leete; I ain't lost my appetite, if the 
Wykoffs have gone back on me." 

Celia Leete, whose brief experience of 
a strange social world had led her to 
doubt the accuracy and the usefulness 
of the Leete foot·rule, sat alone, on this 
particular afternoon, in the chamber 

.. ~ 

which she shared with Dorinda. She 
was trying to read a novel of local 
manufacture, which, according to a press
notice quoted from the Peoria Palladium, 
gave "a vivid glimpse into the highest 
stratum of New York's most exclusive 
society." It told about a young country
girl, of overpowering refinement and gen
eral moral and mental correctness, who 
had come t:> New York to pay a visit to 
some worldly and aristocratic relations, 
several of whom she lured into righteous
ness during her stay. This young lady was 
finally saved from the wiles of a titled 
foreign a::lventurer by the interposition 
of the hero, a dark and superficially 
cynical person, who had sounded all the 
depths and heights of swellness, and who, 
finding all things else hollow and ob
jectionable, married her and took her off 

to do missionary work in the far west, 
where he felt that he could readily win 
the confidence and friendship of the 
miners and the Red Indians, and let the 
light of apostolic Episcopalianism into 
their darkened lives. 

Celia Leete was not successful in her 
attempt to read this tender tale. She 
had got it out of the Mercantile Library 
on the strength of the advertisement 
which quoted the Peoria Palladium's no
tice. Almost all the characters had 
names that began with " Van " or "V an
der," and the dinner-table talk and ball-

room chat were 
of an elegance 
that would 
have been in
tolerable in 
any but the 
very highest 
stratum of 110-

\.. ciety. Yet 
~~~~ Celia was not 

pleased with it. 
She longed for 
a higher social 
life; but this 

WI\d too much for h ·r. Her desire had 
in it Il more modest working. She even 
wondcr c1 whether i t was true or not
she wondered if the man who had writ
tell that book knew anything more about 
the life he described than she did her
self. It, as 0. puzzling thing. She 
wanted to be "nice;" but what was it, 
in fact, to be "nice?" Was it to talk in 
that long-winded way, and make refer
ences to all sorts of things which could 
only be learned out of books? H it was. 
it must be desperately stupid. She 
wished that she had some clear idea of 
what really constituted that better life 
which she knew existed-somewhere, 
somehow. She wished that some sud
den miracle would open a higher circle 
of society (she believed in "circles; " 
nay, in iron-bound rings of society) to 
the Leete family, and that all of them 
might be given 8 supernatural grace 
to fit them for their new sWTound
ings. 

Yes, she was looking for the Fairy 
Prince ; that was it. She did not know 
it; but she was looking for him. H she 
could have seen deep enough into the 
depths of her unformulated fancy, she 
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would have seen that the miracle she and walked up the path, casting an in
awaited was a man. quiring glance upward as he went, and 

She let her eyes wander idly about the catching a glimpse of Celia at her upper 
room, as she dropped the book on her window. In another moment his ring 
lap. They rested first on Dorinda's clanged through the empty house. Mrs. 
bureau, splendent with chromo cards Leete was making purchases for the 
of variegated gorgeousneBB; and she household against Sunday. Dorinda 
sighed. Then they fell on her own Be- was buying nnneceBS&ry personal adom
verely simple chest of drawers-those ments at 27 cents and 39 cents apiece, as 
her mother had owned in her girlhood.· was her wont of 0. Saturday afternoon. 
Then they turned to the window, and Mr. Leete and Alonzo were still at thefac.. 
she looked out, and sighed again, and tory, for it was pay-day, and they stayed 
saw the Fairy Prince. later than the hands. And Susan, the 

For the Fairy Prince still comes among "help," was enjoying herself at the 
us, in spite of what the photographers of eleventh annual picnic of the Daughters 
fiction say; and every now and then he of Temperance and Grand Rebekah 
marries the beggar maid, and takes her Protective Lodge. It was clear that 
home to live with his people, and is Celia had to go down-stail's and answer 
mightily sorry for it afterward, although, the bell. Why should it make her heart 
as his antique prototype most likely did, flutter and throb with wild and ina
he makes shift to live happily with her tional disturbance just to open the door 
ever after-before the eyes of the world. to a stranger of amiable and pacific ap-

The Fairy Prince was instantly recog- peara.nce? 
nizable to Celia's eyes, although I am She hurried down the stairs, after a 
afraid other people would have seen in hasty glance at the mirror and the ad
him no more than a good-looking, ro- ministration of a deft pat or two to what 
bust young man, with shoulders so broad she called, I am' sorry to say, her drs.
that they drew attention from his six pery. She wondered how she would look 
feet of stature-a young man with a to such alien eyes. She wished thatshe 
well-bred carriage, a healthy, dark skin, were in her white flannel, her dearest 
fine eyes under soft, heavy, black eye- dress; but there was no time for vain 
brows, good teeth, and the promise of a wishing, and she opened the door. 
moustac~~~ Joung man with an expres- He had not vanished: he was there, 
sion of dignified earnestness upon his raising his hat and asking if this were 
face which suggested the idea that he Mr. Leete's house. The quiet deference 
took things in this world somewhat of his manner, his low, clear voice, his 
seriously, and regarded his own prog- somewhat unfamjJjar accent, all caught 
ress through it as an event not to be her pleased attention and fitted with his 
lightly considered. In short, other peo- outward seeming into one harmonious 
pIe would have seen just such a young whole that to Celia appeared nothing 
man as Harvard College turns out by short of absolute masculine perfection. 
the dozen, into 0. gibing, vulgar world, It was like a dream coming true; it was 
too much given to levity. as though a more than human meBBenger 

But Celia saw in this stranger, as he had arrived, to summon her to that 
stood at her father's gate, a vast deal world which she pictured only in her 
more than this. Perhaps she could not thoughts. She wondered if her voice 
have told us anything further about him was trembling, or if her face was white. 
than that he was "different." Different, Meanwhile the young gentleman looked 
she meant, from the men she knew in up at what he believed was the prettiest 
her daily life, with a difference that was girl he had ever seen, and heard her say, 
not only in looks and in bearing, but softly and sweetly: 
that even went, to her perception, to his "Yes, this is Mr. Leete's house; but 
very garments, or at least to his way of my father is not in. Do you want to 
wearing a very plain every-day suit of see him? " 
tweed. Perhaps Celia put forward her reJa. 

He felt about the gate for a bell- tionship to Mr. Leete thus promptly 
handle, and, not finding it, pushed in because of.some faint fear that the Fairy 
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Prince might take her for the house
maid, though nothing in his courtly 
manner sutrgested the idea. 

" I do wish to see Mr. Leete," he said, 
and Celia thought again that his voice 
was quite in keeping with his other per
fections. "My name is Wyko1f-Ran
dolph Wyko1f-and I am anxious to 
speak to Mr. Leete on a matter of busi
ness. I am afraid he has been greatly 
annoyed by an error-an inadvertence 
of my agent&" 

"Won't you come in?" e&ked Celia. 
Randolph Wykoff I There was no doubt 
about this young monarch's pedigree 
or his po8lle68ions. 

"I'm afraid I haven't time," Mr. 
Wyko1f said, as he stepped into the 
entry and told his tale with a flattering 
deference in his manner. 

"Of course I didn't mean, when I 
made up my mind to build on that un
fortunate block-I didn't mean to give 
annoyance to any of the tenants-cer
tainly not to Mr. Leete. I have always 
heard my father speak of Mr. Leete in 
the highest terms-he has often said 
that he would rather lose all the rest of 
his tenants than Mr. Leete." 

It may be doubted whether John 
Wykoff had ever said anything quite 
so enthusiastic; but his son was young 
and impulsive, and Mr. Leete's daughter 
was very pretty. 

"I should like very much to leave a 
message for Mr. Leete, if it wouldn't 
trouble you too much. No? Well, 
then, you see " 

Randolph Wykoff was in Yokohama 
when the news of his father's death 
reached him. He started for home at 
once, by way of Europe, for he had some 
busine88 in Belgium. He was a very 
young man, and as soon as he began to 
think of anything outside of his imme
diate grief, he found his whole mind 
occupied with the consideration of his 
vast responsibility as the custodian of a 
mighty fortune. He felt that it was his 
duty to do something for the world. 
He could not tell exactly what he ought 
to do ; but he felt that the world ex
pected something of him, and he set to 
work at once, hunting for a rich man's 
mission. Now, he had heard of a cer
tain model wnll8 near Brussels, and he 
stopped on his homeward way to in-

spect it. It was in truth an ingeniously 
planned structure. By a clever econ
omy in the design and in the application 
of steam-power, it gave cheap and suit
able lodgement to a large number of 
workers in various handicrafts, forming 
a congeries of factories and workshops 
within a wonderfully small space. It 
was, in its way, a nineteenth-century 
marvel of saving in space and power. 
Wyko1f decided at once that a similar 
building should take the place of the 
motley group of wasteful old buildings 
on his Houston Street block; and he 
instantly telegraphed his determination 
to his lawyers in New York, and in
structed them not to renew leases. But 
his brief instructions did not make clear 
the fact that he meant only to give his 
tenants a little temporary trouble for 
their own permanent good; and when 
he reached New York, he had to face a 
stDrm of protests from angry lease
holders. These people he was now 
striving to placa.te, and to win over to 
his new plans. And as the plans were 
really good-as he had stumbled on a 
wise enterprise in all honest ignorance 
-and as he went about his work with 
much youthful enthusiasm, he had leBS 
trouble than might have been looked 
for. 

Much of all this did Mr. Randolph 
Wykoff communicate tD MiBS Celia 
Leete. But even after an exposition 80 
long that he had hardly time, when he 
left the house, to catch the train for his 
mother's summer home at East Hamp
tDn--even after so long a parley, he 
thought it necessary to see Mr. Leete 
again, and in Mr. Leete's house. 

"Of course," he said, "I could see 
him at his office; but I must show him 
my plans, and my architect's place is 
very near here in Broadway, and un
less-" 

He paused. 
"I'm sure father would be very glad 

to see you here, Mr. Wykoft:'~ said Celia. 
What could she say else? 

So it was arranged that Mr. Wyko1f 
should call on Monday, just after din
ner; and Mr. Wykoff took the glory of 
his presence out of the dark old entry, 
and Celia. stood in the door-way just long 
enough to see the Fairy Prince turn at 
the gate and lift his hat to her. Then 

I 

I 
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she went in and shut the door-Md hid 
her face in her hMds. 

It was a grand story that Celia. had to 
tell a little later, while her mother Md 
Dorinda were setting the table, and 
Popper Leete sa.t in his shirt-eleeves, 
with his stocking-feet on the window
sill, and divided his attention between 
the evening paper and his chattering 
family. The visit of a stranger was al-

ways an event of some importance in 
that quiet household; surely a visitor 
with such a mission was a rare bird, and 
one to be well talked over. And then, I 
regret to sa.y, there W&8 something in the 

. fact that the visitor was a Wykoff, some
thing in the fact that the Wykoffs were 
"swells." Not that a Wykoff was better 
than any other man ; not that a swell 
did not deserve the contempt of plain 
people with no nonsense about them
and yet I believe that every member of 
that family was secretly conscious of re
ceiving an increment of socia.l value from 
the fact that a Wykoff had stood within 
their doors. Somehow it emphasized 
the fact of their common humanity. 
They a.ll felt freshly re&88ured of the 
great truth, which they had always known 
-that they might be swells themselves, 
if they would but stoop to it. 

"I told you, Popper Leete," said his 
wife, as she trotted about the room; "I 
told you folks like the Wykoffs ain't 
likely to play such mean tricks as that. 

It ain't their way. I declare, Celia, how 
many napkins have you had this week? 
Now, I see your ring when you put it 
away yesterday, an' it was jest as clean 
as it could be, that napkin. If you're so 
mighty finicky, you'd better wash 'em 
yourself." 

Mr. Leete took Wykoff's explanation 
as an admission of defeat. There are 
some people who cannot bear to own 
that they have been angry for naught. 

., I thought he'd come to his senses," 
Popper Leete condescended to say; 
" he's a young feller, an' he's got suthin' 
to learn in this world, he'll find in good 
time. I give those lawyers a piece of 
my mind that time, an' I guess he heard 
of it. Yes, rm glad he's come to his 
senses." 

" What'd he look like, Cele?" Dorinda 
pestered her; "was he reel good-Iook
in'? Did he have dimun' studs in his 
shirt? They say its awfle toney in Eng
land to have dimun' studs." 

Alonzo was the only one who took no 
interest in the evening's topic of conver
sation. His air of chill indifference 
showed that if young Mr. Wykoff were 
twenty young Mr. Wykoffs, he would 
have to prove his claims to notice before 
Alonzo Leete would waste a single ques
tion upon him. 

Mr. Wykoff appeared promptly at one 
o'clock on the Monday. He had along 
talk with Mr. Leete in the dining-room, 

m 
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and spread his plans out on the broad 
table. When Mr. Leete saw that for the 
same rent he was then paying he could 
have a larger factory, and that the prog
ress of construction could be so ar
ranged as to obviate all necessity for a 
double removal of his goods and chat
tels, he expressed a qualified approval 
of Mr. Wykoff's proposition. When he 
pointed out a few changes in the plans 
which he thought would better fit them 
for American conditions, and the sug-

gestions were gratefully accepted, he in 
some manner fathered the whole scheme. 

After the business-talk, Mr. Wykoff 
went into the parlor, where the ladies of 
the family had assembled, and lingered 
for a little chat. He found R theme in 
his recent travels, and he got on nobly 
when his auditors discovered that, while 
he had no objectionable personal ac
quaintance with the royal family of Eng-

land, yet he had seen the Queen and the 
Prince of Wales and smaller lights of the 
reigning house, and could tell many en
tertaining things of their appearance in 
public, their manners, and their ways. 
With a tact which comes to a yOWlg 
man only Wlder certain circumstances, 
he suppressed the fact that he had been 
presented at court, and said nothing of 
driving in coroneted carriages and din
ing at the tables of the great. The chat 
stretched out; it was past three when 

Celia tied up his plans for 
him, and he took his leave. 

Dorinda thought him a 
reel elegant gentlem'n, and 
Mrs. Leete said: "Why, I 
think he's a nice, pleasant
spoken, well-behaved young 
feller. I ain't seen B yOWlg 
man I liked so well in some 
time." 

It is a simple tale. Mr. 
Wykoff found occasion to 
come again with his plans, 
that he might avail himself 
of MI'. Leete's superior 
knowledge of the exigencies 
of practical business. Then 
he found still other occa.
sions. When the actual work 
of building began, and he 
had to superintend it, he 
fell into a way of walking 
home with Mr. Leete, and 
dropping in for a friendly 
call-sometimes to share a 
meal. He was received with 
a shy welcome of subtile 
significance from Celia, and 
with a flattered and flutter
ing cordiality on the part of 
the rest of the family. Even 
Alonzo was willing to sa~', in 
casual conversation with his 
friends: "Wvkoff-that's 
Randolph Wykoff, old John 

Wykoff's son-was in at our house last 
night, and he said--" 

But at last they all understood why 
he sought their society, and that was 
the drop of acid in the cloudy solution. 
There were five different individual re
actions in the family of Leete. To 
Celia came the consciousness of a great 
and closely impending possibility. Her 
father was disturbed in mind, suspic-
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ions, and anxious. He had sufficient 
knowledge of the world to grasp the fact 
that men held, in such matters, widely 
dift"ering codes of morality. . He had no 
idea what Mr. Wykoff's code might be. 
The young man seemed 
a well-meaning youth
but what were his in
tentions? Dorinda had 
similar doubts, and the 
thought of losing her 
only sister, coupled, per
haps, with a trifle of nat
ural jealousy, moved her 
to an enmity toward the 
intruder which she could 
hardly repress. As to 
Alonzo, he was wounded 
past all 8OOthing-wound
ed in the inmost tender
ness of a hidden pride. 
For Alonzo's heart wor
shipped what his lips con
temned. In his secret 
soul he adored swelldom. 
And now the aristocracy 
had held out its shapely 
hand to him, and for a 
brief space he had hugged 
the delusion that he was 
accepted on his own mer
its, and that the disadvan
tages of his parentage and 
his surroundings-which 
he recognized, and yet I 

loyally a.ccepted-did not ! 
count against him per-
sonally. And now he 
found that he was only 
the brother of a pretty 
girl His spirit was filled 
with a bitterness that 
nourished itself in silence, 
and the dreadful things that he expected 
to come of the unhallowed courtship are 
beyond all mentioning here. Good Mrs. 
Leete alone stood Wykoff's friend in his 
wooing, and her simple, honest breast 

heaved with motherly pride and fond, 
foolish hopes and aspirations. 

And meanwhile Randolph Wykoft' kept 
on calling, and seemed totally uncon
scious of any 1088 of spontaneity or heart-

1 

I 

iness in his welcome at the house of the 
Leetes; and late in September he and 
Celia told each other that love at first 
sight was a living truth. After which, 
Randolph went home to tell his mother. 



A NEW LIGHT ON BALZAC. 

By Ed'l£'llrd S. Holden. 

L 

~.r.~=~~~ world reallv needs 
CA few books which are 

not yet written; but 
it has waited for more 
than a generation, and 
it still waits, for a truly 
sa.tisfying life of the 

greatest of French novelist&--Honor6 
de Balzac. 

It is p888ing strange that no such ad
equate life bas been even attempted. 
He lived, at times, in the fiercest light 
of the French capital. He had the clos
est relations with a whole school of 
young and rising literary men-Gautier, 
Bandeau, Gozlan and the rest. He was 
the friend and intimate of many culti
vated and intelligent women, some of 
genuine literary powers. 

His sister, Mme. de Surville, was his 
confidante and bas edited two volumes 
of his correspondence; but in spite of 
the absorbing interest of the subject, 
and in spite of what ought to have been 
her exceptional fitness for the work, 
she h808 given us next to nothing of any 
real biography. The letters which she 
has edited are of the most intimate nat
ure. His own works are full of bio
graphic details. Louis Lambert is an 
acknowledged autobiography. His count
less reviews and articles in the Paris 
journals, his myriad digressions on busi
ness, politics, religion, love, law, serve 
to show the man d nu, one would sa.y. 
Yet he remains a total enigma as a man, 
808 a being. Hundreds of articles have 
been written on his works, his methods, 
his genius, from the time of Sainte-

-

Beuve to Lilly and Zola. But the being 
underneath all this doing remains a mys
tery. It may be this is 808 he desired; he 
may have been a second Shakespeare in 
this, 808 in so many other ways, and have 
wished to leave a curse for him that 
moved his bones. So far 808 we know, 
he left no autobiography. Fortune bas 
been singularly unkind toward his liter
ary remains. 

The only extant portrait of Balzac (a 
daguerreotype) was broken by the Prus
sians in Paris in 1870 at Charles yriarte's. 
A curious fatality bas scattered his pa
pers to the four winds. The daughter 
of the widow of Balzac, Countess Mnis
geck, had, ten years ago, one of the most 
splendid fortunes of Paris-$120,OOO a 
year, report said. She commenced the 
building of a magnificent palace at the 
comer of the Rue de Balzac and the 
Faubourg St. Honore. Enormous sums 
were spent on the outside of this, and 
the interior was never finished. As long 
as the Count Mnisgeck lived the credit
ors held off; but at his death, and while 
Madame de Balzac, the widow, lay dying, 
the end came; the creditors took pos
session, and the letters, the manuscnpts, 
the memorials of Balzac, were dispersed 
forever. 

The best sketch of his life is that of 
Gautier, who knew him well, and who 
bad an intelligence fine enough to ap
preciate some, at least, of his qualities. 
Balzac was born at Tours, May 16, 1799, 
and died at Paris, August 18, 1850, hav
ing conquered fame and love. It is not 
necessary to recite the mere events of 
his life. They may be found in a hun
dred places. His interior development 
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as a boy is given in Loui8 Lambert. He 
had not the gift of versification; the 
poems in his IUmiom Perdue8 and 
eIsewhere were written for him by his 
friends. He refused an excellent situ
ation as notary after he had fitted him
self for it, and then commenced the 
aeries of struggles in the garret of No. 
9, Rue de Lesdiguireres, whose fruit 
the world inherits. He wasted no mo
ment and chose his garret so as to be 
near the Library. 

Here he sketched out works of every 
kind: plays, novels, comedies, a tragedy 
(OromweU), operettas. We all know 
how he composed, elaborating his nov
els by additions and additions to the 
first :printed proof-slips. At le8 Jardie8 
Gautier saw the successive revises of 
one of his books, each revise forming a 
separate volume. Where are these to
day? What a furore they would create 
among the disciples of Zola, who love to 
hang on Balzac's skirts and to call him 
Master. It was in the garrets that Bal
zac wrote the (Euvre8 de jeunesse, La 
dernwe Fee, Jane la pdle, Dom Gigadaa, 
etc. 

One of the problems of his future bi
ographer will be to explain how the in
tellect that produced these slight tales, 
Sowered into that subtile genius which 
has given us Lea memcnre8 de deu:c jeunea 
mariee8, Madame Pirmiani, .Albert Savar
us, and such others as Seraphila, Gob
BeCIc, Lea OhouanB, Physiologiedu mariage. 
One only of his biographers has dared 
to even suggest a theory at all sufficient 
to account for his astounding insights 
into the nature of life ; and this is done 
with amusing caution, shame-faced and 
skeptical. 

Gautier says in his sketch: "Quoique 
eela semble singulier en plein xixme 
siOOle, Balzac fut un voyant." He had 
clairvoyant power for the present only, 
not for the future. Reluctant as this 
admission is, Gautier might have dis
covered the same power in himself, had 
he been free enough to look. It is pure 
clairvoyance that makes Gautier's great
est novel what it is; and clairvoyance 
of some kind there must be in every 
great work. When it is of the intellf
gence alone or chieSy, we have such 
works as those of Plato or Milton, or the 
writings of men of pure science-Saint-

Hilaire, Newton, Gauss. The clairvoy
ance of many sides of our complex 
natUl"e is not vocal; but we see it to be 
no less real in all genuine passion, 
whether of love or of religion. When 
the spirit and the intelligence are both 
illuminated we have the mystics-Saint 
Theresa, Swedenborg, Tauler; and at 
times, and in their several degrees, a 
Balzac, a Beyle, a Gautier. 

Admirers of Beyle are grateful for the 
appreciation with which Balzac welcomed 
La Ohartreu8e de Panne j and in the 
same way the disciples of Balzac are 
thankful to Gautier for what he has seen 
and recorded. As he says, the modern
ness of Balzac's genius is the wonderful 
thing. He did not care for Greek Art-
noteven for the Venus of Milo--but for 
the French woman looking at her. She 
might perhaps be Madame de Beau'&nt. 
Oharacter was Balzac's absorbing inter
est--the complex of one's moral habi
tudes-and not style. A defect, a blem
ish, a disproportion, perhaps, shows how 
the eftects of life may have modified 
character; and therefore Balzac studies 
this defect, this blemish, this dispropor
tion. He understood well the modem 
doctrine of evolution, that a man is the 
resultant of the forces of heredity and 
of environment. Indeed, Darwin's own 
statement of the general theory is no 
clearer than that of Balzac (1842) in the 
preface to the Oom«lie Dumaine. 

And he also knew that physical en
vironment gives a kind of mental atti
tude, just as devotion in the spirit can 
be induced by posture. He prepared 
his houses, he furnished his rooms, and 
he made his journeys to give himself the 
attitude he needed. Which came first, 
the circular room in the rue de Batailles, 
or Maraquita and the Pille aux yeu:c 
d'or 1 In what hot and sandy waste did 
the idea of une Paa8iQn danB Ie d~ert 
come to him? 

There is a period in the life of almost 
every person when heaven seems near, 
and when all vision is clairvoyant. It 
comes to most as a Seeting phase of 
love; and it vanishes before the first 
breath of amour-propre in men or of 
vanity in women. To some it is given 
to prolong this period through long 
years or through their lives. These are 
"the happy few" to whom Stendhal has 

• 
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dedicated one of his books. Religion, 
in some natures, gives the same power; 
and it is even better fitted to give it, in 
general, since religion begins by cast
ing out the great destroyers of all spir
itual life, vanity and the love of self. 
Should we disclose the secret of Balzac 
if we said that he also was one of" the 
happy few; " that it was given to him to 
prolong the vision of that "attachement 
de sa premiilre jelmesse" of which he 
spoke but once, through long years of 
persistent labor? Would this give the 
explanation of his pl'eaching and of his 
practice of absolute chastity which as
tounded and perplexed his shame-faced 
friend, and even seemed incredible to 
his skeptical sister? Is there not at 
least one personaJity which stands to the 
ComUie Humaine in the relation of Bea
trice to the Divino. Commedia? 

There are as many different opinions 
upon Balzac as there are men who read 
him. Matthew Arnold has said: 

"The motive of Balzac is curiosity. 
The result is that the matter on which 
he operates bounds him, anel he deline
ates not the life of man, but the life of 
the Frenchman, and of the Frenchman 
of these our times, the homme semmel 
moyen. Balzac deals with this life, de
lineates it with splendid ability, loves it 
and is bounded by it. And in an hun
dred years George Sand will have estab
lished her superiority to Balzac as 
incontestably as Rousseau." Has Mr. 
Arnold forgotten Recherche de l'absolll, 
and Serapltita, to name no others? On 
the other hand Gautier has summed up 
his character in a few words: .. Balzac 
est un mora.liste austere, monarchique 
et catholique ; il defend l'autoriw, exa.lte 
la reli:,>1.on, preche Ie devoir, morigene la 
passion, et n'admet Ie bonheur que dans 
Ie ma1'iage et la famille." And of his 
life he says: "L'opinion des plus in
times amis de Balzac est qu'il pratiqua 
la chastete qu'il recommandait aux au
tres." 

n. 
AFTER the thirty years which have 

elapsed, leaving us no better biography 
of Balzac than the often quoted one of 
Gautier, we might despair of new light. 
But this new light has come as a joint 

labor of loyalty from the hands of MM. 
Cerfberr and Christophe, in the shape of 
a volume of nearly six tlUndred pages, 
which is in brief a re~mme, an analysis, a 
biographical dictionary, of the ComUie 
Humaine." 

The ComUie DI/maine is a world, and 
in this society all the personages ap
pear and rea.ppear from time to time, 
from book to book, just as in real life 
real persons cross our path, vanish and 
come again. The object of the authors 
is to furnish a. guide through the maze, 
a kind of memorandum of the lives of 
each of the characters. In form it is an 
index of persons with biographic details. 
and its least use will be to serve as a mere 
index for the lover of Balzac, or for the 
novice who seeks to verify an allusion or 
a reference. 

Again it will also serve to give a com
plete idea of the whole life of one char
acter; to connect the various episodes 
of forty volumes. It is with this view 
that the work has been done, apparently. 
Only the characters of the Comedie Du
maine are included, and the light is pur
posely thrown on them only. There is 
no conscious attempt to illunlinate the 
character of the author himself; no list 
of the real living persons, his friends, 
to whom he dedicated his books; no 
collation of the numerous passages where 
he gives his own judgments of historical
characters like ~ apoleon 01' Talleyrand ; 
or of authors, as Beyle and Sand; no 
aper~U8like his characterization of Saint 
Peter, for example (" Ie plus rude, Ie 
plus peuple, et aussi 1e plus fin des spo
t1'es"). 

}Ioreover it is a pure index of per
sons; no subjects are included, and in 
this sense it is an incomplete repertory. 
You ,vill not find references to the fa
mous law-suits of the Conti:die Du
maine, or to its conspirations, or to its 
heraldry, except under the names of per
sons. The opinions and judgments of 
Balzac himself are not included, except 
by implication. 

No doubt manv other devoted disci
ples besides the authors have either im-
8b>"ined 01' commenced a work similar to 
t1:tis. M. Paul Bourget in the introduc-

• n.'I>ertoire de la Comcclie lIumuine de II. de Balzac. par 
A. Cerfberr et G. Chri.tophe. avec une Introduction de 
~~I Bourgo.-t. Paria: Calmann L:'vy, 1887. Svo. pp. ld1l, 
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tion mentions three, himself, M. Henri 
Mei1hac, and M. Emile Gaboriau. The 
writer of this article also has occupied 
his few leisure moments for the past ten 
years in such a work, and had communi
cated its plan to Mme. de Balzac during 
her lifetime. 

Indeed, the very nature of the Oome
die HU'lTUJine suggests such a work. Bal
zac himself has said: "Mon ouvrage a 
sa geogr&phie comme il a sa generuogie 
et ses familles, sea lieux et ses choses, 
sea personnes et ses faits; comme il 
a son armorial, sea nobles et ses bour
geois, ses artisans et ses paysans, sea pol
itiques et sea dandies, son armoo; tout 
son monde, enfin." 

In my own view, the real value of such 
work as this is not merely to serve as a 
key to the particular series of printed 
volumes which form the Oomedie Hu
'lTUJine, but far more as an exposition of 
Balzac himself. He was greater than his 
works, and he contained them alL They 
were his children, to be sure, but he sent 
them forth full grown. They had no de
velopment after they had left his hand. 
It is therefore as a key to the man him
self that this minute material for an an
alytical study of Balzac is precious. 

It may not be uninteresting to say a 
word upon the method which I adopted 
in making my own analysis of the Oome
die Humaine, especially as the method 
of MM. Cerfberr and Christophe appears 
to have been essentially the same. The 
various tales were read, one by one, pencil 
in hand, and every proper name and 
every date and fact of importance was 
underscored so as readily to attract 
attention on re-reading. Thus Luigi 
Porta was about nineteen y-ears old at 
the passage of the Beresina (1812), hence 
he must have been born in 1793. This 
fact was entered on a card under the 
title PORTA (Luigi). In the same way, 
every important event of his life was 
entered on a separate card, and so with 
other personages in the same volume. 
The cards which were thus written from 
a given volume really represented the es
sence of the whole tale, and were some
thing like the recollections which one 
has of the dates and events in the career 
of an intimate friend, only more exact. 
Other volumes were treated in the same 
way, and their cards were added to the 

general catalogue. As the same persons 
reappear continually in the different 
tales, each new volume read added new 
events in the life of each one of the vari
ous personages. Sometimes the indica
tions would be precise, as in the date of 
Porta's birth just quoted. Sometimes 
they would be less precise, as when it 
was said, for example, that Porta was 
born in Corsica about 1790. 

Finally, all the cards were arranged 
alphabetically and then all the scattered 
facts fell into one orderly catalogue, and 
each person's life could be viewed as a 
whole. Perhaps a dozen cards might 
be found for one of the minor characters, 
and very many for the more important. 
The information on this dozen cards was 
then transferred to a single biographical 
card, maJrlng such condensation and se
lection as was desirable, and settling any 
doubts and ambiguities. 

My own plan was somewhat more ex
tensive than that which the joint authors 
have so successfully carried out; for my 
~!,Pal object was to throw light upon 

himself, while that of MM. Cerf
berr and Christophe seems to have been 
simply to illuminate the recesses of the 
Oomedie Humaine. I included refer
ences to Balzac's opinions of historical 
characters, as Louis XIV., Napoleon, Tal
leymnd, and of living persons, as George 
Sand, Beyle, etc., as well as upon many 
(not by any means all) great subjects, as 
the Church, the State, the Family. In 
order to illustrate the astounding pre
cision of Balzac's data., I also gave the 
date of birth, marriage, etc., of his char
acters, and I have never found a material 
error in these; nor in his marshalling 
of the armorial bearings of the various 
families. 

These processes necessarily threw a 
vast deal of light upon his methods of 
work, and I am convinced that he him
self must have bad some written record 
of the relationships of his characters, 
etc., for in spite of his tenacious oem
ory, and the entire reality (to him) of 
the world in which they and he lived 
together, he could not have recollected 
the particularities which he has re
corded, any more than one can remem
ber the birthdays of all his friends, not 
to speak of a crowd of minor details. 
That his characters were genuine per. 
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sonages to Balzac, let this anecdote 
show: Jules Bandeau once was speak
ing to him of a lady who was ill, and 
finally Balzac interrupted him with, 
"Now let us come back to realities; 
who do you think is going to marry 
Eugenie Grandet? " 

Although the pre88 of other occupa
tions and the very magnitude of the 
plan adopted have not allowed me to 
complete my own work, which will now 
never be resumed, I am all the better 
prep~ to a:ppreciate the exceedingly 
faithful, consCIentious, and able manner 
in which the Repertoire of MM. Cerf
berr and Christophe has been done, and 
I bear the most grateful and willing 
witness to it after a carefol examination 
and comparison of our labors. I would 
gladly have seen its original scope en
larged, so as to throw more light upon 
Balzac and not less upon his work; but 
as it is, the book will be of the highest 
value to all lovers of Balzac literature, 
and of great importance in a study of 
the man himself. For this latter object 
it will need to be supplemented, in my 
opinion, somewhat in the way I have 
pointed out. 

Still an immense work has been ac
complished even in this direction. I 
abridge from the preface a capital gen
eral view by M. Paul Bourget. He says: 
"Let anyone imagine for himself the 
quantity of isolated facts which are im
plied by these two thousand biogra
phies, each of which is individual, 
distinct, and follows the personage from 
the cradle to the grave, and traces his 
connection with past and future gener
ations. The relation of each character 
to his environment and to each other 
character is accurately appreciated and 
exhibited. He knows his personages 
like a master, through and through; the 
maladies of their bodies and of their 
souls are famj)jar to him. He knows 
when a sentiment is simple and when it 
is complex; when the heart is the dupe 
of the intelligence and when it is merely 
deceived by the sense." 

Their very natures are set forth by the 
writer with an intensity of enthusiasm. 
which posse8888 - yes, obsesses - the 
reader in spite of himself. "There is 
abundant evidence to prove," says M. 
Bourget, ''that this process was in Balzac 

an exaltation like that of mystics, and 
superior, so to say, to the ordinary laws 
of life." Balzac himself says: "C'etait 
Ie rive d'un homme eveille." He was 
preserved from becoming merely fantas
tic, by the highly philosophical nature of 
another part of his being. "n voulait 
~tre un profond philosophe avant de 
f&.ire des com~es." M. Bourget main
tains further that Balzac's days were 80 

crowded with mere work that he had not 
the time to live a life of his own; and 
that from the fragments of genuine life 
which he did experience he elaborated, 
by the magic of his mind, by a "retro
spective penetration," the general laws of 
existence itself. In this opinion I do not 
sh.are.. My own study has forced me to 
believe that he led the most complete 
existence, and that always in close com
pany with another soul, he drank the 
cup of life to the full 

However this may be (and it is only 
one of the problems of the coming bio
grapher) it is certain that no man since 
Shakespeare has created a world so alive 
as that of the OomUie Humaine. In 
one sense he may almost be said to have 
created intelligent France-which to-day 
approaches nearer and nearer to the 
types he has exhibited, along the very 
paths which he has prefigured. He has 
also done his share in opening new ways 
for life to all those who can see, and it is 
not impossible that he will one day be 
quoted among those early benefactors 
of the human race, who have pointed 
out the doors l~ to a fuller meas
ure of human life, which will then have 
become the common heritage and p0s
session of all mankind. 

At the end of Gautier's study of 
Balzac he excuses the slightness of his 
sketch by saying: "Personne ne peut 
avoir la pretention de fa.ire une biogra
phie complete de Balzac." Perhaps not 
yet. But we must welcome every scin
tilla of new light, of new evidence, 
and every new arrangement of the older 
data.. All will serve as material for the 
life which is yet to be written, and the 
master will surely arise who can find the 
clew to this tangled web. Indeed, it 
seems to me that the web is not tangled, 
only vast, and that it is all ready to be 
woven into an orderly net-work. This 
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will be immense, for it covers all hu
manity, but it seems to me that literary, 
artistic, and creative powers now exist 
which are competent to this task, if 
once the adequate impulse is given. 
What the nature of this impulse must 
be, one need not now and here inquire. 
But it is clear that the work is not yet 
done, and that it is worth doing. 

Poe, in one of his tales, invents a 
game which consists in finding the 
names printed on the surface of the 
map. The unskilful at this game ~ 
to give the adversary a name printed in 
small type, or hidden by some moun
tain or river-bend; while the adept 

chooses a name widely spread out 
though plainly traced. To see this, a 
general view must be taken. The 
writer of a life of Balzac must have the 
microscopic eye to seize and appreciate 
the finest details such as are shown in 
this Repertoire: but what is truly 
needed is a generous ample view which 
shall include the whole range of his 
nature, and not endeavor to compass all 
his special knowledge. This phamix 
may be yet unborn; but if he is among 
us, his subject is .ready for him. He 
may die of starvation in the midst of 
his work; but, if he finishes it, his name 
will be immortal like Balzac's own. 

----------

THE POET. 

By Charles Edwin Markham. . 

HIs home is in the heights: to him 
Men wage a battle weird and dim, 
Life is a mission stem as fate, 
And Song a dread apostolate. 
The toils of prophecy are his, 
To hail the coming centuries-
To ease the steps and lift the load 
Of souls that falter on the road. 
The perilous music that he hears 
Falls from the vortice of the spheres. 

He presses on before the race, 
And sings out of a silent place. 
Like faint notes of a. forest bird 
On heights afar that voice is heard; 
And the dim path he breaks to-day 
Will some time be a trodden way. 
But when the race comes toiling on 
That voice of wonder will be gone
Be heard on higher peaks aiM, 
Moved upward with the morning star. 

o men of earth, that wandering voice 
Still goes the upward way: rejoice! 

VOL. IIL-8 



THE END OF THE BEGINNING. 

By George A. Hibbard. 

DEAR Sm : 

CITY OF NEW YORK, 

April 10, 18~7. 

It is with some hesitation that I vent
ure to trespas8 upon your valuable time, 
knowing as I do that the demands of 
clients, of constituents, of friends, are 80 
exacting. Still, as what I am about to 
ask relates to a matter lying very near 
my heart, I hope you will forgive me. 
A young man in whom, in 8pite of the 
usual extravagances and follies of youth, 
I discern some promise and whom I 
hope, for his own sake nnd from my 

friendship for his excellent father, dead 
long ago, to see occupying a respect
able position in the comlllunity, has, 
with the heetlles8nesH peculiar to his 
age, involved himself in certain difficul· 
ties which. although at present of a suffi
ciently distressing nature, may, I hope, 
be satisfactorily overcome. Knowing 80 

well your distinguished abilities, ripe 
judgment, and grent experience, I can 
think of no one to whom I can. in this 
critical period of his life, more confi. 
dently send him for counsel, instruction, 
and aid, and I accordingly commend him 
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io you, trusting to our old friendship to 
account for and excuse my somewhat un
usual act. Though what I ask of you is 
something not usually required of a law
yer, I think you will understand my 
reason for thus troubling you. No one 
can have a more thorough knowledge of 
the world than an old practitioner like 
yourself, and what you may say must 
fall upon the ears of youth with weighty 
authority. Talk to him as you would 
to your son, if you had one, not as to a 
client, and I will be inexpressibly in
debted to you, for I know you will lead 
him to appreciate the serious realities of 
life, which, at present, he is so disposed 
to disregard. 

I need only add that he is a young 
man of some fortune and, certainly, by 
birth worthy of much consideration. 
He will call upon you in person and 
himself explain his present embarrass
ments. 

I remain, now as always, 
Your obedient servant, 

RICBABD BEVINGTON. 

THB HON. JACOB M,\8J[EJ.YNB, 

Counsellor at law, 
Number - William Street, 

City of New York. 

This was the letter that the Honor
able Jacob Maskelyne read, reread, and 
read yet again. Indeed, not content 
with its repeated perusal, he turned it 
this way and that, looked at it upside 
and down, and finally, laying it upon the 
table, he held up its envelope in curious 
study, as people so often do when thus 
perplexed. It bore the common, dull
red two-cent stamp and was post-marked 
the day before. Both it and the letter 
were apparently as much matters of the 
every-day world as a jostle on the side
walk. Nevertheless, the old lawyer was 
more than puzzled-more than puzzled, 
although he, of all men in the great, 
wide-awake city, would in popular opin
ion have been thought perhaps the very 
last to be thus at fault. If millstones 
were to be worn as monocles--if there 
was any seeing what the future might 
bring forth-the chances of a project, 
the risks of rise or fall in a stock, the 
hazards of a corner in a staple, the 
prospects of a party or of a partisan, 
Jacob Maskelyne would be regarded as 

the man of men for the work. But, un
der the circumstances, even to him this 
letter was more than verplexing. Here, 
on this spring mornmg, with 1l00ds of 
well-authenticated sunshine pouring into 
every nook and corner, dissipating every 
mystery of shadow and, it might seem, 
every shadow of mystery-here, in his 
office, bricked in by the unimaginative 
octavos of the law-those hide-bound 
volumes, heavy literature of all things 
most amazingly matter of fact; here, in 
the eighteen hundred and eighty sev
enth year of the Christian era, in the 
one hundred and eleventh year of the 
Republic, he had received a letter from 
his old guardian, whom, when he him
self was not more than twenty, he re
membered walking about, a feeble old 
man with many an almost Revolutionary 
peculiarity in speech and manner, and 
whose funeral he, with the heads and 
scions of most of the first families of the 
town, had attended full twenty-five years 
ago. It certainly was enough to bewil
der anyone. He again took up the let
ter. It was unquestionably in old Bev
ington's best style, courtly enough, but 
a tri1le pompous. Had it not been for 
its true tone he would undoubtedly have 
thought the thing a hoax and imme
diately have dismissed it from his mind. 
He touched a hand-bell, and in response 
a young man-a very prosaic young 
man-over whose black clothes the gray 
of age had begun to gather, aJ>peared. 

.. Bring me the letters received of the 
year eighteen sixty-letter B," said 
the lawyer, sharply. 

That was the year in which his father's 
estate had been finally settled, and he 
knew that there would be many exam
ples of his guardian's handwriting in 
the correspondence of that time. 

The clerk soon returned with a tin 
case, and laid it on the table. Mr. Mas
kelyne took one from among the many 
papers therein, and, striking it sharply· 
against the arm of his chair, to scatter· 
the dust that invests all things in the, 
garment the outfitter Time warrants; 
such a perfect fit, he spread it out be-. 
side the letter he had just read with 
such blank wonder. 

.. Identically the same," he muttered. 
.. No other man ever made an e like. 
that." 

..... III. 
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The clerk had vanished and the law
yer was again alone. 

He glanced once more at the myste
rious missive, and then, with the pur
poselessness of abstraction, he rose and 
went to the window. Nothing caught 

his eye but the sign-bedecked front of 
the opposite building and one small 
patch of blue sky-near, gritty, lime
stone fact and a far-away something 
without confine. Still, amazed as he was, 
the contagious joy of the time sensibly 
affected him. 

The sparrows, quarrelsome gamins of 
the air, for the time reformed by honest 
labor into respectable artisans, upon an 
opposite entablature, in garrulous amity 
plied their small, nest-making joinery. 
The sunlight falling through a haze of 
wires, wrought into something bright 
with its own glow a tuft of grass which 
clumped its spears in its fortalice, taken 
in assault, on the opposite frieze. Of 
even these small things and of much more, 
Mr. Maskelyne was pa.rtia1ly conscious. 
But the letter! Clear-sighted as he was, 
he knew but little--so forthright was his 
look, so fixed toward mere gain-of the 
wonderful country which lies beneath 
every man's nose, less even of the vanish
ing tracts which retrospection sometimes 
sees over either shoulder. But the let
ter ! It peopled his vision with things 
long gone. It brought into view 01d 
Bevington-" Dick Bevington," as he 

-

was called to the last day of his life
and a nickname at fifty indicates much 
of character-brought up before him 
Dick Bevington as he was before age 
had stiffened his easy but dignified car
riage or taught his once polished but 
positive utterance to veer and haul in 
sudden change; brought up old Beving
ton, as he himself, in childhood, had 
seen him, stately but debonair, the per
fection of aristocratic exclusiveness, af
fable, however, in the genial kindliness 
of a kind-hearted man secure in every 
position-a genuine Knickerbocker in 
every practice and in every principle--a 
well-born, well-bred gentleman. And 
that once active and once ebullient life 
had long ago gone out! It almost 
seemed that such vitality, so held in self
contained management, so wisely put 
forth, so well invested, so to speak, 
should have lasted forever. But now 
there was nothing left to bring him to 
mind but a portrait in the rooms of the 
Historical Society, or a name in the list 
of directors when the history of some 
bank was given, or in the pamphlet in 
which the story of some charitable in
stitution was told from the beginning 
-really there was nothing more than 
this to recall Dick Bevington, foremost 
among the city's fathers, the leader of 
the ton. When he had last seen his 
guardian he had thought him of patri
archal age. And was not he himself 
now nearly as old? In spite of the 
blithesome aspects of the morning, 
Jacob Maskelyne turned away from the 
window with an unwonted weight at his 
heart and a new wrinkle on his brow. 
The whole world seemed to be goingfrom 
him, losing charm and significance in a 
sort of blurring dissatisfaction, as upon 
a globe, when swiftly turned, lines of 
longitude and of latitude, and even conti
nents and seas, vanish from sight, and 
all because his own life suddenly seemed 
but vexed nothingness. He had not 
even mellowed into age as had Beving
ton. He was as sharp and as rough
edged as an Indian's flint arrow-head, 
and he knew it. 

He seated himself at his table. Auto
matically he was about to take up the 
first of several bundles of law-papers, 
when he was startled by the entrance of 
the clerk. He leaned back in his chair, 
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and his reawakened wonder grew the 
more when a card was placed before 
him upon which was written, in a dash
ing hand, "From Mr. Bevington." 

"A gentleJL:u to see you," said the 
clerk. 

"What does he look like?" asked 1rIr. 
Maskelyne, suspiciously. 

"Nobody I ever saw before," an
swered the clerk; "and he seems rather 
strange about his clothes," he added, in 
a rather doubtful, tentative manner. 

"Let him come in," said Mr. Maske
lyne after a moment's pause. 

The door had hardly closed upon the 
vanishing messenger when it again 
swung upon its hinges, and a new 
figure stood in relief against the 
clearer light from without. In his 
eagerness to see of what nature a 
being so introduced might be, Mr. 
Maskelyne turned his chair com
pletely around, and silently gazed at 
the new-comer 8R he entered. His 
eyes fell upon a slim, graceful young 
man dressed in the mode of at least 
forty-five years ago-a mode not 
without its own good tone undoubt
edly, but ",;th a tendency toward 
gorgeousness which an exquisite of 
these davs of assertive unohtrusiveness 
might think almost vulgar. His whole at
tire was touched in every detail with that 
nameless something which really makes 
the consummate result unattainable by 
any not born to such excellence; but in the 
bright intelligence shining in his dark 
eyes and the clear intellectual lines of 
his face, even Maskeh'ne could see that 
if he had given much thought to his 
dress it was only from a proper self
respect, and not because dress was the 
ultimate or the best expression of what 
he was. Few could look into the lumi
nous countenance and not feel a glow of 
sudden sympathy with the high aspira
tions, the pure disinterestedness, the 
clear intellect, that lit up and strength
ened his features. Even the old lawyer, 
disciplined as he was by years of hard ex
perience to disregard all such mislead
ing impulses, felt his heart warm toward 
the young man. 

"I hope," said the new-comer, with a 
smile so pleasant, so ingenuous, so con
fiding, that alllIaskelyne's ideas of de
ception-had he had .time to recognize 

them in the moment before a strange, 
unquestioning acquiescence took com
plete possession of him-were at once 
dissipated, "that I do not intrude too 
greatly on your time." 

Won really in spite of himself by the 
appearance of his visitor, the famous 
counsellor waved his hand toward a chair. 

"I suppose," continued the stranger, 
\\;th an almost boyish sweetness, as he 
seated himself, "that 
Mr. Bevington bas al
ready told you why I 
am bel"." 

1\Ir.1'tIn.skelyne might 

very well have answer
ed that Mr. B vington 
WIlS hardly to be looked 
to for any information 
on any subject, but he 
did not-the wonder
ful circumstances of the 
interview had been so driven from his 
mind by the potent charm of the young 
man's personality. 

" Mr. "-and he paused as if waiting for 
enlightenment as to the name of the 
stranger. 

"I'm in a devil of a scrape," con
tinued the young man, apparently imag
ining that the letter had made all neces
sary explanations, and mentioning the 
devil as though he was an every-day ac
quaintance, a pleasant fellow whom he had 
just left at the door awaiting his return. 

" Ah !" murmured the lawyer. 
" I did not \\;Hh to see you," continued 

the other, his singularly trustful smile 
breaking again over lip and cheek. 

"Indeed," said Maskelyne, his wits 
and perceptions in most confusing en
tanglement. 
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.. No," went on the unaccountable visi
tor. .. I supposed that you would give 
me what the world calls good advice. 
But I don't want that. I want to hear 
something better." 

He laughed aloud in such a joyous, 
cheery fashion that the old lawyer even 
smiled. 

.. You don't think I am a good man to 
come to for bad advice? " he said. 

.. The last in the world. I don't sup
pose that you ever did a foolish thing m 
your life." 

" And therefore am perhaps le88 com
petent to advise others who have," re
plied Maskelyne, half heedlessly, for his 
thoughts were slowly turning in a new 
direction. The more he looked the more 
the eager, spirited face seemed familiar. 
He had certainly seen the young fellow 
before, but where? It seemed to him 
that he could certainly remember in a 
moment, if he only had time to think. 

.. Mr. Bevington--" 
"Pardon me," interrupted Maskelyne, 

in a significa.rit tone, "you said Mr. Bev
ington? " 

"Certainly," said the stranger, sud
denly looking up in evident surprise. 
.. Didn't he write?" 

"I have received a letter," said the 
old lawyer cautiously. 

He was on the point of making some 
further inquiries, but the impulse came 
to nothing. The former feeling of ac
quiescent, but expectant apathy again 
possessed him ; indeed, he had never been 
much in the habit of asking questions. 
He knew that he often learned more than 
was suspected even, by letting people talk 
on in their own way . 

"In the first place," and he paused a 
moment--"I am very much in debt." 
The young man spoke as he might of 
taking a cold asleep in the open air
as if he had been exposed to debt and 
had caught it. 

The first look of sadness rose and 
deepened over his face as he shook his 
head dejectedly. 

"But 111 get over it--' Time and L' 
Don't you rather like the astute old king 
after all, Mr. llaskelyne?" 

" By your own exertions? " asked the 
lawyer, dryly, and evading the question. 

"I Wlite a little," replied the impeni
tent, modestly. "I have even heard of 
people who admired some of my verses." 

"You have no other occupation? " 
Old Maskelyne was asking enough 

questions now. Indeed, under the magic 
of the stranger's manner he had quite 
forgotten himself, his usual caution, and 
even the exceptional manner in which 
his companion had been introduced to 
him. 

"Yes," the other admitted, "I am a 
lawyer." . 

" Don't you think," said the older man 
answering almost instinctively, "that on 
the whole you might find the employ
ments of the law more remunerative than 
the calling of a-poet?" 

"Mr. Maskelyne, I sometimes think 
that the world really believes in the sort 
of thing underlying your question-that 
there is wisdom in what it so compla
cently repeats as indisputable. And I am 
sent here phrase-gathering-to carry off 
small packages of words put up in little 
1la.t, portable sentences, alteratives ready 
for daily use. But there are gains you 
cannot invest in lands and stocks-col
umns with statues at the top as well as 
columns whose sums are at the bottom. 
Wasn't'Le Barbier' a better investment 
than any in Roderigue Hortales et Cie., 
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and what could John Ballantyne & Co. 
show beside 'Guy Mannering?' If the 
world says what it does, it mustn't do as 
it does. It's inconsistent. Who will un
dertake to strike the balance between 
fame and fortune; what mathematician 
will undertake to say that:1:, the unknown 
quantity of fame, does not equal the 
dollar-mark? " Then he added, after a 

moment's pause, "Mr. 
Maskelyne, don't you 
think it is true that 

" • One crowded hour of 
glorious life 

Is worth a world without 
aname'-

don't you really? " 
It was hard to resist 

such enthusiasm, such 
unquestioning certain
ty. The old lawyer 

did not even smile as he lay 
back in his chair, a new life 
shooting through every nerve, 
his gaze fixed on the flushing 

face of the young man. 
"And the consciousness of best em

ploving the best that is in you," he con
tinued. "Who dare shorten the reach 
or blunt the nicety of man's wit, ma.ke 
purblind the imagination, stift'en the 
cunning hand? Tell men that in some 
Indian sea, fathoms deep, lie hid forever 
Spanish gaJIeons in which doubloons and 
moidores, as when honev more than 
fills the comb, almost drip from their 
sacks, and you will see in their sudden 
thoughtfulness how quickly they appre
ciate such loss; tell them, if you can, 
what, through poverty, erring endeavor, 
uncongenial occupation, the world, with 
each year, loses in intellectual riches, and 
they will stand heedless." 

Speaking with the incomparable con
fidence of youth, its own glorious non
sense, the young man's voice sent old 
Maskelyne's blood hastening through his 
veins in almost audible pulsations. 

"What if I do not wish great wealth," 
the speaker continued, "must I be made 
to have it? I want but little. Give me 
food, clothing, habitation, sufficient that 
my eyes may see the delights this world 
bas to show, that my ears may catch the 
whispered harmonies of aJI things beau
tiful, gladden me with the radiance of 

common joy, and that's aJI I want. Who 
is unreasonable when what he wants is 
all he wants? Are the worldly so inse
cure that, as the frightened kings sought 
to still beneath their tread the first throb 
of the French Revolution, they must 
stamp out the first symptom of revolt 
against the aJ.mighty dollar? 

... Chi 8i diverte di pooo, ~ ricco di molto.' 

Mr. Maskelyne, must I eat when I am 
only thirsty, drink when I am only hun
gry?" 

He paused, and glanced triumphantly 
at the old man. He felt in some secret, 
instinctive way that he was gaining 
ground. A squadron of fauns had 
charged from amid the vine-leaves, and 
the legion upon the highway was in 
rout. Fine seuse was victorious for the 
moment over common sense. 

"I think," said Maskelyne, at last, and 
with B strange, sad, patient air, unwea
ried, however, by the young man's dithy
rambic, sometimes almost incoherent, 
speech, "I think I cannot attempt to 
advise you. Having discarded the wis
dom of ages, what heed will you give the 
wisdom of age? " 

A cloud seemed to cast its shadow 
over the other's face. Could it be that, 
lost in himself, he had spoken almost in 
presumptuous disrespect to a man so 
distinguished, to a man whom he hon
ored and whom he felt that he could 
even like. 

"If I speak strongly," he said, "it is 
because I feel strongly. If I did not 
feel strongly I would not attempt to 
withstand the amount of testimony 
against me." 

"Might I ask," said Maskelyne, gently, 
in his inexplicable sympathy with the 
young fellow, " why, if you feel such con
fidence in aJI you say, you do not, with
out hesitation, enter on a life in accord
ance with your convictions?" 

At last there was hesitation in the 
young stranger's manner. He turned 
his hat nervously in his hand, and sat 
silent for a moment. 

"You see," he began, paused, and be
gan again-" you ~, if I were alone it 
would be one thing. But rm not-not 
at aJI alone," he added, evidently gain
ing confidence. 
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" Ah !" exclaimed the old lawyer, a 
sudden gleam of new intelligence shin
ing in his dull, weary old eyes. 

" And how am I to get married, Mr. 
Maskelyne? " 

"The lady does not approve of your 
-poetical aspirations?" 

" Not approve!" cried the young fel
low, eagerly; "she has made me prom
ise that I will give 
nothing up, that 
I will refuse all 
Mr. Bevington 
has arranged for 
me. You can't 
tell how inspiring 
our miserv is. 
And our courage, 
-a young Frols
sart must be our 
chronicler, sir. 
We take our sor
rows gladly." 

"And may I 
ask--" 

"Anything, 
anything," inter
rupted the young 
man, gayly. "I'm 
sent here to be 
talked 0 u t of 
what they may 
call my folly. You 
see I can't be 
talked out of it. 
Don't that prove 
that it is no 
folly? " 

"You seem," 
said Maskelyne, dryly, .. to have settled 
it between you-you and she." 

"Settled it! We did not need help 
about that. It's the unsettling. There 
comes a time when friends are the worst 
enemies. You know that, 1\11'. Maske
Ivne? " 
• The old lawyer paused. "Intleetl I 
do," he said at last, and the sneer stealing 
over the outlines of his face slunk away 
before the look of regret that came 
swiftly on. Almost in embarrassment, 
with nervous hand, he shuffled the pa
pers on his table. 

Far back in the past, when his eyes 
were not yet dimmed by the dust 
blown from law-books, nor his ears 
deadened by the stridulent clamor of 

litigation, before his life had gone in 
attempts at 

.. Mastering the lawless science of our law," 

or he had lost himself in 
.. That codeless myriad of precedent, 

That wilderness of single instances; " 

when he, too, dwelt in that other-world of 
the young, forgotten by everyone but 

himself, but, al
though hardly 
ever remember
ed, never forgot
ten by him-not 
one grain of its 
golden sand, not 
one drop of its 
honey-dew, not 
one tremor of its 
slightest thrill
then eyen he had 
had his romance. 
The frcshness of 
the early spring 
morning, the airy 
brightness of his 
young visitor, 
himself no bad 
exponent of the 
day, the awe
footed shadow 
which, with al
m 0 s t unrecog
nizecl obtrusion, 
skirts the border 
where the ripen
eel grain fills the 
field of life and 
nods to the 

ready sickle-was it something of such 
kind, or WII.'> it the simple story of 
which he had had such telling intim
ation, that brought it all up in mem
ory's half-tender glow? He, too, had 
ont'e heen in love. He, too, had written 
verses to his inamorata. He remembered 
it all now, with a smile of mingled pity 
and contempt. It needed no ransack
ing of the brain now to quicken into full 
view his own ., It might haye been"-to 
people once more the m~'stic world 
whose first paradise is rich in the slight 
gal'lliture of glances Ilnd sighs and smiles 
and tears. Lost in himself, the old man 
forgot his visitor. 

"You are very young," he said at last, 
absently. 



THE END OF THE BEGINNING. 89 

.. Twenty-three," was the answer. 
"And she?" 
" Eighteen." 
It was strange, but he, too, had been 

twenty-three and she eighteen when the 
end came in that glimmering, gleaming 
past. He remembered, and how strange 
the recollection seemed, taking her some 
1lowers and some slight silver gift-a 
poor, inexpensive thing; she would let 
him give no more because he, too, was in 
debt-on her birthday. And now, with 
strange revulsion, he hardened almost 
into his habitual self, and grimly thought 
that it all was youthful nonsense, and 
that all such follies were very much 
alike. Had he spoken, he would have 
been guilty of one of those faults often 
packed with error, an apothegm-he 
would have said that we only become 
original, even in our folly, as age gives 
us character. 

" We could be so happy with so little," 
said the youthful lover. 

The old man started. These were his 
own words many, many years ago ; his 
very words to his guardian when the 
final appeal was made by old Bevington 
to what he called his better judgment so 
very, very long ago, in the dark, stately 
house upon Second Avenue. 

" So very little," repeated the young 
man. "I have always said," he continued, 
as pleased with the conceit as if it had 
never before glittered in the song of 
finches of his feather, "that we should 
have gold enough in her hair." 

"And is her hair golden?" asked 
Maskelyne, and, startled by the sound of 
such words dropped from the lips of the 
distinguished counsel for many a soul
le88 corporation and many as soulleBS a 
man, he added, hurriedly, "light." And 
then the old lawyer remembered that he, 
too, had a lock of hair that he had not 
sent back when he returned her let
ters and her picture. How bright it 
was I What had become of it? Where 
was it? In what pigeon-hole, what S6-

cret drawer? He could not for the 
moment remember. He looked out of 
the window. How bright the sunshine 
was! How empty the world? It seemed 
to build up its vacancy around him as 
a wall. 

" And she, of course, has no money?" 
he said, turning again. 

"None." 
He had been sure of it. He rose and 

went to the window. The joyful attri
butes of the morning were there, but 
they were no longer joyful to him. The 
light fell in the same broad 1l00d, still 
promising the glory of summer, the ri
pened harvest, but there was no pro~-
186 for him. The sparrows preluded 
still the full-voiced singers of the year, 
when leaves are heavy with the dust and 
brooks run dry, buthe heard only a quick, 
petulant twitter. A sort of dull despond
ency suddenly settled upon him. He 
forgot his visitor, and even time and 
place. Amid the glimmering lights and 
shaking shadows of the past he sought 
a vision, as at twilight one seeks in 
some deserted corridor a statue which 
would seem to have so taken into its (pm 
the last rays of the already sunken sun 
that the marble glows in the gathering 
darkness with a radiance not its own. 

The young man grew impatient as the 
revery was prolonged. He stirred un
easily. The old lawyer turned and look
ed curiously at him. Of course, of 
course I Was a man to be changed, the 
bone of what he was to have its marrow 
drawn, the fibre of every muscle to be 
untwisted, by this nonsense of a boy? 
Of course old Bevington was right, and 
for the moment he did not remember 
that Bevington was dead-in sending 
the young fool to such a cool old hand as 
himself. But if Bevington had known 
what a turbulence of disappointment, 
discontent, and revolt had risen, and 
poured in strength-gathering torrent, 
even at that instant, through his heart, 
would he not have kept his young charge 
away? He would talk to him-certainly 
he would-pave his way for him, perhaps, 
as with 1lag-stones of wisdom. Perhaps 
-and then he thought with grim satis
faction of what Bevington might think 
should he learn that he recognized that 
there were other paths than those edged 
by a curbstone. 

"You have been sent to me," he said, 
very seriously, coming from the window 
and leaning with both hands on the 
table, .. for advice and admonition. I 
will give my leBSOn in sternest charac
ters. I will teach by example, but I 
may not teach what you were sent here to 
learn. When I was young as you-do 

-
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not start, I was young once," and he 
spoke with infinite sadness, "I loved as 
you love, and, as with you, love was re
turned. They who called themselves my 
friends strove, with what they called rea
son, to tear me from what they called my 
folly. My folly! It was the wisdom that 
it takes all that is blent into humanity, 

to the moment's touch, hold to yourself, 
and believe that no fame, no power, no 
wealth, can compensate for a contentious 
life, an empty heart, a desolate old age. 
Il I were vou--" 

He did "not finish. Slowly the young 
stranger rose to his full height, every 
lineament of his face clear in cold light. 

His whole as-at supremest 
moments, to at
tain; their rea
son, the fatu
ous folly only 
enough to give 
habitual stir to 
an earth-be
clotted brain I 
I yielded, as 
you have not 
yielded. I kill
ed out even the 
natural im
pulses of my 
nature. Grad
uallyalmost 
new instincts 
cam e, desire 
for delight 
sank into appe
tite for gain, 
hope for the 
joy of higher 
existence was 
lost in the am
bition for mere 
advancemen t. 
I wrought out 

- - ----- - - - ---- - --- - I peet was one of 

I 

I 
I 

l_ 
in myself that fearful piece of handi
work whose every effort is but to grasp 
the worthle88 handful man can only 
wrest from the mere world. I lost, 
and 1 have not won. 1 was a man and 
1 am only a lawyer, and to him you have 
been sent for advice. 1 can find no prec
edent better, no authority more weighty 
for your guidance than my own life. 
Such strength as enabled me to work 
such a change will also enable you to 
make yourself a new being, to accom
plish self-overthrow, to bring you to 
what 1 am-a man rich, successful, 
courted, revered-most miserable. He 
who has so won, so lost, stands alone or 
he would not so win. Choose rather 
the close companionship of worldly de
feat, if it must be, and 1 say to you in 
the rapture of your youth, clay plastic 

steadfast com
mand. 

"Stop," he 
cried, in a stem 
tone. "1 am 
yourself. No 
ghost walks 
save that which 
is what a man 
might have 
been . We 
throng the 
world. Be
side everyone 
through life 
moves the im
age of a past 
potenti ali ty, 
the thing he 
could have be
come had he 
held along an
other course. 
1 am what you 
were, the prom
ise of what you 
might have 

been. For forty years I have walked by 
your side. 1 have touched you and you 
have shuddered, 1 hav~ chilled you and 
you have shrunk from me. Your nature 
has so grown athwart, all impulse has 
been so long gone, all that softens or 
ennobles so thrown off that, in almost 
final self-assertion, what you really were 
or might have been stands by your side 
and bids vou measure stature with it
self. Your life has entered upon its 
wintry days, but sunlight is sunshine 
even in December and in youth." 

The old lawyer, almost shuddering, 
stepped back with repelling gesture. He 
passed his hand quickly across his eyes, 
and then, as if his heart had beat recall, 
summoning back every retreating force 
in quick rally, compelled but not un
willing, he turned in combative instinct 
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to meet the stranger face to face, nature 
to nature, turned-and found himself 
alone. 

Once more the clerk opened the door. 
"Eleven o'clock, sir," he said, "and 

you know the General Term this morn
ing--" 

"You saw the gentleman who just 
went out?" asked the lawyer. 

"I, sir," answered the man; "I saw 
no one go out." 

"No one?" 
"No one." 
"You certainly brought me a. card 

and showed a young gentleman in a few 
minutes ago?" . 

" I, sir !" repeated the clerk. " I 
brought in a card and showed a young 
gentleman in I Aren't you well this 
morning, sir?" 

" That will do," said Maskelyne, 
sternly. 

As soon as he was again alone he 
stepped to the table. The card and the 
letter were gone. And still he knew he 
had not been dreaming. A man swung 
high in the air was busy painting a sign 
upon a building not far away, and he was 
conscious thai all through the strange 
interview he had watched him at work. 
He had seen him finish one letter and 
then another, and now if he found him 
adding the final consonant he would be 
assured that he could not have been 
asleep. He looked up and found that 
he was right. The man had just made 
the heavy shaded side and was busy 

putting the little finishing line at the 
bottom of the letter. 

Two men·-one of rotund middle age, 
the other younger but yet not young
came down the steps of the Union Club 
one day a few weeks later. They met 
an old man rounding the corner of the 
Avenue. 

"See what you would come to if you 
had your own way," said the elder 
of the two. "There's old Maskelyne. 
He's got everything you're making your
self wretched to get. Do you want to 
be like him?" 

"No," said the other. "Then you 
haven't heard? " 

"HelU'd what?" 
"He's a changed man, all within a 

month." 
" Has his brain or his heart softened?" 
" As you look at life, "said the young

er. "He has sent for that clever, im
provident, gracefully graceless good
fellow of a good-for-nothing, his nephew, 
him and his pretty-handed, hig-eyed 
wife-he hadn't seen either of them since 
they ran away and were married-sent 
for them and put them in his great, old 
house and-didn't you hear ·Maceration 
growling about the luck some people 
have just before we left? He says the 
nephew will have all the old man's 
property," 

" What's the world coming to?" said 
the senior, "or what is coming to the 
world?" 



A •• wa. v.ry old-
Ston •• from Chic;him.c 

Hardly wruna; 

Youth had hair of io1d 
Knotted on her neck-

Fair and you".. 



AMERICAN ANTIQUITIES. 

By Alldrew LAng. 

CC YOUTH and crabbed age 
Cannot live together;" 

On this little page 
So they say. 

See you when and whether 
That they may I 

Age was very old
Stones from Chichimec 

Hardly wrung; 
Youth had hair of gold 

Knotted on her neck-
Fair and young! 

Age was carved with odd 
Slaves, and priests that slew them

God and Beast ; 
Man and Beast and God-

There she sat and drew them, 
King and Priest! 

There she sat and drew 
Many a monstrous head 

Strange antiques; 
Horrors from Peru, 

Huacas doubly dead, 
Dead caciques! 

Ere Pizarro came 
These were Lords of men, 

Long ago; 
Gods without a name, 

Bom or how or when, 
None may know I 

Now from Yucatan 
These doth Science bear 

Over seas; 
And methinks a man 

VOL. m-e 

Finds youth doubly fair, 
Sketching these ! 

-



FRENCH TRAITS-INTELLIGENCE. 

By W. C. Brownel/. 

HE sensation which 
France 
on th 
sionab 
er is 
that of 
hilara 
especially, is elec
tric. Touch it at 

any point and you receive an awakening 
shock. Live in it and you lose allieth
argy. Nothing stagnates. Everyone 
visibly and acutely feels himself alive. 
Th . rsa1 vivacity is . 

self speaking 
but without f 
. The moral 
effortleBB, and 

exertion. 
activity; now 

tie chaos. Nowhere does action follow 
thought 80 swiftly, and nowhere is there 
80 much thinking done. Some puissant 
force, universal in its operation, has 
manifestly 80 exalted the spirit of an 
entire nation, here centred and focu88ed, 

on every hand 
Schiller adm· 

laring that .. th 
f qualities is 

tceasingto 
es sport." The 

umen 0 e past are as ste pe 
in1luences as the boulevard Ba.bel of the 
present. The grandiose towers and se
vere fa98.'le of Notre Dame speak the 
same thought, in the dialect of their 
epoch, that the Pantheon uttered to the 
eighteenth and the Arc de l'Etoile de-
c wn century. 

eads out befor 
8t. Cloud is 

ught-as distin 
ene itself is to 

i aria seems to 
-as dId the Athens of Pericles and the 
Florence of the Rena;88ance. Like them, 
she sooms to symbolize the apotheosis of 
intellect. The present everywhere as
serts itself with superb confidence; the 
entire environment is modern, untradi-

tional, self-reliant . the past steps down 
m the tyran assumes . 

·th dignity the ry, while 
dents, not vo free from 

e dust of the h ums that 
harbor it. Is n ration, ey-
ry moment, pro e light of 

its own mind-that light which Carlyle 
himself unwarily calls "the direct in
spiration of the Almighty?" Is not con
sciousness the greatest of divine gifts 
to man? Is not intelligence the meas
ure of his distance from the brutes, the 
bond which unites him to th gods, the 
mstrument of his 

This confiden gism, this 
elief in the h nee, this 
orship of reaso ha.racteris-
c of France ev ation be-

came conscious a nation. 
And the fact that its special distinc
tion is highly developed intelligence is 
perhaps equally a cause and an effect of 
this. The form taken by the Revolu
tion, that great purge and renewer of 
the modern world, was thus wholly nat-
ural. It embodi . , belief in 

e saving powe d its im-
tience with an surditiee. 
edesecrationo the revolt 
ainst religion, to infuse 
e into antique jejune as 
ey were classic, or at the 

threatened reimposition by Europe of the 
old anarchy, Napoleon's career of con
quest ca.iTying the Revolution to all 
neighboring peoples whether they wanted 
it or not-every feature, in fact, of the 
grea.t upheaval is significant of the na-

n's confidence etence of 
. d in every c e mutual 

tions of Ion enomena 
uld constitute ny quite 
rt from the omalous 

cha.racter of the emselves, 
and wholly beyond the power of mind 
to see, though within the circle of in
stinctive feeling, Franee did not feel, 
and has never felt. The belief that the 
"increasing purpose" running through 
the ages operates through any other 
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agency than that of the human intelli
gence seems fantastic to French reason. 
Working out the harmony of the uni
verse through the .. ways of the wicked .. 
or the unconsciousness of the good it 
views with complete scepticism. Even 
now the reactionvy Frenchman who 
would restore the ancien r~me feels as 
he does because he likes the monarchic 
ideal, and not because he resents the 
rude manner of its taking oft: And it is 
this confidence in the efficacy of the intel
ligence which makes the French so swift 
to execute their ideas, so anxious to press 
and impose them. The trait is as no
ticeable in personal as in public matters, 
in the social as in the political arena. 
It is this which makes them so enamored 
of the positive and practical truths ; and 
it is their passionate attachment to these, 
and their desire to make them prevail, 
which splits parties into grou.ps, reverses 
ministries, produces revolutions. That 
a thing should be admitted and not 
adopted is incomprehensible to the 
French mind ; that It should not be ad
mitted after having been proved, after 
all that may be said against it has been 
answered, and simply because of an in
stinctive distrustin the human reason, is 
inconceivable to it. 

In finding intelligence thus universal 
in France, and integral in the French 
nature, I mean, of course, to confound it 
with neither culture nor erudition. I 
mean such intelligence as Mr. Hamerton 
notes in the French peasant when he says 
that the interval between the French peas
ant and a Kentish laborer is enormous, 
densely ignorant as ~~g'~L be. Or that 
quality, to take a dis . . ed example, 
which enabled Pascal, who had no read
ing, to anticipate in the seventeenth cen
tury such a light -of the eighteenth as 
Kant, and such a light of the nineteenth 
as Charles Darwin. It is the quality in 
virtue of which rich and poor, educated 
and illiterate, priest and sceptic, can meet 
on common ground and understand each 
other. There is, intellectually speaking, 
far more disinterestedness than else
where. People divide upon ideas, and not 
upon prejndices, or even upon interests. 
Mind enters into everything. Even the 
fool reasons-which is perhaps why he is 
the most intolerable fool on the footstool 
The .. crank " is unknown. Respect for 

the embodiment of intelligence in books, 
science, or art, and for the distinguished 
in these lines of b~!~rvades all ranks. 
M. Prudhomme' cherishes a deep 
regard for them. One of his common
~ is: .. La seule aristocratie, c'est 
I aristocratie de talent." The heroes of 
French society, taken in the large sense, 
are the men who have excelled in some 
intellectual field. English qualities, Eng
lish accom;J?lishments, are never extolled 
to them WIthout reminding them of the 
contrast in this, to their sense, vital re
gard between the materialism of England 
and their own civilized ideal. Yet such 
is the elasticity and suppleness of the 
French intelligence that whereas Mr. 
Froude exclaims bitterly, .. In England 
the literary class has no standing or in
lluence," M. Philippe Daryl states the 
phenomenon with much more rational 
explicitness in saying, .. Our neighbors 
regard their men of letters simply 88 

specialists fnlfiUi1 their functions in the 
general work, an having a just claim, 
in the division of profits, to their right
ful share of pay and esteem." 

It is impossible, in short, to read 
French books, to meet French people, to 
study·French history, without perceiving 
that the unvarying centre of the national 
target is the truth, the fact, the reality. 
This is the shining disk at which the 
Frenchman aims, in criticism 88 in con
struction, in art 88 in science. Milton's 
grandiose and beautiful images strike M. 
Scherer especially because they are true 
88 well-because they are, 88 he says, 
.. toujours justes dans leur beaute." The 
drawing, the values, justness of tone, 
redeem any picture, however frivolous 
its meaning; errors in this respect con
demn any, however noble its sentiment. 
Far inferior to Donatello and the 
Greeks, is M. Rodin's judgment of 
Michael Angelo. Far superior to all 
painters, is From entin's verdict on the 
Dutch masters. The concluding lines of 
the "Ode on a Grecian Urn" sum up 
the French belief with exactness, 88 they 
do ours only by extension; and it is at 
ouce the distinction and the defect of 
French literature that it may be justly 
called a splendid and varied formulation 
of this belief. Familiar 88 well 88 classio 
literature bears the same witness. Com
pare, from the point of view of the inte!-· . -.. -· .. -.... -.. -· .. . -. . .. --.. - -.-: : . : 



96 FRENCH TRAITS-INTELLIGENCE. 

ligence, the II Causeries" of Sainte-Beuve 
with those of Thackeray. The .. Round
about" chat may have more charm, more 
philosophy, but the charm and the phi
losophy are both sentimental. But for 
their magical style they would be doomed 
to oblivion long before Sainte-Beuve's 
judgments reached the fulness of their 
fame. A great deal has been said-and 
said in France itseH-in praise of the 
English essay, itsdelightfnl indiscretions, 
its personal intimacy. But when a 
Frenchman has anything analogous to 
do, he does it on a plane of the intel
ligence distinctly higher than thatof the 
vast majority of English essays since 
their ongin in the sentimental Specta
tor. Maurice de Gu6rin, M. Renan, M. 
Pailleron, the most diverse French essay
ists, even in a department of effort which 
is regarded rather as a digression and 
diversion, agree in dealing quite exclu
sively with the thinking power. In this 
field, as in others, there is undoubtedly a 
great deal of inferior work done, but it 
is inferior in a different way from our 
inferior productions of the kind j it is 
pedantic, or superficial, or prosy, or stilt
ed-it is not flat, emotional, and unintel
ligent. And oftha really superior work 
it is difticult to overestimate the amount 
or the superiority. For one English or 
American, German or Italian novelist, 
feuilletoniBte chroniqueur, critic of dig
nified capacity, there are a dozen, a 
score, French ones. In Spain and Italy 
French wares visibly outnuml)er the 
native ones in the book-stores. Com
merce carries French books to as remote 
regions as it does Sheffield cutlery or 
Manchester cottonades. In America we 
have simply no notion of how in this way 
the French ideal disseminates itseH from 
Tangier to St. Petersburg. In every 
country it is an affectation to talk French j 
the dullest prig thus feels himseH at once 
artistically occupied. The whole intel
lectual movement of Latin Europe is 
French. Scientifically, of course, France 
follows the lead of the Germans, of the 
English. The eminence of M. Pasteur 
is somewhat solitary, perhaps. But sci
ence and erudition are special provinces 
of accomplishment, and it is in the de
velopment and diffusion of native intel
ligence in its general and humane as
pects that the French strength lies. H 

..... " .. .. : : 

M. Pasteur is not one of a group of 
which he is {Jrimus inter pares, as might 
have been Bald of Mr. Darwin. and as may 
perhaps be said now of Helmholz, hiS 
vogue is far greater than that of any of 
his foreign contemporaries. Millions of 
Englishmen never heard of Professor 
Huxley. Millions of Germans are igno
rant of Helmholz's existence. There are, 
in comparison, few Frenchmen, prob
ably, who do not know that M. Pasteur 
is one of "les gloires de la France." 

And the national turn for intellectual 
seriousness is as conspicuous in the peri
odical press as in literature. The press, 
in fact, is literature to a degree unknown 
in England and among ourselves. The 
" journalist" and the litterateur are not 
distinct, as one has only to read the 
journals that succeed and the journals 
that fail to perceive that they are here. 
Indeed, our most eminent "journalists, Of 

who seem now to be getting the upper
hand of the .. merely literary" writers 
and establishing themselves as a class, 
resent being confounded with the latter, 
and hold the same opinion of them as 
Mr. Cameron, of Pennsylvania. They 
address themselves very little to the in
telligence and exercise their own wits, 
which are unsurpassed, in providing at
tractive bait for that popular variety of 
gudgeon known as" the average man" 
and .. the general reader," and known to 
be endowed with only a rudimentary di
gestive apparatus for the things of the 
mind. They have a corresponding dis
regard for French journalism, to which 
.. enterprise" is unknown, and which ap
peals far more exclusively to the intelli
gence. .. A new idea every day" Emile 
de Girardin maintained was the secret 
of successful journalism; following it, he 
obtained, with Le.Petit Journal. the larg
est circulation in the world. And ideas 
are, in Paris, so far more numerous and 
fecund than are our kind of sensations. 
even manufactured sensations, that Paris 
has on an average some eighty odd daily 
papers. H the Figaro desires to be es
pecially startling. it gets M. Mirbeau, or 
M. Grandlieu, or M. Saint-Genest, to exalt 
some disquieting paradox into plausibil
ity ; it does not procure bogus interviews, 
or print a broadside of private letters, or 
invent a puerile hoaL The police-reports 
are fewer and infinitely less elaborate • 
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Names and dates are no more important 
to the interest of an actual than to that of 
an imag~ drama. The law imposes re
spect for pnvacy, but the law has the full 
support of the public, which would find 
our" Personal .. columns, our "Here and 
There," our "Men of To-day," our "So
ciety " news, and, in fine, our entire pre
occupation with vapid personality, simply 
unreadable. The gossip of the French 
press is pompous and pretentious, but 
it is not pitched in either the lackey or 
the parvenu key. Interviewing is still 
an occasional eccentricity. Whoever has 
anything interesting to say is able and 
prefers to say it himself in his own way. 
And all that is not" enterprise" is very 
much better done than with u& Criti
cism follows the movement in art, in lit
erature, and in science far more closely 
and more discreetly. Of even tolerable 
criticism we have, speaking strictly, very 
little; and the best, the very best, is apt 
to consist of the ~ciftc judgment of the 
specialist concernmg the immediate case 
in hand-a high-class and conscientious
ly executed" Guide to Bookbuyers," in 
a word ; excellent in its way, but also ela
!\uent of the lack of the humanized pub
lic, which demands real criticism-criti
cism of scope, full of generalizations, 
bringing to bear trained faculties and 
stored wisdom to the task of that eon
structive work which shows the relations 
as well as the character of its subject. 
Even in political and social discussion 
our journals show a gingerliness in deal
ing with generalization, which indicates 
clearly that it is an article suspected of 
their customers. The attitude toward 
it of the latter is evidently very much 
that of O'Connell's fish-wife to the word 
" paraJ.lelopipedon." Yet of that ampli
fication, historical allusion, elementary 
erudition, and cheap rhetorical embroid
ery which some of our suooessfuJ. edito
rial writers assimilate from their text
book, Macaulay-of that kind of writing, 
in short, which ad~ unintelligent 
admiration of the things of the mind, 
the veriest Gradgrinds of our public 
seem never to tire. Of course, the sys
tem of signing articles which obtains in 
France would prick these bubbles, were 
they blown there, but it is evident that 
the public has no taste for them. The 
French public is pleased with its own 
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follies and fatuities; it has its own super
ficiality and its own variety of provin
cialism. It suft'ers especially from that 
hypertrophy of the intelligence, chronio 
esprit, as one of the prominent but 
hardly serious journals shows in melan
choly distinction; every morning it gives 
one a picture of the mental wreck, the 
state of irresponsibility, reached by a 
concentrated and exclusive development 
of a talent for esprit, of which the first
fruits were immensely clever, but which 
culminated with the Second Empire, 
whose hollowness it had done so much 
to expose. But imagine the subscribers • 
of L'Intra'Migea1lt, or of L'.Autorite, 
reading our journals of the same grade 
of seriousness. And it is impossible to 
take upa French paper of the better class 
without being struck by the way in 
which it is written, by the security which 
the writer evidently feels in the capacity 
of his readers to understand him com
pletely, and by his equally evident con
sciousness that emotional aJ>peals, dia
lectical sophisms, ingenious beggings of 
the qnestion, insincere extenuations, im
pudent exaggerations, and the rest of 
this order of artillery which plays so 
prominent a part in our newspa,Per-war
fare, will avail him nothing if his reader 
be not in sympathy with him or his pres
entation of his case be neither BOund nor 
attractive. There is, in consequence, a 
sort of "take it or leave it" air about 
the French newspaper-article that speaks 
volumes for the intelligence of its readers. 
Its moral attitude is that of M. Halevy's 
"Insurge," to whom, even in the supreme 
crisis of mortal peril, the idea of in1lueno
ing his judges by emotional ap~ ,?r 
by sophistical distortion of a plain case, 
does not even occur. 

Very superficial observation, very 
slight introspection, suffice to assure us, 
. on the other hand, that we need not go to 
the press for illustration of the opposite 
attitude. In every circle the most sin
gular paradoxes are current. They are 
amply sustained by that ingenuity of 
dialectic which is a perversion of one's 
own and an atfront to others' intelli
gence. "Things are what they are," 
says Bishop Butler, "and the conse
quences of them will be what they will 
be. Why, then, should we desire to be 
deceived? " Simply because there are 

~ .. . .. -.. .. ........ : .. : .. .. .. .... . .. . ...... . .. : .. . 
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other considerations more valuable in 
our eyes than avoiding being duped. If 
we did not der ourselves to be duped, 
if we did not at need elaborately dupe 
ourselves, such is our idea of duty that 
conscience would not permit us to do 
certain things, an irresistible impulsion 
toward which, according to a reverend 
theory, we owe to the momentum of the 
fall of our progenitor, Adam. Either 
these things do not tempt the French
man, or his intelligence perceives their 
noxiousness, or he yields to them with 

_ his eyes open and does not seek to elude 
punishment in sophistication. Ethically 
speaking, he thus escapes cant; but he 
esca~also, in the entire moral sphere, 
the ers arising from mental confu-
sion. e feels that talking, writing, ar-
gument, cleverness, can change nothing 
in the constitution of things, that emo
tional seriousness will not transform in
tellectual levity, and consequently he 
develops no taste for that Anglo-Saxon 
passion known to him as thUe-that is to 
say, argument for argument's sake. He is 
not attracted by the supposititious. His 
mind has no Pickwickian phases. His 
triumph in a contest in intellectual dex
teri!tfI0uld be empoisoned by fear lest 
his . be taken for sincerity, and his 
mind, accordingly, supposed ingenious 
rather than acute, imaginative rather 
than sure and sound. He avoids thus 
the confusion of temper and passion in 
all discussion. Temper and passion mean 
deviation from the end in view; they 
prevent the object being seen "in itself 
as it really is ;" emotion is quite dissoci
ated with getting at that, and, therefore, 
thougb the social and artistic impulse 
leads the Frenchman to express a great 
deal of emotion at times, to become ap
parently excited in a way which would 
m our case indicate the submersion of 
the intelligence by a flood of passion, his 
emotional expression is invariably deco
rative, so to speak, rather than structural. 
Withal the French intelligence seems to 
have almost no frivolous side. The dif
ferent varieties of mental arithmetic, 
~eseing-games, puzzles, puns, spiritual
lBDl, theosophy, fanaticisms, have no at
tractions for it. It instinctively shrinks 
from all such desulto~ and futile mani
festations of the scientific spirit. When 
a famous "mind-reader," who has excited 

.: .. : 

the earnest interest of both branches of 
our great race, was in Paris, a few years 
ago, one of the papers expressed the gen
eral feeling in the suggestion that a pin 
be hid on a transport about to sail for 
Tonquin, in order that the mind-reader's 
success in finding it might be the means 
of taking him definitively away from a 
wearied public. 

Life is almost never in France taken 
en amateur, as it is so largely with us at 
the present epoch. It is taken, rather, 
en connaisseur. People do not do things 
merely from the love of them, without 
regard to their capacity for doing them. 
Every lover of literature does not make 
verses. Every lover of the drama does 
not write a play. It is not in France a 
distinction for a person of particularly 
literary tastes not to have attempted a 
novel The love of knowledge is not 
~haPS as insatiable as with us, but it 
18 infinitely more judicious. Interest in 
a wide range of subjects is not accepted 
by its possessor as the equivalent of en
cyclopmdic erudition, any more than it is 
so accepted with us by the acquaintances 
of its possessor. "Aspire to know all 
things," says M. Henan to the French 
youth; " the limits will appear soon 
enough." No American Chiron could 
wisely give such advice to our Achilleses. 
Anel to many of our universal aspirants 
the word "limits" can have really no 
meaning, since to the appetite of the 
pure amateur it has no application. The 
true connoisseur, on the other hand, the 
Frenchman, proceeds by exclusion. To 
enjoy, he needs to know; and to know, 
everyone needs to select. We get along 
very well without selecting, because even 
in the intellectual sphere it is our sus
ceptibility, rather than our intelligence, 
that seeks satisfaction. But about a 
thousand practical and positive topics 
the Frenchman, who speaks from e~
ence and examination, finds our VlewS 

speculative and immature. We who 
have enough Teutonism in us to enjoy 
the vague, and or ourselves demand only 
that it be also the vast, find him in turn 
a trifle hard, a trifle narrow, a trifle pro
fessional. He is, in fact, terribly explic
it. His exactness, were it not relieved 
by so many humane qualities, would be 
excessively unsympathetic. It is not, 
however, the exactness of the pedant. 

. ' 
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It is the precision of perfect candor and 
clairvoyance exercised on objects wholly 
within its range of vision and undis
turbed byanxie~y' as to what lies outside. 
Of that the intelligence gives no report, 
and to the Frenchman the "immediate 
beholding" of Kant and Coleridge is the 
same pure abstraction that it was to 
Carlyle. In this way, and owing to the 
professional view taken of it, life be
comes an exceedingly specialized atmir. 
It lacks the element of uncertainty. 
That of each individual is in great meas
ure prearranged. Given the circum
stances, which in France it is not diffi
cult to predict, and it may even easily 
be foretold. It will not be deflected by 
whim or fancy. Only in rare instances 
will it be transfigured by passion. The 
individual is too rational to be swerved 
by sentiment, and it is sentiment that 
is the great source of the unforeseen 
and the unexpected. 

Mr. Matthew Arnold has lately been 
praising us for our straight-thinking, or 
at all events telling his countrymen that 
our thinking is straighter than theirs. 
The compliment is a gracious one, but to 
be told that we think "straighter" than 
Englishmen ought not to make us con
ceited. A comparison of our own with 
French thinking, in this respect of 
straightness, could not fail to have a less 
flattering result. We are not, to be 
sure, like the English, handicapped by 
the dilemma of either thinking crooked
ly or else admitting that the entire con
stitution of our society, its ideals and its 
ambitions, its objects of admiration and 
of ridicule, are anomalous and antiquat
ed. But to fancy our thinking as free 
from prejudice and confusion as that of 
a 8()ciety where cant is unknown, even 
though its substitute be fatUity, would 
be clear optimism. Upon a vast body of 
intellectual matters our thinking is not 
straight because it is, in these matters, 
dependent upon certain firmly held no
tions which would be serioosly com
promised if we were not careful to keep 
one eye on them, whatever subject we 
may be dealing with at the moment. If 
I admit this in regard to A, what will be 
the eft'ect ot the admission upon the 
opinion I hold in regard to X? is a com
mon mental reflection with us when 
brought face to face with certain topics. 

This is never the mental attitude of the 
Frenchman, who looks at the matter in 
hand with absolute directness. He has 
an instinctive dislike of the confusion 
which results from thinking of more 
than one thing at a time, an instinc
tive disposition to look at it simply and 
postpone all consideration of its conse
quences-about which we are in general 
deeply concerned. He readily makes 
sacrifices to insure clearness. The 
American habit of hedging in advance 
against a possible change of opinion in 
the event of later information (a clum
sy device for avoiding the brutality of 
downrightness, much in vogue with our 
" subtler" writers) is unknown to him. 
One remarks all this in the first discus
sion among Frenchmen that he listens 
to or shares. Possibly owing in part to 
temperament, to a certain insouciance, 
to a conviction that the destinies of em
pires are not really being decided, the 
admissions made, the easy acknowledg
ment of mistake, are surprising. But, 
mainly, these phenomena are to be as
cribed to the straighter thinking of the 
French mind, to its unembarrassed 
poise, its genius for clearness, its confi
dence in itself. 

At the bottom of our own J»8culiarities 
in the matter of thinking lies certainly 
an inherited distrust in the intelligence 
working thus simply and freely. Of 
Butler's saying, before cited, namely, 
that " things are what they are, and the 
consequences of them will be what they 
will be," Mr. Arnold admirably affirms 
that "to take in and to d~t such a 
sentence as that is an education in mor
al and intellectual veracity." Every 
Frenchman is thus ~ducated, however, 
and Mr. Arnold's further remark, that 
" intensely Butlerian as the sentence is, 
Butler came to it because he is English," 
seems fantastic. He came to see the 
importance of saying it because of his 
English environment. To a Frenchman 
it is anaccepted commonplace. And, in
deed, we, if we withdraw our attention 
for a moment from the ingrained Anglo
Saxon indisposition to credit it in prac
tice, and look at the maxim, clearI, and 
straightforwardly, as at a mere intellect
ual proposition-as a Frenchman looks 
at all maxims or other arrangements of 
words in sentences-we can feel that it 
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loses something of its apparently sen
sational profundity. But in practice, 
owing to our English hereditament, we 
do not simply bring our consciousness 
to bear upon any point and, after lis
tening to its report, deem our whole 
duty discharged-even if the point be 
a maxim which we can, on close inspec
tion, perceive to be axiomatic. In prac
tice our English instinct warns us 
against being sure that things are what 
to the unaided intelligence they seem to 
be ; we have no confidence that there is 
any predetermined law governing their 
consequences; and if there be, we are 
not at all sure there is not some excel
lent reason why we should wish to be 
deceived. The entire history of the de
velopment of the British constitution, 
which we, in common with Englishmen, 
admire not more for its results than for 
the method by which these have been 
attained, is a conspicuous illustration of 
this. No more forcible example of the 
dift'erence between the French attitude 
toward the intelligence and our own 
could be adduced. The French way of 
arriving at their constitution we, in fact, 
do not recognize as a development-as, 
indeed, for the past two centuries and 
a half it has not been; the Tiers P:tat 
knew nearly as well what it wanted in 
1615 as it does to-day, and since then the 
" development" of French society has 
consisted largely in converting its intel
ligence into statutory enactments. But 
whenever we think of what little we 
know of this growth of French institu
tions it is with either contempt or com
passion for the French inability to make 
haste slowly, for their unwise hurry to 
draw the conclusion after both premises 
are settled, for then- conviction that the 
order of nature insures things being 
what they are, for their blindness to 
Burke's ingenious tabling of discussion 
in insisting that regard should only be 
had to "man's nature as modified by his 
~bits," for, in a word, their overweening 
and short-sighted confidence in the effi
cacy of the intelligence. We philoso
phize in this way about matters of large 
unportance, just as our English cousins 
do about all matters-from the blessings 
of inequality to the speciousness of the 
decimal system. 

Nothing, of course, is more foreign to 
" .. - ,. . ..... ..... ..... .. .. 
: ..... : .:~ .. ": : . .. ... .... 

the French mind than this attitude, which 
it is probably as incapable of appreciat
ing in others as of assuming itself. It 
never even affects" the humility becom
ing such doubtful things as human con
clusions," to use an English writer's 
phrase. It regards such " humility" 
very much as metaphysicians regard the 
similar distrust of the authority of con
sciousness which sometimes distreBBeB 
the beginner in psychology-as distrust, 
namely, of "the measure," in Coleridge'S 
words, "of everything else which we 
deem certain." In virtue thus of their 
taking intelligence seriously, the French 
make, it must be acknowledged, very 
much more frequent use of it than we 
do; and as nothing develops and polishes 
a quality so much as cultivation, it is not 
surprising that they strike unprejudiced 
observers as in this respect our supe
riors. Englishmen do not in the least 
mind this, as a rule. An American is 
perha~ leBS philosophic. The things of 
the mmd are more esteemed by us. We 
have more respect for professors and 
"literary fellows." And although these 
and their congeners are more numerous 
in England, and in quality also "average 
higher" there no doubt, they certainly 
make less impreBBion upon the philistine 
m88B which surrounds them, and are 
more completely a class by themselves 
than with us. Our vulgarity is of quite 
a dift'erent type from English vulgarity ; 
having no "brutalized" cl88B below it, it is 
less contemptuous, and having no " :ma
terialized " class above it, it is not obse
quious and pusillanimous. It is perhaps, 
for these reasons, louder, more full of 
swagger, more offensive; but it is manly 
and intelligent. Our rapidly increasing 
leisure class is itself felt to be more con
spicuously lacking in other qualities than 
intelligence when it is compared or, 
rather, contrasted (for of coursenothing 
can be so compared) with the British 
upper-class. On the whole, occupied in 
the main as our intelligence may be with 
purely material subjects, and ignorant as 
it may be of the importance of any others 
-deficient, that is to say, as it may be 
in culture-it is nevertheleBB one of the 
great American forces, and is respected 
as such and gloried in. The ordinary 
Englishman finds the ordinary American 
thin, sharp, stridulous, eager, and ner-

I 
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vous, but he also unquestionably finds 
him clever as well; the defects he notes 
are not defects of intelligence. 

But after all is said that need be said 
of us in this respect, and however great
ly our esteem for intelligence may excel 
that of the English, the fact remains that 
we are in no sort of danger of allowing 
this esteem to become exceBBive. We 
have nothing like the confidence in the in
telligence which the French have. It is 
one of our tools in the work of society
building. With the French it is a talis
man. We do not, in a word, begin to 
take it as seriously as the French do. 
The Frenchman would probably addreBB 
us on this subject somewhat in this wise : 
"Your intelligence is certainly agile and 
alert, especially when compared with 

. your English cousins', but you certainly 
exhibit it frivolously. No extravagance 
is too great for your thinking. You are 
constantly trying experiments in think
ing. constructing for yourselves notions 
of this and that-not at all with refer
ence to any experience, but wilfully. 
Moreover, you have an opinion upon 
every imaginable topic, and you do not 
consider it at all neceBBary to give any 
substantial reason for it. You have, it is 
true, a nervous dread of inconsistency, 
and exercise a great deal of ingenuity to 
avoid the appearance of it. But the ex
ercise of ingenuity in this way is itself 
frivolous; it demonstrates a lack of con
fidence in the intelligence as such, one 
of whose chief qualities is llexibility. 
Flexible, thus, you rarely are, though 
you are certainly, spite of all your inge
nuity, not a little variable. And it is not 
new light, but a different emotion, which 
makes you 80. Your opinions are very 
apt to be partiB priB-not, a Z'anglaiBe, 
out of habit and tradition, but out of 
pure freak and whim. You are not, in 
our sense, Bincm-e. You are, of course, 
perfectly honest, but in importing whim 
and fantasy into the domain of pure in
telligence you are not serious; you fire 
guilty of intellectual levity. You tell us 
(or, out of caution, the habit of busineBS 
reserve, civility, or what not, you do not 
tell us) your notions about ourselves, for 
example. You have at all events nohes
itation in forming opinions of the most 
positive kind as to our character, our 
manners, our art and politics. To men-

tion politics alone, you have strong 
doubts as to the continuance of the 
present republic; fancy us in danger of 
anarchy from unrestricted socialist agi
tation, yet condemn our cruelty toward 
Louise Michel; alternately predict a king 
and a Radical dictator for us ; pronounce 
us grasping in Madagascar, faithleBS in 
Tunis, pusj))anirnous in Egypt; attach 
weight to M. Bochefort's utterances; an
ticipate cabinet crises; become' humor
ous' over the unexpected duration of the 
present ministry-all without any such 
acquaintance with us, our institutions, . 
history, and present condition, as would 
be necessary really to justify you, if you 
took such matters seriousl]. in holding 
any notions at all in regard to us. You 
think a great deal. Your inte11igenceis 
very active. But you will forgive my 
frankneBB in saying that it is, to our 
sense, a shade lacking in self-respect. 
Doubtless you have some other touch
stone for discovering truth, of which we 
are ignorant, or perhaps some substitute 
for truth itself. Your inventiveneBS is 
immense. You are the people of the 
future." 

The French quick-wittedneBB, again, 
differs from our own as much as their 
straight-thinking does. Clearness is not 
more characteristic of French thought 
than celerity. The constant, unintermit
tent activity of the French conscioUBDeBS 
assists powerfully to secure this. It 
keeps the intelligence free at once from 
preoccupation and from distraction. 
With us the man who 800S quickly is apt 
not to see clearly. He is rather the man 
of imagination than of clairvoyance. He 
divines, guesses, feels, what you mean. 
He runs ahead of your thought, antici
pates it wrongly often, if the data of 
his augury as to your probable mean
ing are insufficient. Sometimes he 
makes ludicrous errors; sometimes he 
becomes very expert at concealing his 
misconceptions and appearing acutely 
sympathetic, with really very slight title 
thereto; his agility of appreciation rivals 
the artificially developed memory of the 
habitual liar. But all this is presence 
of mind rather than quick-wittedness. 
There is a perversion of the pure intel
ligence about it that is almost tragic. 
Our truly clairvoyant man sees slowly 
in comparison with the Frenchma.D, 



102 FRENCH TRAITS-INTELLIGENCE. 

though I think we may say in compar
ison with the Frenchman alone. His 
solidity of character gives him an in
stinctive dislike, an instinctive mistrost, 
of fragmentariness. He must first make 
the circuit of any object before permit
ting himself really to perceive any of its 
facets; he must redect upon its relations 
before he can realize its existence. The 
Frenchman meantime has contemplated, 
comprehended, and forgotten. Not only 
is his own intelligence singly developed, 
but he lives in an atmosphere in which 
care for the intelligence is almost ex
clusive. He is thus enabled to treat 
propositions by themselves. He does 
not ask what the propounder is driving 
at in general, before consenting to com
prehenci the specific statement at the 
moment. He would not, for examvle, 
before opening his mind to the subJect 
of national characteristics, require to 
know which ones were personally pref
erable to the chronicler and commenta
tor. In listening to a speech, in hear
ing a remark, or in reading a book or an 
article, he never inquires what are the 
maker or author's sentiments or opin
ions on cognate cardinal points. He is 
a stranger to imVulses which impel us to 
seek Mr. Darwm's views concerning a 
future life as a preliminary to even ap
prehending the principle of natural selec
tion, or the positive credo of Carlyle 
before enjoying Carlyle's destructive 
criticism of Coleridge. As to any im
portant opject of mental apprehension, 
therefore, his road is much shorter and 
his arrival much quicker. To him, at 
any rate, it would not be necessary to 
add that this involves no question of the 
relative worthiness of the two ways of 
seeing and thinking. 

But it is only the French that we find 
especia11y quick-witted, and generally we 
l-each France via England; and, remem
bering Thackeray's definition of humor 
as "wit and love," we are apt to ex
press one dift'erence between ourselves, as 
Anglo-Saxons, and the French in respect 
of intelligence as the dift'erence between 
humor and wit. Such a distinction is 
flattering to us, and it is therefore be
come classical. It has, however, to be 
strekilied to the utmost of its elastic ex
tent iu candid hands to be made to apply 
in many instances, unless by the "love," 

which to make humor Thackeray adds to 
wit, something more intense than geni
ality and evident kindliness is intended. 
And more and more this is seen to be the 
case. Few Anglo-Saxon critics nowa
days, of anything like Carlyle's insight, 
for example, would be tempted to turn 
an essay on Voltaire, the great destroyer 
of the old, bad order of things, into a 
sermon on "Persiflage." To many French 
writers it would be impossible to deny 
the possession of a subtle charm quali
fying their unmistakable wit, in a way 
which renders it very cordial and good
humored, if not humorous. Merely 
"witty," in our sense of the term, they 
certainly are not. They have an indu
bitable flavor which is, if not genial, 
assuredly kindly. Where can even an 
Anglo-Saxon laugh as he can at a French 
theatre? :Mirth-provoking qualities will, 
on the French stage, excuse any ab
surdity. " Say what you like; I admit 
it," 1rI. Francisque Sarcey, the famous 
Temps critic, repeats a hundred times, 
"Ma.is, c'est si amusant; c'est si amu
sant." An American would so speak of 
negro-minstrelsy. "Witty" is a wretched 
translation of spirituel. To be spirituel 
is to be witty in a spiritual way. It in
volves the active interposition of mind, 
and what is known as the light touch. 
Our humor does not depend upon light
ness of touch, it need hardly be said. 
A genial imagination suffices in many 
instances. Often this need only be pos
sessed by the auditor or the reader alone 
to make humor successful Heartiness, 
on one side, and good-will, on the other, 
go far toward creating it out of nothing 
sometimes. Nothing will atone for the 
lack of this in our eyes; nothing will 
atone for the lack of wit in French eyes. 
This at least it is fair to say. A French
man would find Colonel Sellers as 
ennuyeux as Paris found Dundreary. 
An Anglo-Saxon finds something cyni
cal alloying the mirth of such a master
piece as Georges Dandin; we cannot 
comfortably enjoy the ridicule of mis
fortune if it be due to stupidity rather 
than to moral error. The French atti
tude is the exact converse, and the fact 
is exceedingly instructive. 

But French lack of sympathy for our 
humor does not chiedy spring from the 
lack of this element of "love" in French 
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~, for which, indeed, it substitutes a 
fairly satisfactory geniality; nor does it 
proceed altogether from impatience with 
the voulu character of this humor, with 
its occasional heaviness of touch, its 
ceaseless vigilance for opportunities of 
exercise, its predominance of high spir
its. over mental alertness, of body over 
bouquet. It is in the main due to French 
dislike of, and perplexity in the pres· 
ence of, whatever is thoroughly fantas
tic, unscrupulously exaggerated, wil
fully obscure. To illUBtrate this distinc
tion, a better definition of humor than 
Thackeray's is quoted by his daughter 
from an aunt 01 George Eliot, who de
scribes it (wittily, not humorously) as 
"Talkin in fun while thinking in ear
nest." ~uch procedure is in the teeth of 
French habit and tradition-does vio
lence to evel French notion of right talk
ing and thi ing, When they talk in fun 
they think in fun, and when they think 
in earnest they talk in earnest. This is 
not at all inconsistent with the subtilest 
suggestion, intimation, and even a cer
tain amount 01 superficial indirectness. 
Suggestion, nevertheless, however sub
tile, is always strictly and logically in
ferrible from the statement which sug
gests and which may itself be so delicate 
as to be easily missed. And however 
superficially indirect an intimation may 
be, it is never obscure. But we look for 
the serious thinking beneath the fun in 
French wit, and it is only by long prac
tice that we come to perceive that there 
is none. " All fables have their morals," 
says Thoreau somewhere, "but the in
nocent enjoy the story." In any depart
ment of comedy the French are bound 
to seem to us "innocent" in this way. 
An Anglo-Saxon reading or witnessing 
Moliere, and inevitably associating seri
ous thinking with all merriment of any
thing like such intellectual eminence as 
Moliere's, is sure to find his amusement 
alloyed with a certain dissatisfaction. 
On the other hand, in the presence of 
English or American humor the French
man is infallibly at fault. He is accus
tomed t;c, the classification and minute 
division of a literature highly organ
ized and elaborately developed, where 
wit and philosophy have each its lrov
ince-as distinctly as history an r0-

mance, which with us are 80 frequently 

(and in Macaulay's view, it may be re
remembered, so advantageously) com
mingled. In the presence of that por
tion of our American humor which is 
unaccompanied by any "thinking in 
earnest," and which is so popular in 
England, we may perhaps excuse his per
plexity, remembering his partiality for 
lightness of touch. 

What I have been saying is merely 
another and a striking attestation of the 
French sense for proportion, order, 
clearness. French wit, like everything 
else in French character, is exercised. 
under scientifically developed condi
tions. It is never exaggerated in such 
a way as to lose its strict character as 
wit. "Smiling through tears," after the 
fashion of the English comic muse, is 
little characteristic of her French cousin. 
The French genius for measure dislikes 
uncertainty and confusion as thoroughly 
as Anglo-Saxon exuberance dislikes be
ing labelled and pigeon-holed. Thus, 
with all their play of mind, the French 
seem to us literal, almost terre-d-terre at 
times-their play of mind is manifested 
within such clearly defined limits and 
exercised on such carefully classified 
subjects. They, in turn, find us vague, 
mystic, fantastical. Our fondneBB for 
viewing things in chance and passing 
lights they share in no degree whatever. 
What they know they poBBe88. For bias, 
however brilliant, or imperfect vision, 
however luminous, they have a native 
repugnance. Therefore we find them 
frequently deficient in imagination, and 
thus even lacking in their great specialty 
of appreciation, apprehension, acute ob
servation. Me Taine's criticism of Oar
lyle, for example, appears to us the very 
essence of misappreciation. Me Taine is 
quite blind to that overmastering side 
of Oarlyle's genius, his humor. He takes 
him too seriously, and not seriously 
enough; he takes him literally. At once 
we say to ourselves, nothing that this 
critic can say of Oarlyle can have real 
interest and value. And we err on our 
side; M. Taine can hel]> us to see how 
necessary Oarlyle's gemus is to preserve 
from triviality, from me:r:ely passing in
terest, all that e~geration and fantas
ticality which are lust as characteristio 
of him R8 his genius and humor. 

On the other hand, it is in virtue, 
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rather than in spite of their distaste for 
mysticism, that the French display such 
a rare quality for dealing with subjects 
whose native realm is the border-land 
between the positive and the metaphys
ical. Here their touch is invariably 
delicate and intuitively just. They pre
fer the positive; they deal with the meta
physical positivel)" or not at all-witne88 
Pascal, witness Descartes, witneBB the 
deists of the Encyclopllldia, witness Mi
chelet's definition of metaphysics as 
" I'm de s'ega.rer avec methode." But 
they show immense tact, which can only 
come from highly develo~ intelligence 
unmixed with emotion, m treating that 
entire range of topics the truth concern
ing which seems 80 accessible and is yet, 
as experience and candor warn us, 80 
elusive--the nebulm lying, as it were, 
within the penumbra of perception, 
neither quite outside its range in the 
clear light, nor wholly within the shad
ow where search is as stimulating to the 
imagination as it is otherwise barren. 
The field of thought, where the light 
tonch is the magician's wand that opens 
the mind, though it affords little actual 
sustenance, and that fortifies the jndg
ment in keeping it within bounds; wbere 
plump statements and definite opinions 
are out of place ; where the logical con
clusion is divined to be incomplete and 
misleading; where scores of practical 
questions concerning love, marriage, 
manners, morals, criticism are to be dis
cussed without dogmatism, and the 
clearest view of them is seen to have 
qualifications-the field, in fine, of airy 
and avowed paradox, wbere any emotion 
is an impertinence and any hard and 
fast generaliza.tion an intrusion, belongs 
almost wholly to the French. This field 
they never mistake for the positive. 
They are no more unconsciously vague 
here than in the positive field. They 
treat fancifulneSB fancifully. They pre
serve all their perspicacity in dealing 
with it. Some refinement of the intelli
gence secures them against the imposi
tion of illusion, and enables them to en
joy and illustrate its art. 

The passion for clea.rne88 appears no
where more manifest than in the French 
language itself, the clea.rne88 of which is 
a commonplace. It is for this reason, 
rather than because it is the earliest 

settled European idiom, and because of 
French preponderance in European af
fairs, that it is the language of diploma
cy. It is impossible to be at once cor
rect and obscure in French. Expressed 
in French, a proposition cannot be am
biguous. ~y. ~ven collocation of 
words has a signiticance that is certain. 
Permntation of words means a change 
of ideas. Spanish may have more rhe
torical variety; English a choice be
tween poetic and prose phraseology; 
German may state or, rather, "shadow 
forth" more profundity; Italian be 
" richer," as the Italians, who find them
selves constrained in French, are always 
saying ; the synthetic languages may ex
press more concisely certain nuance8 of 
thought and feeling. None of them is 
80 precise as the French. And this is 
far from being felt as a defect by the 
French themselves. One of Victor Hu
go's chief titles to fame is his accom
plishment in moulding the French lan
guage to his thought, in developing its 
elasticitl by making it say new things. 
This is mdeed, perhaps, the only one of 
his accomplishments that may be called 
unique. It is universally ascribed by 
Frenchmen to the miracle of Hngo's 
genius. It at any rate belongs to no 
other of the romanticists who, whatever 
violence they did to traditions of pro
priety, worked with the old, time-hon
ored tools. Alfred de Musset and Keats 
are often compared. They have indeed 
many traits in common. English stylists, 
admitting at once with Mr. Lowell that 
Keats is .. overIanguaged," neverthele88 
do not hesitate to find in his luxuri.a.nt 
freedom, and even his license of tropical 
intensity, one of his most distinguished 
merits. In MUSBet's case an eminent 
French critic, who "hesitates less and 
leBB," he says, to term MUBBet the great
est of French poets, is specially im
pressed by the correctness, the propriety, 
of MUBBet's diction, the grace and power 
which he exhibits within the lines of 
conventional grammar. Boileau could 
reproach him with nothing. His past 
definites-where Racine himself is weak 
-are all right. In other words, his pre
cision is faultless; and whereas this 
would be nothing in a mere grammarian, 
in a poet of Musset's spiritual quality it 
is deemed a merit simply transcendent--
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so easy is it to give the reins to one's 
aftlatus, and so be hurried beyond the 
limits of that perfection of style which, 
whatever else may be present, is abso
lutely essential to the truest distinction. 
One sees at once how different the point 
of view is from our own. One appre
ciates how the French language itself, 
with such an ideal as this, conduces to 
the measure of the French temperament, 
the clearness of the French mind. 

"La Raison," says Voltaire, "n'est pas 
prolixe." And whether or no the litera
ture in which this admirably clear lan
guage is embodied is as important to 
mankind as other modern literatures, the 
most superficial study of it reveals the 
source of that terseness, for which it is 
known, even of the ignorant, to be re
markable, in its devotion to the qualities 
of the intelligence rather than to those 
of the imagination. Inspired by and 
appealing to the intelligence more exclu
sively than any other literature, it rarely 
sins by elaborateness, which is due to 
the elrosa of thought, or by an abruptness 
and inelegance whose conciseness is by 
no means inconsistent with obscurity. 
It is thus full without being fragmentary. 
Inelasticity of form is not a concomitant 
of its condensation of substance. It is 
neither vague in idea nor ejacu1atory in 
expression. Bom a Frenchman, Emer
son, who would surely lose no essential 
conciseness in a larger sweep and freer 
flow of phrase, would have been as great 
a writer as he is a thinker. As for that 
fulness which is rather overexplicit than 
fragmentary, and which is indeed rather 
thinness than fulness, which in every 
relation but that of pupil to teacher is 
so relentlessly fatiguing, and of which 
we enjoy a surfeit in pulpit, platform, 
press, periodical, and private conversa
tion, it simply does not exist in France. 
Such analogues of it as do exist are re
warded with" the esteem in which all 
bores are held in a country whose night
mare is ennui. Nothing says more for 
French intelligence. Nothing says more 
for our own preference of instruction to 
intelligence than the opposite attitude 
on our part, which prompts the accept
anee of much that is stale and flat in the 
hope that somehow it may be found not 
wlWUy unprofitable. 

And French definiteness, like any 

other illustration of rounded and com
plete perfection, has great charm for 
persons of a quite different temperament 
and training. Take as an instance, 
among the multitude it would be easy to 
cite, the conspicuous one of so thorough 
an EngJjshmaD as Mr. John Morley in 
his character of publicist and critic. The 
direct influence of French Encyclopm
dism upon European thought has per
haps ceased to be powerful; but as one 
of the chief lights of that English school 
whose ~erformance is probably mainly 
responSlble for thelate Karl Hillebrand's 
opinion that the English at present en
joy the intellectual supremacy in Europe, 
Mr. John Morley is an interesting illus
tration of the indirect in1lnence which 
the methods and mental habits of French 
rationalism still exert. Spite of a thor
oughly English temperament and train
ing, Mr. John Morley's study of the 
French rationalistic epoch, upon which 
he is the authority in English, induces 
him to find it "a really singular trait" 
in Burke that "to him there actually 
was an element of mystery in the cohe
sion of men in societies, in political 
obedience, in the sanctity of contract." 
This is certainly a striking instance of 
the potency of the French influence in 
favor of clearness. But we have all felt 
its power and the ex:hi1a.ration which 
comes from submitting to it-aU of us 
who have come in contact with it. There 
is something stimulating to the faculties 
in withdrawing them from exercise in 
the twilight of mysticism and setting 
them in motion in the clear day, and, to 
cite Mr. Morley again, upon" matter 
which is not known at all unless it is 
known distinctly." About many things 
and in many ways a man fond of France 
and French traits easily gets into the 
same mode of thinking. Yet there is 
hardly anything less characteristic of the 
Anglo-Saxon genius than this purely 
rationalistic habit of mind. We are, as 
a rule, a thousand times nearer to Burke 
than to his critic in native sympathy, 
and the idea that there is actually an 
element of mystery in the cohesion of 
men in societies seems far from singu
lar to U& We not only have a tendency 
toward the mysticism so foreign to the 
French mind and temper, but we main
tain as a distinctly held tenet the wisdom 
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of taking account of the unaccountable, 
and find French completeness incom
plete in this, to our notion, vitslly impor
tant regard. But it would be difficult to 
convince a Frenchman of this wisdom. 
The rationality of considering only those 
phenomena of which the origin and laws 
are discoverable, of eliminating the ele
ment of confusion introduced into every 
discussion by taking, with Wordsworth, 
"blank misgivings" for" the fountain
light of all our day," accords with his 
notion of wisdom far more closely. Car
dinal Newman's remark, which we find so 
happy, to the effect that afterloU have 
once defined. your terms, an cleared 
your ground, au argument is either need
less or useless, seems to him curiously 
amiss. Then, he thinks, is the very time 
for argument, when the terms have been 
defined and the ground cleared, so that 
candor and clairvoyance may without ob
struction be brought to bear upon those 
natural or social phenomena which will 
always seem different to different minds 
until, in this way, the science of them is 
attained. " But you are not in search 
of the science of things, you others," he 
adds; "in virtue of your turn for poetry 
and your love of mysticism you are, as 
your Wordsworth says, 'creatures mov
ing about in worlds not realized,' where 
argument is either useless or needleBB; 
and when you do descend to the practi
cal and the actual your mysticism ac
companies you, even into this realm ; and 
even in occupying yourselves with so 
actual and practical a matter 88 social 
and political reform you refuse, with 
your Burke, to consider man's nature 
except as 'modifiedbyhishabits,' which, 
in your fancy, have some mysterious 
sanction. You wonder that we know 
so little of your greatest modem poet 
and your greatest publicist. In literal 
truth they can be of no service to us. 
They are too irrational themselves, and 
they are too contemptuous of merely 
rational forces." There is indeed little 
in either Burke or Wordsworth to appeal 
to the French mind, and the fact itself is 
88 significant as a chapter of analysis. 

Let us not take Burke or Wordsworth 
as witness of the insufficiency of the 
human intelligence, however. Let us 
take the clairvoyant Frenchman himself, 
and let us select two such wholly differ-

'-. 

ent witnesses 88 the late Ximenes Dou
dan and M. Taine-the sympathetic and 
the scientific critic, the ~ delicGl 
and the incisive and emdite scholar. 
They are quite in accord. "We cannot 
get along without vague ideas, and an 
able man who has only clear ideas is a 
fool who will never discover anything," 
says M. Doudan. "When the Frenchman 
conceives an object," says M. Taine, 
" he conceives it quickly and distinctly, 
but he does not perceive it as it really 
is, complex and entire. He sees por
tions 01 it only, and his ~ption of 
it is discursive and superficiaL" Thus, 
even in the sphere of the intelligence, 
we find that discovery and perception 
are not always, even in French eyes, the 
fruits of French clairvoyance. Never
theleBB, nothing is more idly self-indul
gent for us whose defects lie in quite 
other directions than to dwell on the 
def~mtheFrenchqualibofclearn~; 
the French criticisms of clearness them
selves, while they illustrate the quality 
in being made at all, and thus triumph
ing over prejudice, may be said to illus
trate also its defect in being a little too 
simple and definite. Truth never shows 
herself to mortals except by glimpses ; 
concentration and intensity of attention 
at these moments tend to create forget
fuln~ of their number and variety
that is, perhaps, all we can truthfully 
say. It may be impossible to be clear 
without being limited, but it is entirely 
poBBible to be limited without being 
clear. Limitation belongs rather to the 
conscious exclusion of essentially vague 
topics; clearness, to the unconscious 
operation of the spirit of order and sys
tem. "Clearness," says M. Doudanhim
self, "not only helps us to make our
selves understood; it serves also 88 a 
demonstration to ourselves that we are 
not being led astray by confused con
ceptions," When we consider much 
of our oversubtile writing, two things 
are plain-first, that there is an unin
telligent awJ..-wardness of expression, and, 
second, that there is an unintelligent 
confusion of ideas. Reduced to coher
ence, the meaning is often discovered 
to be very simple. And the meaning is, 
after all, what is significant. Yet the 
emotion associated with its discovery 
bas so heated and fused a fancied new 
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truth that it is distorted to the writer's we can see that French clearness by no 
own view, and he sees it far larger than means necessarily means limitation, but 
it is-,he sees it unintelligently. French implies a prodigious amount of work 
writing is so different from ours in this done, of rubbish cleared away, a long 
regard-it is such easy reading, in a journey of groping victoriously con
word-that, recalling Sheridan's" mot," cluded, and the slough in which our 
we are forced to perceive that it may over-subtilty is still struggling left far 
have been hard writing, after all, in- behind. ClearneBS I Do we not all 
stead. of merely due to limited vision. know what a badge of intelligence it is ; 
About, in his" Alsace," prettily reminds how wearily we strive to attain it; how 
Sarcey of a time when he had not" Ie tra- depreBSingly we fail ; how, when we sue
vail facile, l'esprit rapide, et la main sdre ceed, we feel a consciousneBS of triumph 
comme aujourd'hui." M. Sarcey's style and of power? Admit its limitations. 
is lim~idity itself; and when we consider The French apotheosis of intellect has 
what Ideas, what nuances, what infinite its weak side. But it argues an ideal that 
delicacy, are disguised in this limpidity, is immensely attractive because it is 
and in that of others comparable to it, perfectly distinct. 

AT EVENING. 

By Graham R. Tomson. 

How will it fare with us when we are old? 
Shall we, through gathering grayneBS and dull rain, 
Grieve that the red leaves fall and bloBBOms wane? 

Shall we, indeed, through mists of time behold 
Our yOllth's lost picture limned on gleaming gold? 

Ah, no-well gone is all past joy and pain
No more, for April hours and fancies fain, 

Our souls shall crave dead dreams and tales untold. 

Il we could choose what boon the years might bring, 
Should we not ask that age might proft'er peace? 

No more the doubt and deep unrest of Spring; 
But woods unstirred by wind of wavering wing, 

The quietude of gray, untroubled seas, 
And still, green meadows hushed at evening. 



JAPANESE ART, ARTISTS, AND ARTISANS. 

By WiJliam Blrot Griffis. 

.AP AN is the land 
of surprises. 
Among things 
unexpected none 
strikes the visitor 
or resident more 
than the environ
ment of art and 
its makers. One 
sees that the love 

of the beautiful bas penetrated to the 
lowest classes, that taste is highly refined, 
that a long perspective of history bas 
given a background out of which exqui
site flowers of genius have bloomed, that 
the very shape of the fingers seen, lit
erally, "on every hand," suggests deli
cacy and cunning skill; yet where are 
the factories and studios? Inside the 
dwellings, where are the bronzes, porce
lain, and bric-a-brac? The house and 
living rooms, devoid of what we imagine 
to be furniture, suggest simplicity it
self. Barely are articles of virtu visi
ble. The whole cast of civilization 
suggests extreme frugality, if not pov
erty. One wonders how Europe and 
America can be so filled with exquisite 
works of art, once exported from, but 
now no longer to be . easily duplicated 
in, "Everlasting Great Japan." 

These impreesions, so often expressed 
by others, were shared by the writer 
seventeen years ago, when he first trod 
the soil of the Honorable Country. 
One year's life as a lone foreigner in a 
daimio's castle town, and three years in 
the national capital, with much travel
ling and many visits to palaces, temples, 
feudal mansions, and artists' homes, did 
not greatly dull the edge of surprise. 
Then, the richly stocked shops and fac
tories in the treaty ports, 1lamboyant 
with the gay daubs and over-decorat
ed wares which sell well abroad. had 
scarcely more than a beginning. Then, 
the subdivision of labor, now increas
ingly practised, and the crass products 
of prison toil were unheard of. The 
emblazonry of paper fans, umbrellas, 
and wall-hangings, which make perpet-

ual red sunsets in our sea-shore taber
nacles, bad but begun. 

Things were normal, and the Holy 
Country bad been but recently defiled 
by the alien. The collector, purchas
ing agent, and specially accredited em
issary of museum and publisher were 
not then in the land. 

Yet the art, the artist, and the arti
BanS were there. Gradually one was 
able to discover the foundries and ate
liers, and to ferret out the secrets and 
learn the curious vocabulary of the 
handicraftsmen. When familiar with 
the sword-wearing gentlemen and the 
intelligent merchants, the appreciative 
lover of art could carry temptation to 
their pride and often to their pockets, 
and thus win many a rare curio. 

One found that these high-bred folks 
were averse to vulgar display, or to 
what might tempt the tax-collector or 
the spy-that natural and relentless 
parasite of Japanese feudalism. There 
were many causes tending to simplicity 
of domestic interiors besides poverty. 
There was the ever-present dread of fire 
-"the flower of great Yedo "-in which 
city a day passing without a conflagra
tion was a novelty amounting to a na
tional event. No fire-insurance com
pany existed, and the stream thrown on 
a blaze by the hand-engines borne on 
men's shoulders, and filled with buckets 
and dippers could hardly outrival a 
Chinese laundryman in the act of sprink
ling clothes. Hence, nearly all valu
ables, and especially art treasures and 
heirlooms, were kept insured in the dozo, 
a fireproof storehouse attached to every 
dwelling of importance. This fireproof 
building, made of timber coated with a 
foot of mud and bard-finish of ,laster, 
contained "bidden treasures 0 dark
neSB" in the form of lacquer, ivory, crys
tal, porcelain, pottery, bronze, books, 
toys, and robes. 

The fine-art store, such as one still 
sees in the inland cities, is a modest 
affair in one or two rooms, probably 
half the stock being exposed at one 
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time. The proprietor sits before his 
brazier, in which a ball or two of the 
clay - and - charcoal powder smoulders, 
and will furnish a friendly and gra
tuitous cup of tea to all callers. He 
wipes tenderly the crystal you aak to 
see, and seems personally attached to 

II III 
An Art Sto.. In Japan. 

each of his darling tea-pots, candle
sticks, or pen-holder cases, as to a 
child. Far from showing any eagerness 
to sell, the old-time dealer, in what for
eigners irreverently dub "curios," ap
peared loath to part with his wares. A 
sale seemed to grieve him, despite the 
thanks and profuse compliments show
ered on you for honoring his "hut" 
with your "exalted .. presence. There 
is the richly pictured screen, with a 
.. water-brow mountain.. or beetling
precipice-eea-and-ship picture, or "the 
autumn views of many trees;" the We
mono, or hanging wall-pictures, with 
poem in caligraphic characters, or with 
bamboo and stanza; the rare old pot
tery, with the signature or seal of "Mr. 
Old Ink" upon it, while the drinking
cup's inscription reads, "Everything (lit
erally, one hundred things) goes just as 
we please; " while to the discerning eye 
every shape, design, border-decoration, 
or figure is suggestive, or even eloquent, 
of the ideas and lore of Asiatic human
ity, of its literature, religion, and inter
pretation of nature. No art in any land 
18 more symbolic and suggestive than 
that of Japan, despite the plea of the 

linguists that the language and people 
are devoid of imagination of the Aryan • 
standard. 

I remember vividly my first call, and 
subsequent visits, at a gentleman's house 
in Fukui, and the contrast. On first 
entering his ZMhilci, or parlor, despite 

its neatness, the de
licious Echizen tea, 
served with exqui
site grace by his 
pretty daughters, 
and the elegan t 
dress and manners 
of all present, my 
amazement at the 
bareness and seem
ing poverty was 
flavored with mild 
disgust. On a sub
sequent visit, after 
tea, the talk ran on 
art. Presto! the 
black eyes gleamed, 
and the host's hands 
wereclapped. "You 
would really like to 
see my miserable 

collection 1" was aaked. The servant, re
sponsive to the hand-clap, in lieu of a bell, 
was given the storehouse key, and then 
disappeared. Soon the mat 600r was 
piled and littered with box, roll, bag, and 
C88e. Out of yellow muslin wrappings, 
silken napkins, gold brocade bags, and 
crape cloths, issued gems of art, in gold, 
ivory, crystal, lacquer, porcelain, and 
bronze, that made me wild with delight. 
The operation of getting out some of 
the host's special treasures reminded me 
of the process of unwrapping a mummy. 
One article, with apparently as many 
skins as properly belong to an onion, 
was finally resurrected from its sacred 
darkness, and with amazing reverence 
laid on the dai, or stand. Shades of 
Benjamin Franklin! it looked for all 
the world like his black "two-penny 
porringer" displaced by his beloved 
Deborah's china bowl, and immortalized 
in his autobiography. Had it been put 
up at auction by my host, verily I should 
not have bidden, at the highest, beyond 
a five-cent nickel That, however, was a 
historical gem, the pride of his collec
tion ; and, I am not sure but he claimed it 
to have been moulded by Giyoji, who in-
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troduced the potter's-wheel, over a mil
lennium ago. The date of its birth in fire, 
from the kiln, lay back in I know not 
what age; for the year-periods, so famil
iar to my host's tongue, had then to my 
ears about 88 much meaning 88 the taps 
of a drum. Now, the "Flower of Litera
ture," the "Heavenly Peace," "Civiliza... 
tion with Enlightenment," and the other 
names of the Japanese segments of cen4 

turies serve, when rattled 011: to awaken 
at least interest enough to send me to 
the kindly reference-book. Often have 
I thus learned that "a bit of old Sat
suma, at least five hundred years old," 
was, 88 the stamp revealed, decorated in 
Tokio, which got its name in 18691 while 

. a bronze brazier, catalogued as "three 
thousand years old," shows the truthful 
Gol'OZ8.'S mark cut in our own century. 

Before leaving my host, I had be
come acquainted with his tastes and re
sources, which in native art were am
ple, and learned a lesson often repeated. 
Before foreign commerce began, nine
tenths of Japan's art treasures were be.
bituaUy kept out of daylight and locked 
up in fireproof safes, in which the only 
thing of iron was the lock and staple. 

It was not uncommon, however, for 
gentlemen to meet together and enjoy 
the products of local artists and artisans, 
and to compare notes 
and criticisms. The 
unique institution of 
eha no yu (tea and hot 
water), which, proba
bly more than any
thing else, developed 
the porcelain industry 
in the archipelago of 
Japan, served also 88 a 
school for the produc
tion of, and education 
~, native art. China 
and Japan drink tea, 
and the starting-point 
of their fictile art is 
the tea-cup (to which 
we barbarians have 
added a handle) with 
the cover or lid (which 
Europeans have turned upside-down, 
and made into a saucer), even 88 the 
rice-bowl is perhaps the original unit 
of their pottery. In Corea, speaking 
broadly, no tea is raised or drunk; and 

Corea h88 no porcelain, though of old, 
even 88 the Arab sailors tell us and her 
tombs reveal, famous for her pottery. 
The aha no yu, or tee.-making ceremony, 
is an elaborate social ritual. It was in
vented, so it is said, by the great Taik6 
in the sixteenth century, to turn away 
the thoughts of his men of war from 
arms to polite etiquette-two things for 
which the Japanese have a genius. Per
petual peace was to be kept by means of 
artistic grace and enthusiasm in msthet
ice. This peaceful policy failed of its 
original purpose, but it gave a mighty 
impulse to the ceramic art, which was 
set on a firm basis when Taiku's gener
als invaded Corea and by his orders 
transferred, not only the Corean potters, 
but almost the entire national industry 
to Japan. 

In old Japan there were no academies, 
large ateliers, or picture-sellers, 88 in 
Europe. Each painter had his studio 
in his home, and was assisted by wife, 
children, pupils, retainers, or relatives; 
or he went off to spend weeks or months 
at the monasteries, temples, or feudal 
mansions, filling orders for patrons. 
Some of the most famous basked in the 
sunshine of the imperial court, enjoying 
showers of gold; while others gained the 
aureole of immortal fame, roaming, slow-

Inlpecti.,. Art Treuure •• 

ly and miserably, from place to place. 
The schools founded by, and the tra
ditions of, these old masters are still 
mighty in Japan. Not a few artis~ who 
gain a respectable living, and even fame, 
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depend almost entirely on copying the 
sketches or models handed down from 
the past. Instead. of finding stimulus 
in improvement, or inspiration in nature, 
they continually reproduce the same 

Artiot at Work. 

stock of ideas and set of symbols. A 
friend of mine, calling on a T6kil) artist, 
criticised a peculiar and unnatural treat
ment of the horse's joints and limbs, 
asking why the artist did so. " Oh," re
plied the man of brushes and pigments, 
with a tone of protest, " the master -
always did so." 

So far as I know, however, the better 
class of painters sketch from nature. 
The freshly plucked spray of blossoms, 
the potted plant, the bird or insect actu
ally caught and caged, or the real crane 
in Bight or feeding in the rice-field., is 
their true original. On one occasion, 
wanting to have some sprays of the 
deep-sea "glass plant," or Hyalonema 
mirabiliB, so mounted in a lacquered 
stand that their jewel-like sheen would 
be visible, I gave an order for a dai, or 
stana, to a gold-lacquerer in Fukui, 
stating that I wished its design to be 
a sunrise on the rocks at the sea-side. 
He at once repaired to Mikuni, the near 
marine village, and sketched the cliffs, 
rocks, ocean-waves, and rising sun; af
ter which he reproduced his India-ink 
sketch in gold and varnish. 

The screen is a household article, 
nearly ubiquitous, and has the advantage 
of presenting many panels for a series 

of pictures, such as Heaven, Earth, and 
Air; Rock, Cloud, and Water; Youth, 
Middle Life, and Old Age ; Deer and ~ 
pIe, Tiger and Bamboo, Rain and Spar
row, and other associated ideas so dear 

to the Japanese eye 
and mind. In the 
picture on this page 
the artist's assist
ants, with mulber
ry-bark paper and 
rice-paste, prepare 
the panels, while 
the wife is busy on 
the sheets of silk, 
and the daughter 
grinds colors. 
Taking his place on 
the door, without a 
mall-stick, but with 
two brushes in his 
hand, he sketches 
Spring and Au
tumn, as typified in 
the plum-blossoms 
and full-blown 

chrysanthemum. Immobility and Mo
tion, shown by rocks and dower, the 
couplets of Bird and Grass, Moon and 
Hare, or the triplet Plum, Bamboo, 
and Pine, quickly appear under his 
facile brush. The rich costume of the 
artist and his family, and the general 
air of comfort and luxury, hardly rep
resent the average historical fact, for 
most artists were poor. In the old 
days of feudalism they lived in the dai
mios' capitals, or clustered in Kioto or 
Yedo. Now they are most numerous 
in the modern capital of the mikado, and 
the most prosperous artists are those 
who deign to draw designs for deco
rators, or serve, with a salary, under 
the manufacturing corporations which 
are rapidly centralizing art and labor. 
When, however, an artist is invited out 
to display his achievements, for a con
sideration, he dons his best clothes and 
expects a fair equivalent for his fine 
phrensy. 

The aspects of nature which the Jap
anese artist studies lovingly are not like 
the glacier-polished and drift-deposit
ed landscapes of Northern Europe and 
America. Volcanic and alluvial forma
tions are most common in this Pacific 
archipelago, and though the traditions 
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of Chinese and Corean masters sway 
his brush, the Japanese artist repro
duces with commendable faithfulness 
many of the moods of nature. The na
tional tenderness of appreciation, and 
sentimental interest in nature, as mir
rored in ancient poems and belles-lettres, 
dates from the primeval period, when 
the Sunrise Land was fresh to the new 
dwellers amid its wonders. The wrinkled 
bills, multitudinous valleys, lava-cones, 
mountain-ranges, waterfalls, and vegeta
ble forms lend easily the lines which can 
be made to appear in lacquer paintings. 
In the typical gold-lacquerer's sketch on 
this page, as furnished by t1!-e graphic 
artist, the peerless Fuji dwarfing into 
insignificance the thatched cottages, the 

assistant. The thatched" moon-viewing 
chamber," or "cottage of outlook," the 
stone lantern, "to give light during the 
long dark night," the wicket gate and 
hedge, the rustic bridge, the Mandarin 
ducks, or love-birds-emblems of wedded 
joy, the storks-living prophets of lon
gevity, the smoothly worn' paths, the 
well-curb and rope-bucket, are there, all 
suggesting man's enjoyment in, and har
mony with, natUre. Perspective and 
Western artistic requirements are sub
ordinated to the form required for the 
gold-lacquerer's art. With varnish, 
metal, and color he will translate the 
India-ink sketch into a superb picture 
finished in burnished gold. 

Based on the graphic and pictorial 

Land~ Sketch for Oni,n in Gold Lacquer. 

wild fowls of the air, and the scant cul- .arts are those arts decorative in which 
tivation, suggest the sparsely settled Japan excels. The noblest of these, and 
regions remote from cities, and tell of of purely native origin and develop-
8Olitude--man alone amid nature, and ment, is that of lacquering. The mate
his puny power over her. An art sym- rials for writing, household furnishing, 
hoI (p. 118), nearly the reverse, narrates and personal adornment, with articles 
its story without words, but in a suffi- of civic ceremony and war, furnish the 
cient language of its own. This is a chief fields for the display of the finer 
San-sui picture, having in it, as the term artistic achievements; though large 
denotes, mountains and water. Nature surfaces, such as doors, ceilings, frames 
is still here, but tamed and made man's and panels, vehicles, and even ships, are 
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lacquered. The varnish Bows drop by 
drop from the Rhll,8 vernicifera trees, 
which are usually planted on soil other
wise worthleBB, since they are of slow 
growth. The sap is quite poisonous, 
and acts on the human system very 
much as the poison-ivy of our own for
ests. Americans living in Japan, and 
ignorant of the properties of fresh lacq
uer, after handling it, or even staying 
in the room where mantel-pieces or 
doOl'S have been treated, soon begin to 
feel a prickly sensation on the face and 
hands. The discomfort increasing, the 
victim finds himself next morning with 
eyes closed, or nearly 80, cuticle harsh, 
dry, and red, and visage resembling a 
prize-tighter's fresh from the ring. 

V()l.. In-u 

Many have to take to 
bed. The Japanese tell 
a story about the most 
poisonous sort, saying 
that three men are re-
quired to gather it. Af
ter saying their prayers, 
and bidding their friends 
farewell, one man rushes 
at the tree and with a 
blow of his axe cuts a 
gash. The second man 
dashes in with spout and 
bucket, to tap the trunk. 
The third, after due 
waiting, carries the 
gathered sap away. Af
ter prolonged treatment 
of the gray viscous mass, 
by agitation in the air, 
coloring, and processes 
often secret, the varnish 
is ready for use. When 
properly applied, the 
coating, which is put on 
wood, metal, and other 
substances, resists hot 
and cold water, and most 
liquids liable to come 
in contact with house
hold utensils. Wood is 
the favorite substance 
employed for the best 

. results in ali, and for 
the most common as well 
as special UReS. 

The art dates histori
cally from the seventh 
century, though tradi

tion assigns its birth to the ages when al
manacs, clocks, and writings had not yet 
arrived from the Asian mainland. Not a 
few articles now in national or private 
museums are, by documentary evidence, 
over one thousand vears old. The differ
ence between the hest and the cheapest 
ware is manifest to the trained eye at 
once, while Father Time takes especial 
delight in showing the vanity of imi
tation, and the ahiding honor of good 
workmanship. The baRer soli, made by 
the scamp workman who dislikes troub
le, by the cheat, the prison-labor con
tractor, or the honest Cheap John, has 
from one to three coats laid on the 
wood, or other basic material, which 
has been primed, or covered with rice-
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paste, persimmon 
juice, or Mino 
paper, and is fin
ished with or 
without polish
ing. The finer 
and costlier 
grades have from 
five to fifty coats, 
with an amazing 
amount of grind
ing, polishing, 
drying, and man
ipulation between 
applications. By 
a strange para
dox lacquer must 
dry in dampness, 
else it will run 
and stick. Hence 

Lacquer Artist. and Oryine Clolet . 

in every Cruilhi-ya there must be a closed 
cupboard of rough wood well moistened 
or even saturated with water. The coat
ing dries more quickly in summer than 
in winter, and the best drying is done 
within a narrow range of temperature. 

A lacquerer's workshop, once provid
ed with the graphic artist's designs 
and the prepared sap, is very simple in 
equipment. The decorator traces, with 
a fine brush made of rat's-hair, an out
line of the subject on the reverse side of 
the design. This may be t~e wild-goose 

coal fire 10 "'eep it dry. Laying it, while 
wet, on the surface of the tray or box, 
he rubs the dry side with a spatula of 
whalebone, and is usually able to get 
twenty impressions from the one out
line, which he has kept damp by holding 
it over the fire. In real gold lacquer the 
virgin dust from the mines is used ; but 
usually silver, tin, or alloy dust is liberally 
employed. In the cheap varieties the me
tallic powder is mixed with lacquer, and 
applied with a brush, as seen in the upper 
picture on this page. Here, the artist, 

with hare's-hair 

WI.hin" Mixin" and Mouldini Porcelain Clay. 

brush, holding 
his little palette 
on the back of his 
left hand, is fill
ing out the pat
tern. The small 
boy or apprentice 
is grinding and 
polishing with 
camellia-wood 
charcoal, ground 
whetstone, or 
deer-horn pow
der, the tool be
ing a charcoal 
stick, or hard, 
smooth stone. 
The damp closet 

and the autumn grass, the lca-cho (flow
er and bird), bamboo and moonlight, 
Fuji-yama, peony, landscape, or marine 
view. For this rough sketch he uses 
lacquer, which he heats over a hot char-

for drying has on its shelves articles in 
various stages of completion. 

In old feudal days, when nearly 
every daimio, or lord of an important 
fief, had his court-lacquerer, a set of 
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The Firot Finn, of the VAM. 

household furniture and toilet utensils 
was part of the dowry of a noble lady. 
On the birth of a daughter it was com
mon for the lacquer artist to begin the 
making of a mirror-case, a poem wash
ing-bowl, a cabinet, a clothes-rack, or a 
chest of drawers, often occupying from 
one to five whole years on a single arti
cle. An inro, or pill-box, might require 
several years for perfection, though 
small enough to go mto a fob. By the 
time the ;young lady was marriageable 
her outfit m lacquer was superb. Of the 
twenty-eight most 
famous lacquer 
artists of Japan, 
the majority flour
ished in Yedo, 
where the wealth 
of art in this line 
of achievement 
was, up to the time 
of the abolition of 
the compulsory 
residence of the 
feudal lords, sim
ply amazing. Fire, 
civil war, the dis
solution of feudal
ism, and, most of 
all, an entirely new 
knowledge of the 
value of time, have 
placed the old art almost among those 
said to be "lost." 

Nearly all the most famouslacquerers 
of Tokio are now very old men. Wa
tanabe Tosen, seven years ago, spent 

many months in 
finishing for the 
empress a tobac
co-box, ten by six 
and eight inches 
in dimensions; 
but the average 
workman now 
cares more for the 
making of money 
than for fame, 
while the old spur 
of loyalty no more 
provokes to noble 
achievement. 
Lacquerers now 
earn from twenty 
cents to one dol
lar and a quarter 

a day. If, however, one is willing to pay 
and to wait, it is stoutly affirmed that as 
good products as those made a century 
ago can still be obtained. He who gives 
an order for such works as those which, 
after the Vienna Exposition, endured 
scatbless a fourteen months' baptism in 
salt water by the wreck of the French 
steamer Nil, or which, reduced to ashes, 
will yield nuggets of gold, must have 
patience and a long :{>urse. 

The Ja~ese artisans in old times, 
when SOClety was divided into four 

Porcelain Oecoratora in Tokill. 

classes, or eight grades, ranked s->cially 
higher than the merchant, though lower 
than the farmer. Each class and sub
division wore a distinctive dress. In a 
street of Tokio or Fukui the variety of 
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costume made a scene of wonderful 
picturesqueness. Sumptuary laws re
quired the wearing of these class uni
forms, and the hereditary habit of cen
turies even yet obtains. Instead of the 
flowing robes of the samurai, or sword
wearers, the artisans wore very tight one
seamed leg-casings of dyed cotton-cloth, 
straw sandals, costing less than a cent 
a pair, loose cotton coats, and no head
covering. While Corea is the land of 
bats, the Japanese go bareheaded. The 
nobleman donned a paper shell, or 
"brick," for ceremony, the peasantry 
roofing their scalps with umbrella-like 
disks, resting by two pads on the cra
nium, to keep elf sun or rain; while 
in winter anyone might wrap his head 
in kerchiefs for w&!IDth. A cap or hat, 
to enclose the scalp from forehead to 
occiput, was, until recently, unknown. 
The mechanic 
used B fan, or his 
hand, to keep off 
the sun's rays, 
tied a kerchief 
over his noddle to 
avoid dust, or 
knotted his 
"hand-wi per" 
over his foreheai 
during hot or 
heavy work. On 
coat lappels and 
back, in figures 
made white by a 
mordant in dye
ing, the initial 
letters of his 
name, trade, or 
guild were osten-
tatiously visible. 
In his bosom was his wallet, and from 
his belt hung his supplies for draught
ing and smoking. Flint, steel, and tin
der in one chatelaine bag, pipe and to
bacco-vouch in the other, were fastened 
to a netsulce or toggle of ivory or wood, 
thrust up under and above his girdle. 
Brush-pen, wet cotton wad of ink, and 
a dab of paste were stowed in another 
belt-case. 

Among the lower classes cotton in 
winter, and cuticle in summer made the 
chief varieties in costume. The beUo, 
or horse-boys, wore loin belts, cotton 
socks, and a tattoo painting on back and 

limbe. Unlucky gamblers, whom I have 
seen on a January day, when the water 
froze in the BUD, went stark naked, and 
required to be fed at the start and fin
ish of their work as palanquin-porters, 
else gambling would go on under my 
nose, and I be left in the lurch on a 
midnight journey of haste. Such sights 
are very rare now. The superficial area. 
of exposed cuticle has been greatly cur
tailed since the introduction of foreign 
vices and morals, and the erection of 
cotton and woollen mills. . 

Japan now manufactures and exports, 
annually, artistic products to the value 
of millions; labor and skill are more 
centralized, and manufacturing methods 
gradually approach those of the West. 
In old Japan, clay-worker, moulder, ba
ker, and decorator were usually in one 
room, and often were one person. The 

Bronz. Cutin, and Foundry. 

average "establishment" was a father 
and son, a husband and wife, or a small 
coterie of relatives living under a single 
roof. Now a subdivision of labor reigns, 
processes are carried on under several 
roofs, and the artists or decorators clus
ter at the capital 

It is even common now to dig the 
clay at some one of the two hundred 
and fifty beds knoWD, load it on junks, 
and ship to favored manufacturing 
places, where it is ground, beaten, levi
gated, kneaded, moulded, and the bis
cuit fired and glazed. Ozawa has given 
us a picture of such a pottery, with one 
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of a series of chamber-furnaces, which 
are usually built up the slope of a hill, 
so that the heat may ascend, and the 
highest temperature be in the upper
most oven. The raw material, after ba
ing ground, stamped, and washed, is 

Crane and Stream, Rock and Sea-waves, 
Foam-drops and Petrels, Cloud and 
Dragon, Chinese poetry, idealized land
scapes, or the repertoire of graphic de
signs in figure, are followed by rote. 
Artists know by heart, and have known 

for many genera
tions, these stand
ard art symbols, 
which are recog
nized and inter
preted even by 
children. Streak
ing and banding 
in gold or color are 
done on a wheel 
turned by the fin
gers. For tea
pots, either of Co
rean, Chinese, or 

Tuminl Lath. and Finiohlnl Room. 

. Japanese shape or 
model. a great va
riety of pigment 
is used. 

further treated with hoe, trowel. and 
basket-sieve. 

The finest sort is beaten with from 
three to six thousand strokes of a club, 
so as to be fully tempered for the wheel, 
or for those articles which are built 
rather than moulded. When ready for 
the baking, the first for the biscuit or 
dry clay, the second for the glaze, a pe
culiar kind of charcoal is used, and the 
fire is kindled from a spark struck with 
dint and steel, which every smoker car
ries at his belt. 

In the stanza translated by Mr. Ed
ward Greey, some poet has written: 

.. The potter moulds the clay upon the wheel, 
And behold a jar valued at a few cents ; 
The artist takes his brush, decorates the ware, 
And 10 t the piece is worth the ransom of a 

great warrior." 

These porcelain painters rank among 
the highest-class artisans, and as shown 
truthfully by Ozawa, live and dress well. 
They are intelligent brain-workers, as 
well as experts with the brush. Of course 
most of the finest designs, and all the 
original ones, are drawn by the pic
torial artist, and the decorators work 
from the sketches furnished them. In 
the manufacture by bulk and contract, 
however, the usual stock in trade of 

Japan's porce
lain and pottery industry is rapidly 
approaching, and will soon outstrip 
in importance, her mining operations. 
Very little money has been sunk in 
handling or beautifying clay, while the 
millions lost in tantalizing the face and 
disturbing the bowels of the earth are 
many. The best and surest benefit of 
the geological survey of Japan has been, 
and will be, the prevention of reck
less mining. Fool's gold and its name
sakes, and black shale that is always just 
on the point of yielding coal, but never 
quite does it, are as plentiful among the 
mikado's subjects as among the voters in 
America. "The total value from all mines 
and quarries in 1878 did not exceed five 
millions of dollars," while the product of 
all the potteries at present cannot be far 
behind this amount; in 1875 it was three 
millions of dollars. The 8en, or cent, is 
the unit of the day's wage. Miners and 
clay-diggers get from ten to twenty, clay
washers and mixers from twenty to thirty, 
kiln-men and bakers from forty to sixty, 
wheel-moulders from fifty to seventy, 
decorators who do conventional and 
routine painting, such as birds, dowers, 
and set symbols, fifty to seventy-five 
cents a day. The better classes of paint
ers, who are really fine and original ar
tists, command their own price. Since 
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clothing is wmally of cotton, of a single 
thickness in summer, and wadded in 
winter, and covering but little under
wear at any time, and since rice, the 
main staple of diet, costs from two to 
three cents a pound, the struggle for 
existence is not severe. Most mechan
ics have a little balance against a rainy 
day, and the shopkeeper and merchant 
holds from fifty to five hundred yen (dol
lal'8) against fire or funeral The treasure 
formerly hid in the garden or under the 
foundation-8tone of the house is now di
verted to the excellent postal savings
banks recently established: In case of 
the birth of triplets, or survival beyond 
the age of seventy, the government ekes 
out support by a pension. 

The critic and historian who is yet to 
write the story of art in Japan, from pre
historic time to this twentieth year of 
Meiji (civilization in enlightened peace), 
will discriminate nicell between what lB 
borrowed and what lB original. The 
folding fan, modelled on a bat's wing, 
the arts of lacquering, sword-making, 
cloisonne on porcelain, and some of the 
methods of decomting faience are of 
native origin ; but of bronze casting and 
the secrets of alloy, niello, and metallic 

gari (rouge), seems to point to Bengal, 
just as briJci, for "blick," is only the 
Dutch word for tin in the mouth of the 
man who eschews the letter L The 
shapes and models of old temple orna
ments and flower vases point unmis
takably to Persian origin, even as the 
native annals report Japanese embassies 
meeting those from Persia at the court of 
the Middle KIngdom. Braziers, incense
holde1'8, water-tanks, standing lanterns, 
memorial tablets, and tomb-doo1'8 give 
abundance of opportunity to the bronz
ist to show his skill in handling masses 
of metal. The images of Great Buddha 
at Nara, KamaJrura, and elsewhere, 
show what Cellinis of Japan can achieve 
in colo888l works of art. 

One could sca.rcely imagine a purer 
interpretation of the calm repose of Nir
vana than that of the work of the metal
lurgist Ono. Cast six centuries ago, and 
surviving the destruction by tidal waves 
of the massive temples reared to enclose 
it, the figure stands out under the blue 
canopy of the sky, in sunshine and cloud, 
at dawn-light and even-glow, sublime 
in conception and superb in achieve
ment. Fifty feet high, and eighty-seven 
feet in circumference, the mass became 

unity through the 

Chui.,.. Inlayin,. and Burnilhin, Bronz ••. 

brazing together 
of many sheets of 
upright laye1'8 of 
bronze, until the 
crown was set, and 
the whole finished 
with file work. 
An English chap
lain, in writing 
the epitaph of a 
British officer 
slain near by, 
spelled its name 
"Die Boots." In 
this triumph of 
phonetics the holy 
man wasnot refer
ring to American 
frontier methods 
of dying, formerly 

work, tell-tale philology often betrays a 
Corean, Chinese, Persian, or Indian or
igin. Bronze is "Chinese metal," and 
some of the names of tooIa and process
es, as I learned them in the shops, are but 
mispronounced Corean. Beni, or Beni-

more in vogue than now; nor to the 
feet of the image, guiltless of leather or 
covering. He wished merely to demon
strate his knowledge of the ortboepy of 
Dai Butsl1, or Great Buddha. 

Unique and unapproachable as is the 

1 
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artistic interpretation of Nirvana, by 
means of bronze, in the Kamakura image 
just described, that at Na.ra. sl1rpaBBes it 
in size and quality of metal. It is seven 
feet higher, and the alloy is sha/cudo, 
which is a bla.ck bronze made of copper, 
silver, and gold. Eight successive cast
ings were attempted before success was 
attained ; ~ fi.naJly Kimi-maro, the 
grandson of" Corean, succeeded, and 
in A.D. 749 the image was completed. 
What vicissitudes the idols of Japan 
have suffered may be imagined from the 
fact that this, the tallest of them all, has 
lost its head no fewer than three times. 
Once it tumbled 011: and twice the fires 
kindled in civil war melted it to liquid. 
For over a century it remained in the 
condition of the unroofed idols so com
mon in Japan, and to which the natives 
apply the irreverent name of "wet 
gods." At present, when Buddhism is 
shrivelling up into hopeless senility, the 
number of images of Buddha. which, af
ter long repose in the island empire, are 
transmigrating through American stew
pans, kettles, soda-water tanks, and 
ships' coppers is amazing. 

The casting of a public monument in 
Bitu, such 88 a memorial lantern, column, 
or Buddha, is usually a public and out
door affair, attended with festal hilari
ty. Furnaces, bellows, casting-pots, tools, 
and appliances are brought to, or pre-

A Jewele,', Shop. 

pared at. the spot, and the details are 
watched by holiday crowds. In the pict
ure by Ozawa. we have the ordinary 

process of melting and pouring the 
bronze which is to be finished for mod
em articles of export. For the fusing 
of larger masses, and in more ambitious 
projects, a form of bellows that sug
gests old-fashioned suction fire-engines 
is used. Then from four to twenty 
men oscillate the see-saw a.ir-box that 
drives a furious blast through the single 
or triple tuy~res. 

For the finer statue, or ba.s-reliefwork, 
a mould of clay and wax is made, dried, 
and heated to melt the wax and leave 
space. On pouring in the fused alloy, 
what remains of the wax is melted, fired, 
and lost (eire perdu). The picture on p. 
117 introduces us to the finishing room, 
where the burrs left on the casting are 
removed, the filing is done, and the sur
faces are polished, or made ready for sil
vering, fire-gilding, inlaying, or coloring. 
Turning on the lathe is deftly done, 
though in its use half the power applied 
is lost. A glance at this rude wooden 
machine will show that the man who 
turns the shaft with a strap pulls both 
backward and forward, so that the brass
turner holding the chisel must actually 
wait during every alternate revolution 
for the article set on the chuck to come 
round again right side up. Yet despite 
this crude form of lathe, in which fifty 
per cent. of power is lost, and but few 
revolutions made per minute, superb 

work is turned off. 
The Western han
dicraftsman will 
note that the 
pump-drill, and 
possibly other 
tools supposed to 
be European in 
origin, are com
mon to his Nip
ponese brother. 

Of late years 
decoration, the 
archaic patterns of 
Corean and Chi
nese traditional 
origin, and casts 
in the mould, have 
gone much out of 
fashion, while in. 

laying, niello, and zo-gan, or gold and sil· 
ver raised work, are more in vogue. Ten 
years ago no fewer than half a million 
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Japanese men and boys wore, as articles 
()f daily dress no more to be dispensed 
with in public than a coat, a long and a 
short sword. On the hilts, handles, and 
IIcabbards were embedded or encrusted 
from two to twenty ornaments, all of 
which were wrought in precious metals, 
and in the highest art of the metallurgist 
and jeweller. When after a few months' 
gradual disuse, and the sudden issue of 

and the fire..gilding is done without 
hood or covering, often to the detri
ment of the health of the workmen. 

The boys seen in nearly all the places 
of skilled labor suggest what is the fact, 
that apprentices begin to learn their 
trades usually much earlier than in our 
country, so that when majority is at
tained the mastery of the 'craft is thor
ough. Another striking feature of the 

, Japanese an imperial 
edict, "like 
perspira
tion, never 
to go back," 
swords dis
nppeared,the 
market was 
glutted at 
once with an 
am a z i n g 
stock of lcin
gin, or sword 
jewels. By 
a happy 
thought 
these gems 
of art were 
applied to 
bronzes, and 
the Centen
nial Exposi
tion at Phil
adelphia saw 
some of the 
best of those 
first made. 
Yet these 
exquisi te 
pieces of 
Jewelry, as 
well as those 

Panoply of Yoohillun4. 

system is 
that of he
redity. Skill 
runs infam
ily lines. 
Not a few of 
the famous 
artisans of 
the present 
decade are 
descendants 
in the ninth, 
tenth, and 
even twen
tieth gener
ation, of the 
founder of 
the estab
lishment. I 
once em
ployed a car
penter in 
Fukui, who 
was proud 
of his an
cestry of 
wood-work
ers through 
twenty - sev
en genera
tions; and 

now turned out in forms more suited 
to Western tastes, by the goldsmiths 
of Tokio, are made in a space and with 
appliances that seem ridiculous. With 
the floor for a seat, at low benches, and 
with home-made tools, the raw ma
terial is melted, the sheet metalilan
ished, annealed, or soldered, an the 
chains and ornaments are filed or pol
ished. Instead of a draw-bench for 
wire-making, the floor, the hands and 
feet, a pair of pincers, and perforated 
plate constitute the machinery; while 
the coloring, plating, and acid processes 
are carried on in a few pots and jars, 

m 

the temple records show such boasting 
to be true, though often adoption inter
rupts the actual blood line. At a pa
per-maker's establishment in Awotabi, in 
Echizen, I dined with the proprietor, 
whose fathers first established the in
dustry a millennium ago, the national 
history showing also that the Coreans, 
before the ninth century of our era, vis
ited the place. 

Next to Buddhism, the mother and 
nurse of fine arts, feudalism was the 
special patron and stimulus of the Jap
anese higher artisan. A glance at the 
arms and armor of a captain of old Ja-
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pan's chivalry, such as Minamoto Yo
shitsune, shows how his full equipment 
summoned most of the fine arts to the 
service of the soldier. The harness of 
hide and chain armor, silk and steel, 
brocade and lacquer; the helmet and 
breast-plate of chased gold and silver: 
the dragon-insignia of cast and chiselled 
metal: the silken banner, woven, em
broidered, or painted with the ancestral 
blazon ; the polished triumphs of the 
quiver and arrow maker's art, the doub
let bow of wood and cane; the sword
rack from the gold-lacquerer's hand; the 
bear-skin shoes and tiger skin-sheath, 
the shark-hide grip, and curiously 
wrought dirk scabbard made a panoply 

to which the masters of many arts con
tributed, when they laid all forms of 
animal and vegetable life and mineral 
products under tribute. Crowning all 
other crafts was that most noble and 
most honored of the sword-maker, who, 
by the help of the gods, presided over 
the birth of "the samurai's soul"-the 
bright unsullied blade of Yamato. 

Now, though the old motive and envi
ronment have ~ne, and Japan is becom
ing modern, CIvilized, and commercial, 
may we not hope that the hereditary 
manual skill, physical adaptation, and 
real artistic impulse to translate beauty 
into art may for centuries yet be reg
nant in Everlasting Great Japan. 

LIFE DISCROWNED. 

By E. CavaHa. 

As if a king,' dethroned and fallen from place, 
In his own city, poorly clad, should stand, 
And in the hollow of his pleading hand 

Take alms of coin whose image was his face, 
From his own people passing through the ways 

Superb with palaces and shrines he planned-
So Life, having lost Joy's empery and command, 

Begs little pleasures from the grudging days 
And counts them one by one, the piteous pence I 

And for his need must lay them up and keep
He that had countless treasure of fine gold

While Memory, mocking his sad indigence, 
Cries to him, "Lo thou art fallen, and well m~pt weep 

That hast so little of all thine own to hold I ' 
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A CHAPTER ON DREAMS. 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 

1'lr'I~~]~ past is all of one II~ text~whether 
feigned or suffered 
-whether act e d 
out in three dimen
sions, or only wit
nessed in that small 
theatre of the brain 
which we keep 

brightly lighted all night long, after 
the jets are down, and darkness and 
sleep reign undisturbed in the remain
der of the body. There is no distinc
tion on the face of our experiences; one 
is vivid indeed, and one dull, and one 
pleasant, and another agonizing to re
member; but which of them is what we 
call true, and which a dream, there is 
not one hair to prove. The past stands 
on a precarious footing; another straw 
split in the field of metaphysic, and 
behold us robbed of it. There is scarce 
a family that can count four genera
tions but lays a claim to some dormant 
title or some castle and estate: a claim 
not prosecutable in any court of law, but 
fiattering to the fancy and a great alle
viation of idle hours. A man's claim to 
his own past is yet le88 valid. A paper 
might turn up (in proper story-book 
fashion) in the secret drawer of an old 
ebony secretary, and restore your family 
to its ancient honors, and reinstate mine 
in a certain West Indian islet (not far 
from St. Kitt's, as beloved tradition 
hummed in my young ears) which was 
once ours, and is now unjustly someone 
else's, and for that matter (in the state 

of the sugar trade) is not worth any
thing to anybody. I do not say that 
these revolutions are likely i only no 
man can deny that they are possible; 
and the past, on the other hand., is 
lost forever: our old days and deeds, 
our old selves, too, and the very world in 
which these scenes were acted, all 
brought down to the same faint residu
um as a last night's dream, to some in
continuous images, and an echo in the 
chambers of the brain. Not an hour, not 
a mood., not a glance of the eye, can we 
revoke; it is all gone, past conjuring. 
And yet conceive us robbed of it, con
ceive that little thread of memory that 
we trail behind us broken at the pock
et's edge; and in what naked nullity 
should we be left I for we only guide 
ourselves, and only know ourselves, by 
these air-painted pictures of the past. 

Upon these grounds, there are some 
among us who claim to have lived longer 
and more richly than their neighbors; 
when they lay asleep they claim they 
were still active; and among the 
treasures of memory that all men re
view for their amusement, these count 
in no second place the harvests of their 
dreams. There is one of this kind 
whom I have in my eye, and whose 
case is perhaps unusual enough to be 
described. He was from a child an ar
dent and uncomfortable dreamer. When 
he had a touch of fever at night, and the 
room swelled and shrank, and his clothes, 
hanging on a nail, now loomed up in
stant to the bigness of a church, and 
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now drew away into a horror of infinite 
distance and infinite littleness, the poor 
soul was very well aware of what must 
follow, and struggled hard against the 
approaches of that slumber which was 
the beginning of sorrows. But his 
struggles were in vain ; sooner or later 
the night-hag would have him by the 
throat, and pluck him, strangling and 
screaming, from his sleep. His dreams 
were at times commonplace enough, at 
times very strange: at times they were 
almost formless, ne would be haunted, 
for instance, by nothing mbre definite 
than a certain hue of brown, which he 
did not mind in the least while he was 
awake, but feared and loathed while 
he was dreaming j at times, again, they 
took on every detail of circumstance, as 
when once he supposed he must swallow 
the populous world, and awoke scream
ing with the horror of the thought. 
The two chief troubles of his very narrow 
existence-the practical and every-day 
trouble of school tasks and the ultimate 
and airy one of hell and judgment
were often confounded together into one 
a:ppalling nightmare. He seemed to 
himself to stand before the Great White 
Throne; he was called on, poor little 
devil, to recite some form of words, on 
which his destiny depended; his tongue 
stuck, his memory was blank, hell gaped 
for him; and he would awake, clinging 
to the curtain-rod with his knees to his 
chin. 

These were extremely poor experi
ences, on the whole j and at that time of 
life my dreamer would have very willing
lyparted with his power of dreams. But 
presently, in the course of his growth, 
the cries and physical contortions passed 
away, seemingly forever; his visions were 
still for the most part miserable, but 
they were more constantly supported; 
and he would awake with no more ex
treme symptom than a flying heart, a 
freezing sca1~'. cold sweats, and the 
speechless midnight fear. His dreams, 
too, as be1itted a mind better stocked 
with particulars, became more circum
stantial, and had more the air and 
continuity of life. The look of the world 
beginning to take hold on his atten
tion, scenery came to play a part in his 
sleeping as well as in his waking 
thoughts, so that he would take long, 

uneventful journeys and see ~e 
towns and beautiful places as he lay m 
bed. And, what is more significant, an 
odd taste that he had for the Georgian 
costume and for stories laid in that 
period of English history, began to rule 
the features of his dreams; so that he 
masqueraded there in a, three-comered 
hat, and was much engaged with Jacobite 
conspiracy between the hour for bed and 
that for breakfast. About the same time, 
he began to read in his ~tales, 
for the most part, and for the most part 
after the manner of G. P. R James, but 
so incredibly more vivid and moving 
than any printed book, that he has ever 
since been malcontent with literature. 

And then, while he was yet a student, 
there came to him a, dream-adventure 
which he has no anxiety to repeat; he 
began, that is to say, to dream in se
quence and thus to lea.d a, double life-one 
of the day, one of the night-one that he 
had every reason to believe was the true 
one, another that he had no means of 
proving to be false. I should have said 
he studied, or was by way of studying, 
at Edinburgh College, which (it ma~l: 
supposed) was how I came to know . 
Well, in his dream-life, he passed a long 
day in the surgical theatre, his heart in 
his mouth, his teeth on edge, seeing 
monstrous malformations and the ab
horred dexterity of surgeons. In a heavy, 
rainy, foggy evening he came forth into 
the South Bridge, turned up the High 
Street, and entered the door of a tall 
land, at the top of which he sup~ 
himself to lodge. All night long, m his 
wet clothes, he climbed the stairs, stair 
after stair in endless series, and at every 
second 1Iight a,1Iaring lamp with a, re1Iec
tor. All night long, he brushed by 
single persons passing downward-beg
garly women of the street, great, weary, 
muddy laborers, poor scarecrows of men, 
pale parodies of women-but all drowsy 
and weary like himself, and allsingle, and 
all brushing against him as they passed. 
In the end, out of a northern window, 
he would see day beginning to whiten 
over the Firth, give up the ascent, turn 
to descend, and in a breath be back 
again upon the streets, in his wet clothes, 
in the wet, haggard dawn, trudging to an
other day of monstrosities and operations. 
Time went quicker in the life of dreams, 

----
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some seven hours (as near as he can 
guess) to one; and it went. besides,more 
intensely, so that the gloom of these fan
cied experiences clouded the day, and he 
had not shaken off their shadow ere it 
was time to lie down and to renew them. 
I cannot tell how long it was that he 
endured this discipline; but it was long 
enough to leave a great black blot upon 
his memory, long enough to send him, 
trembling for his reason, to the doors 
of a certain doctor; whereupon with a 
simple draught he was restored to the 
common lot of man. 

The poor gentleman has since been 
troubled by nothing of the sort; indeed, 
his nights were for some while like other 
men's, now blank, now checkered with 
dreams, and these sometimes charming, 
sometimes appalling, but except for an 
occasional vividness, of no extraordinary 
kind. I will just note one of these occa,. 
&ions, ere I pass on to what makes my 
dreamer truly interesting. It seemed to 
him that he was in the first floor of a rough 
hill-farm. The room showed some poor 
efforts at gentility, " carpet on the floor, 
a piano, I think, against the wall ; but. for 
all these refinements, there was no mis
taking he was in a moorland place. among 
hill-side people. and set in miles of heath
er. He looked down from the window 
upon a bare farm-yare, that seemed to 
have been long disused. A great. uneasy 
stillness lay upon the world. There was 
no sign of the farm folk or of any live 
stock, save for an old, brown, curly dog 
of the retriever breed, who sat close in 
against the wall of the house and seemed 
to be dozing. Something about this dog 
disquieted the dreamer; it was quite a 
nameless feeling, for the beast looked 
right enough-indeed, he was so old and 
dull and dusty and broken-down, that he 
should rather have awakened pity; and 
yet the conviction came and grew upon 
the dreamer that this was no proper dog 
at all, but something hellish. A great 
many dozing summer 1lieshummedabout 
the yard; and presently the dog thrust 
forth his paw, caught a fly in his open 
palm, carried it to his mouth like an ape, 
and looking suddenly up at the dreamer 
in the window, winked to him with one 
eye. The dream went on, it matters not 
how it went; it was a good dream as 
dl'eama go ; but there was nothing in the 

sequel worthy of that devilish brown 
dog. And the point of interest for me 
lies partly in that very fact: that having 
found so singular an incident. my im
perfect dreamer should prove unable to 
carry the tale to a fit end and fall back 
on indescribable noises and indiscrim
inate horrors. It would be different 
now; he knows his business better I 

For, to approach at last the point: 
This honest fellow had long been in the 
custom of setting himself to sleep with 
tales, and so had his father before him ; 
but these were irresponsible inventions, 
told for the teller's pleasure, with no 
eye to the crass public or the thwart 
reviewer: Tales where a thread might 
be dropped, or one adventure quitted for 
another, on fancy's least suggestion. So 
that the little people who manage man's 
internal theatre had not as yet received 
a very rigorous training; and played 
upon their stage like children who should 
have slipped into the house and found it 
empty, rather than like drilled actors 
performing a set piece to a huge hall of 
faces. But presently my dreamer began 
to turn his former amusement of story
telling to (what is called) account; by 
which I mean that he began to write and 
sell his tales. Hel'e was he, and here 
were the little people who did that part 
of his business, in quite new conditions. 
The stories must now be trimmed and 
pared and set upon all fours, they must 
run from a beginning to an end and fit 
(after a manner) with the laws of life; 
the pleasure, in one word, had become 
a business; and that not only for the 
dreamer, but for the little people of his 
theatre. These understood the change 
as well as he. When he lay down to pre
pare himself for sleep, he no longer 
sought amusement. but printable and 
profitable tales; and after he had dozed 
off in his box-seat. his little people con
tinued their evolutions with the same 
mercantile design. All other forms of 
dream deserted him but two: he still 
occasionally reads the most delightful 
books, he still visits at times the most 
delightful places; and it is perhaps wor
thy of note that to these same places, and 
to one in particular, he returns at inter
vals of months and years, finding new 
field-paths, visiting new neighbors, be· 
holding that happy valley under new 81-
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fects of noon and dawn and sunset. But 
all the rest of the family of visions is quite 
lost to him: the common, mangled ver
sion of yesterday's af&t.i.rs, the raw-head
and-bloody-bones nightmare, rumored 
to be the child of toasted cheese--these 
and their like are gone; and, for the 
most part, whether awake or asleep, he is 
simply occupied-he or his little people 
-in consciously making stories for the 
market. This dreamer (like many other 
pel'8Ons) has encountered some triffing 
vicissitudes of fortune. When the bank 
begins to send letters and the butcher to 
linger at the back gate, he sets to belabor
ing his brains after a story, for that is 
his readiest money-winner; and, behold I 
at once the little people begin to bestir 
themselves in the same quest, and labor 
all night long, and all night long set 
before him truncheons of tales upon their 
lighted theatre. No fear of his being 
frightened now; the llying heart and the 
frozen seaJ.pare things bygone; aJ?plause, 
growing applause, growing mterest, 
s.,rowing exultation in his own cleverness 
(for he takes all the credit) and at last 
a jubilant leap to wakefulness, with the 
cry, .. I have it, that'll do I" upon his 
lips: with such and similar emotions he 
sits at these nocturnal dramas, with such 
outbreaks, like Claudius in the play, he 
scatters the performance in the midst. 
Often enough the waking is a disappoint
ment: he has been too deep asleep, as I 
explain the thing; drowsiness has gained 
his little people, they have gone stum
bling and maundering through their 
parts ; and the play, to the awakened 
mind, is seen to be a tissue of absurdi
ties. And yet how often have these 
sleepless Brownies done him honest ser
vice, and given him, as he sat idly taking 
his pleasure in the boxes, better tales 
than he could fa&hion for himself. 

Here is one, exactly as it came to him. 
It seemed he was the son of a very rich 
and wicked man, the owner of broad 
acres and a most damnable temper. 
The dreamer (and that was the son) had 
lived much abroad, on purpose to avoid 
his parent; and when at length he re
turned to England, it was to find him 
married again to a young wife, who was 
supposed to suft"er cruelly and to loathe 
her yoke. Because of this marriage (as 
the dreamer indistinctly understood) it 

was desirable for father and son to have 
a meeting; and yet both being proud 
and both angry, neither would conde
scend upon a visit. Meet they did ac
cordingly, in a desolate, sandy country 
by the sea; and there they quarrelled, 
and the son, stung by some intolerable 
insult, struck down the father dead. 
No suspicion was aroused; the dead 
man was found and buried, and the 
dreamer succeeded to the broad estates, 
and found himself installed under the 
same roof with his father's widow, for 
whom no provision had been made. 
These two lived very much alone, as 
people may after a bereavement, sat 
down to table together, shared. the long 
evenings, and grew daily better friends ; 
until it seemed to him of a sudden that 
she was prying about dangerous matters, 
that she had conceived a notion of his 
guilt, that she watched him and tried him 
with questions. He drew back from her 
company as men draw back from a pre
cipice suddenly discovered; and yet so 
strong was the attraction that he would 
drift again and again into the old intima
cy, and again and again be startled back 
by some suggestive CJ.uestion or some 
inexplicable meaning m her eye. So 
they lived at cross purposes, a life full of 
broken dialogne, challenging glances, and 
suppressed passion; until, one day, he 
saw the woman slipping from the house 
in a veil, followed her to the station, fol
lowed her in the train to the seaside 
country, and out over the sandhills to 
the very place where the murder was 
done. There she began to grope among 
the bents, he watching her, 1lat upon 
his face; and presently she had some
thing in her ha.nd-I cannot remember 
what it was, but it was deadly evidence 
against the dreamer-and as she held it 
up to look at it, perhaps from the shock 
of the discovery, her foot slipped, and 
she hung at some peril on the brink of 
the tall sand - wreaths. He had no 
thought but to spring up and reSClle her; 
and there they stood face to face, she with 
that deadly matter openly in her hand 
-his very presence on the spot another 
link ~roof. It was plain she was about 
to S but this was more than he could 
bear-he could bear to be lost, but not 
to talk of it with his destroyer; and he 
cut her short with trivial conversation. 
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Arm in arm, they returned together to 
the train, talking he knew not what, 
made the journey back in the same car
riage, sat down to dinner, and passed 
the evening in the drawing-room as in 
the past. But suspense and fear drummed 
in the dreamer's bosom. "She has 
not denounced me yet "-so his thoughts 
ran-" when will she denounce me? Will 
it be to-morrow?" And it was not to-mor
row, nor the next day, nor the next ; and 
their life settled back on the old terms, 
only that she seemed kinder than before, 
and that, as for him, the burthen of his 
suspense and wonder grew daily more 
unbearable, so that he wasted away like 
a man with a disease. Once, indeed, he 
broke all bounds of decency, seized an 
occasion when she was abroad, ransacked 
her room, and at last, hidden away 
among her jewels, found the damning 
evidence. There he stood, holding this 
thing, which was his life, in the hollow of 
his hand, and marvelling at her incon
sequent behavior, that she should seek, 
and keep, and yet not use it; and then 
the door opened, and behold herself. 
So, once more, they stood, eye to eye, 
with the evidence between them; and 
once more she raised to him &face brim
ming with some communication; and 
once more he shied away from speech 
and cut her ott But before he left the 
room, which he had turned upside down, 
he laid back his death-warrant where he 
had found it; and at that, her face light
ed up. The next thing he heard, she 
was explaining to her maid, with some 
ingenious falsehood, the disorder of her 
things. Flesh and blood would bear 
the stra.in no longer; and I think it was 
the next morning (though chronology is 
always hazy in the theatre of the mind) 
that he burst from his reserve. They 
had been breakfasting together in one 
corner of a great, parquetted, sparely 
furnished room of many windows; all 
the time of the meal she had tortured 
him with sly allusions; and no sooner 
were the servants gone, and these two 
protagonists alone together, than he 
leaped to his feet. She too sprang up, 
with a pale face; with a pale face, she 
heard him as he raved out his com
plaint: Why did she torture him 80? 
she knew all, she knew he was no 
enemy to her; why did she not de-

nounce him at once? what ~ed her 
whole behavior? why did she torture 
him? and yet again, why did she torture 
him? And when he had done, she fell 
upon her knees, and with outstretched 
hands: "Do you not understand?" she 
cried. " I love you 1 .. 

Hereupon, with a pang of wonder 
and mercantile delight, the dreamer 
awoke. His mercantile delight was not 
of long endurance; for it 800n became 
plain that in this spirited tale there 
were unmarketable elements; which is 
just the reason why you have it here 80 
briefly told. But his wonder has still 
kept growing; and I think the reader's 
will also, if he consider it ripely. For 
now he sees why I speak of the little 
people as of substantive inventors and 
performers. To the end they had kept 
their secret. I will go bail for the 
dreamer (having excellent grounds for 
valuing his candor) that he had no 
guess whatever at the motive of the 
woman-the binge of the whole well
invented plot-until the instant of that 
higbly dramatic declaration. It was not 
his tale ; it was the little people's 1 That 
he seemed himself to playa part in it, 
to be and suft"er in the person of the 
hero, is but an oddity of this particular 
dream ;at which, indeed, I wonder a 
little, and which I seek to explain by 
analogy. In reading a plain tale, 
burthened with no psychology, and 
movingly and truthfully told, we are 
sometimes deceived for a moment, and 
take the emotions of the hero for our 
own. It is our testimony to the spirit 
and truth of the performance. So, per
haps, was this illusion of the dreamer's; 
and as he was asleep, he was doubtless 
the more easily and the more perfectly 
deceived. But observe: not only was 
the secret kept, the story was told with 
really guileful craftsmanship. The con
duct of both actors is (in the cant 
phrase) psychologically correct, and the 
emotion aptly graduated up to the BUr

prising climax. I am awake now, and 
I know this trade; and yet I cannot bet
ter it. I am awake, and I live by this 
business; and yet I could not outdo
could not even equal-that crafty ar
tifice (as of some old, experienced car
penter of plays, some Dennery or Bar
dou) by which the same situation is 
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twice presented and the two actors 
twice brought face to face over the evi
dence, only once it is in her hand, once 
in bis-and these in their due order, the 
least dramatic first. The more I think 
of it, the more I am. moved to press 
upon the world my question: Who are 
the Little People? They are near con
nectionsof the dreamer's, beyond doubt; 
they share in his financial worries and 
have an eye to the bank-book; they 
share plainly in his training; they have 
plainly learned like him to build the 
scheme of a considerate story and to 
arrange emotion in progressive order; 
only I think they have more talent; and 
one thing is beyond doubt, they can tell 
him a story piece by piece, like a aerial, 
and keep him aU the while in ignorance 
of where they aim. Who are they, 
·then? and who is the dreamer? 

Well, as regards the dreamer, I can 
answer that, for he is no leaa a person 
than myself ;---aa I might have told you 
from the beginning, only that the crit
ics murmur over my consistent ego
tism ;---and as I am. positively forced to 
tell you now, or I could advance but lit
tle further with my :tWo And for the 
Little People, what I say they are 
but just my Brownies, God bleaa them I 
who do one-half my work for me while I 
am. fast asleep, and in aU human likeli
hood, do the rest for me as well, when I 
am. wide awake and fondly suppose I do 
it for myself. That part which is doue 
while I am. sleeping is the Brownies' 
~ beyond contention; but that which 
18 done when I am. up and about is by 
no means necessarily mine, aiuce aU 
goes to show the Brownies have a hand 
in it even then. Here is a doubt that 
much concerns m:I conscience. For my
self-what I call I, my conscious ego, the 
denizen of the pineal gland unless he 
has changed his residence aiuce Des
cartes, the man with the conscience and 
the variable bank-account, the man with 
the hat and the boots, and the privilege 
of voting and not carrying his candi
date at the general elections-I am. 
sometimes tempted to suppose he is no 
story-teller at all, but a creature as mat
ter of fact as any cheesemonger or any 
cheese, and a realist bemired up to the 
ea.rs in actuality; so that, by that ac
count, the whole of my published fiction 

should be the Bingle-handed product of 
some Brownie, some Familiar, some un
seen collaborator, whom I keep locked in 
a back garret, while I get all the praise 
and he but a share (which I cannot pre
vent him getting) of the pudding. I 
am. an excellent adviser, something like 
Moliere's servant; I pnll back and I cut 
down; and I dress the whole in the beat 
words and sentences that I can find and 
make; I hold the pen, too; and I do 
the sitting at the table, which is about 
the worst of it; and when aU is done, 
I make up the manuscript and pay for 
the registration; so that, on the whole, 
I have some claim to share, though not 
so largely as I do, in the profits of our 
common ente~rise. 

I can but give an instance or so of 
what part is done sleeping and what 
part awake, and leave the reader to 
share what laurels there are, at his own 
nod, between myself and my collabora
tors; and to do this I will first take a 
book that a number of persons have 
been polite enough to read, the Strange 
Oa86 of Dr. JelcyU and Mr. Hyde. I had 
long been trying to write a story on 
this subject, to find a body, a vehicle, for 
that strong sense of man's double 'being 
which moat at times come in upon and 
overwhelm the mind of every thinking 
creature. I had even written one, The 
7rauelling Oompanion, which was re
turned by an editor on the plea that it 
was a work of genius and indecent, and 
which I burned the other day on the 
ground that it was not a work of genius, 
and that JelcyU had supplanted it. Then 
came one of those financial fluctuations 
to which (with an elegant modesty) I 
have hitherto referred in the third per
son. For two days I went about rack
ing my brains for a plot of any sort ; and 
on the second night I dreamed the 
scene at the window, and a scene after
ward split in two, in which Hyde, pur
sued for some crime, took the powder 
and underwent the change in the pres
ence of his pursuers. All the rest was 
made awake, and consciously, although I 
think I can trace in much of it the 
manner of my Brownies. The meaning of 
the tale is therefore mine, and had long 
pre-existed in my garden of Adonis, and 
tried one body after another in vain ; in
deed, I do most of the morality, worse 



128 A CHAPTER ON DREAMS. 

luck 1 and my Brownies have not a ru
diment of what we call a conscience. 
Mine, too, is the setting, mine the charac
ters. All that was given me was the mat
ter of three scenes, and the central idea 
of a voluntary change becoming involun
tary. Will it be thought ungenerous, 
after I have been so liberally ladling out 
praise to my unseen collaborators, if I 
here toss them over, bound hand and 
foot, into the arena of the critics? For 
the business of the powders, which so 
many have censured, 18, I am relieved to 
say, not mine at all but the Brownies'. 
Of another tale, in case the reader 
should have glanced at it, I may say a 
word: the not very defensible story of 
Olalla. Here the court, the mother, the 
mother's niche, Olalla, Olalla's chamber, 
the meetings on the stair, the broken 
window, the ugly scene of the bite, were 
all given me in bulk and detail as I 
have tried to write them j to this I added 
only the external scenery (for in my 
dream I never was beyond the court), 
the portrait, the characters of Felipe 
and the priest, the moral, such as it is, 
and the last pages, such as, alas I t.hey 
are. And I may even say that in 
this case the moral itself was given me j 

for it arose immediately on a compari
son of the mother and the daughter, 
and from the hideous trick of atavism 
in the first. Sometimes a parabolic 
sense is still more undeniably present 
in a dream j sometimes I cannot but 
suppose my Brownies have been aping 
Bunyan, and yet in no case with what 
would possibly be called a moral in a 
tract j never with the ethical narrow
ness; conveying hints instead of life's 
larger limitations and that sort of sense 
which we seem to perceive in the ara
besque of time and space. ' 

For the most part, it will be seen, my 
Brownies are somewhat fantastic, like 
their stories hot and hot, full of passion 
and the picturesque, alive with animat
ing incident; and they have no preju
dice against the supernatural. But the 
other day they gave me a surprise, en
tertaining me with a love-story, a little 
April comedy, which I ought certainly 
to hand over to the author of A Chance 
Acquaintance, for he could write it as 
it should be written, and I am sure (al
though I mean to try) that I cannot. 
-But who would have supposed that a 
Brownie of mine should invent a tale 
for Mr. Howells ? 
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I. 

"""'!":'!'!!::!"""7":::JM"!!:!.'!!!'.:.T has often been in the men themselves and their doings 
remarked how will almost invariably find their letters 
few notable musi- pretty dull reading. Mozart's earlier let
cians have shown ters, written during his boyhood, charm 
any decided lit- one irresistibly by their precocious hu
erary gift. But mor; but his faculty of letter-writing did 
that so exceed- not mature &8 he grew up, and his later 
ingly little good correspondence is commonplace enough. 
prose should have Take up a volume of letters by Haupt

_a:.u;...:.:;::::J:;z:;:,;; ..... __ come from the mann, Spohr or Weber, and, unless you 
pen of great composers is by no means happen to be a musician yourself, you 
to be wondered at. The almost ex- soon lay it down with a gape. Count 
elusively special education musicians up the distinguished composers whose 
received, as a rule, before the begin- private correspondence has been given 
ning of the present century, was not to the world in any considerable quanti
fitted to equip them for literary tasks; ty, and you will find the number of those 
and, upon the whole, for a man to who habitually wrote thoroughlyadmir
achieve extraordinary distinction both able letters to be dismally small. Still, 
in literature and music would imply a at their head, you do find two men who 
versatility of talent such as one hardly can fairly be said to have been accom
has a right to expect even in the greatest plished masters of the epistolary style: 
genius. It is a far more reasonable Berlioz and Mendelssohn. Berlioz's pri
cause for wonder that 80 few great com- vate correspondence is, perhaps, just a 
posers have shown that they possessed shade less admirable than his open let
even that undeveloped, quasi-embryonic ters, written for publication; he was a 
literary faculty which is displayed in Frenchman to the core, and needed a 
good letter-writing, that by no means certain consciousness of publicity to egg 
very uncommon power of telling inter- him on to do his best. He required the 
eating news in a charming and interest- moral fillip of feeling that he was &d
ing way, of talking familiarly, so to dressing the universe ; a small audience 
speak, with pen and ink, which consti- rather chilled his finest faculties. Men
tutes the good letter-writer. Musicians' delssohn fell somewhat short of Berlioz's 
letters are, as a rule, singularly and sur- coruscating brilliancy; indeed his hu
prisingly uninteresting to the general mor is often none of the finest; but his 
reader; he who has no especial interest superior, Teutonic depth of character, 

Copynl<ht. 18S'J. by Charles Scribner's Sons. AU rights reserved. 
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his indift"erence to applause for its own 
sake, made the private letter to an in
timate friend the channel of all others 
through which he could most naturally 
give expression to his thought, the form 
of writing into which he could throw his 
whole self, with the least effort and the 
least reserve. And, of all the intimate 
friends with whom he was in frequent 
correspondence by post, Ignaz Mosche
les was probably the one with whose in
stinctive artistic bent he had the closest 
sympathy, and in whose artistic judg
ment he had the most implicit trust. 

The tone of reverential admiration, 
which pervades almost all of Mendels
sohn'sletters to Moscheles, was thorough
ly sincere; that his repeated expreBBions 
of admiration had no taint of fiattery, is 
indubitable. The instinctive bent of 
his own genius, and, added to this, the 
whole force of his musical education, 
impelled him to a closer and more com
plete sympathy with Moscheles, than 
with any other of his fellow-musicians. 
In Moscheles he found a man of quite 

bounded respect and aft"ection, and, what 
was of more importance than all else, 
one whose musical opinions. whose whole 
artistic aim and striving, in a word, 
whose ideal in art, exactly coincided with 
his own. He could greet Gade's en
chanting and original genius with the 
warmest welcome, and yet feel, the 
while, that the younger man had still 
something to learn, before he could fairly 
claim the place in the ranks of compos
ers to which the Muses and the Graces 
seemed to destine him. He could clasp 
Schumann to his breast as a belove<I 
brother and comrade in tbe great life
battle against "t008 U1l8 aile btindigt, 
DAB GElIJ!INE," in the great life-struggle 
after artistic truth and beauty; yet be 
could not but feel that tbe path that 
Schumann's genius impelled him to 
travel diverged from his own, that Schu
mann's highest ideal was not quite his. 
But Moscheles was the man whom he 
could not only admire, if with a some
what more restricted admiration, but 
with whom he could thoroughly agree. 

From a cut of Mendel&lOhnl , hand. 

sufficient talent and creative power to Moscbeles then stood, not on1y as a 
excite bis admiration, a man wbose per- pianist of exceedingly brilliant fame, to 
140n& cbarscter invited. at once, un- whom tbe art of pilUlofol'te playing owed 
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I,nll Mooch..... (From. pamtin, by Feli. Moochel ... ) 

a noteworthy step in its advancement, but ther's induence. Old Abraham Mendels
also as a composer, to any new work from sohn, "though not, like Leopold Mo
whose pen the musical world looked for- zart, a technical musician, and apparent
ward with very considerable interest. A ly having no acquaintance with the art, 
new symphony, sonata or concerto by had got an insight into it which many 
Moscheles was then as much of an event, musicians might envy."· He had an 
88 a new work by Mendelssohn or Schu- unconquerable respect for classic tradi
mann. Add to this that Mendelssohn, tions, little or no sympathy with new 
of all men, had especial reason to regard musical tendencies, and, to his mind, 
him with reverence. In the first place, Moscheles stood as the impeccable mod
Moscheles was nearly fifteen years his eI, as the living embodiment of all rep
aenior ; when the two first met, in Ber- utable musicianly virtues, and he lost 
lin in 1824, Moscheles was thirty, while no opportunity of impressing his views 
Mendelssohn was still a boy of fifteen, upon his SOD. SO that, even before 
and the first relation between them was Mendelssohn and Moscheles first met 
that of teacher and pupil. Then, up to personally, the boy had. so to speak, a 
the time of his father' death (in 1835)- ready-made esteem for his master, an es
that is, up to the age of twenty-six- teem which everything in the two men 
Mendelssohn was much under his fa- • Ylde GroYe. vol. II., p. 2114. 
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Herved to confirm and deepen in after 
life. Awl IOllg' aftcr the n·latioll of 
teacher nnll pupil Iuttl t~ome to an cnd, 
when lIoljdwll:'s IULl1re!'ognizetl heartil~' 
that tIw other WILl; hiN superior, and 
Melll1ell'lHohll had ('eased to be UIll'OD
scions of the fact that Ilf' himself WI\S 

lIOfwlU'it'l'I, 0. "olllplt'h' frllnklle~s of ex
I>ression. whelwwr h(' touches upon the 
Imhjt'('t of 1IIUsi(', that. is t;()lJlt'what dif
ferent froll1 hil'llUILIIlU')' with other mUKi
dlUlS, Xot that lIeIH1elKHIllm evcr cal't'd 
to I'on!'elll his l1I11si!.'al opinions frolU 
allyone. ex('ept. lUi was the caRe in hiK 

{~,~~ 
"'~' .. ,. . ~ , 

)

j 

, . . 
. .~ ",. ..' 

') , ... 

iut(')'('Olll'!lC with ll('r
linz, when thE'~' llIig'ht 
he Ilpt to wounll th(· 
feelillg'M of the perl'jOll 
ad,l re"sed; he was 
q ni teas unJ.,rnard ed in 
:..rivillg' wnt to hiJ.; mu
sil'lll likings and <liM
likin/-,rs when writing' 
to other friends. But 
the jUIlg'lllt'nt.s on mu
sic we come 1\('rOMfi in 
his lettE'l'S to his siM
tel'. to FE'rdinan<l 
Hiller. nud 0 the r s 
more nearly of hiM own 
age, nfu-li Keem to 
have II. certain didactio 
Itnvor; one feels, one 
Kcareely knows why. 
thnt he gives hiH opin
ion with n ('ertain tacit 
emphnllis, aN upon 
NOlU(lthillg which it 
wl:'re well for hiM ('01'-

l't'Hpondent to re8(1, 
lllark. leal'll. and in-1 . . :' wardl~' digest. In his 

.. , lettl:'rll to )Ioscheles 
nothing of this spirit 
appenrs; whatever he 
writes about music 
se(,llll; IIl:'t. down not 80 

much for lIoscheles's 
ADrah:tm Mendf':l!.:ionn. tho Composer', Father. sake as for his own; it 

i!-l t.he free outpouring 
renll.v the stronger lIUUl of the two, his 
original admimtion for lIost,hell's't; mu
sic8.l nature, his entire l~oDfillence in the 
soundness of his lIIlL<;iml judgment, still 
survived. He felt, to tIw cllcl, that lIosch
eles was the lllall who would be sure to 
reecho his own opinions on lIlut;i('nl mat
ters with the len.'1t variation, the lUau 
to ",hoAC jUdg'lllClIt he eould submit his 
own compOI'litionH with t.he greatest cer
tainty of sympathy, and one to whose ev
erY new work he could look forward with 
no disturbing fear of disappointment. 

We find, accordingly, in his letters to 

of a lIlinll that (,l'IlH'S, and feels sure of 
obtaining'. IL s~'lIl'atlwtic respOlllie to its 
own thought. 

Thifl eOlllpl.~tellt'ss of lllUSi!'1l1 sympa
thv between the two 111('11. t.he ren-rence 
in' whieh tIll> YOllllg'(')' heM his whilom 
1Ill18tcr, ana tht' almost. un hounded ad
miration with whi('h the llltt('r regarded 
his former pupil. lll11st have counted for 
mu!'h in consolidating their fril:'ndKhip. 
Indeed Ul(~ir mut.ual esteem ILH artists. 
the implicit ('onti.1cDee efL('h placed in 
the other's music~iullship luld Ijingle
minded devotion to his lUi, reall~' lay at 
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the bottom of their intimacy. Mendela
IIOhn felt, from the first, that Moscheles, 
the experienced antI travelled artist, was 
the man who could best give him prac
tical advice to help bim on in his career 
in a practical way, and, moreover, that 
he could follow such advice blindly, with
out fear of finding himself in a position 
inconsistent with his own artistic digni
ty. The following letter giyes earnest 
of this confidence: 

BERLIN, January 10, 1829. 
DEAR Sm: 

Let me begin by apologizing for troub
ling you with this letter. 

The kindness and friendship you have 
so often shown me will 
not, I know, fail me on 
this occasion, more espe
cially as I come to you 
for advice on a subject 
of which I know you to 
be the most competent 
judge. The matter on 
which I want your kind 
opinion is this": 

I intend to start at 
the beginning of this 
year, and to devote 
three years to travel
ling, my chief object 
being to make a long 
stay in Italy and France. 
As it is desirable, for 
several reasons, that I 
should spend a few days 
in Berlin about the mid
cUe of next December, 
before leaving for Rome, 
I intend to devote the 
eight and a half monthf! 
of the present year, dur
ing which I can absent 
myself, to visiting those 
cities of Germany I am 
not acquainted witb, 
such as Vienna and Mu
nich, and then, if possi
ble, I would extend my 
journey to London. 

The object I have in 
view is, not to appear 
in public, but rather. to be musically 
benefited by my tour, to compare the 
various views and opinions of others, 
and thus to conllOlidate my own taste. 

As I only care to see what is most re
markable in these two cities, and to be
come acquainted with those eminent in 
the world of art, not, as I said before, to 
be heard myself nor to appear in public, 
I trust tbe time I can devote to my trav
els will not prove too short. Now, the 
question wbieh I want you to decide is 
this: whether it will be better to begin 
or to end with London. In the one case, 
I should be in Vienna early in April, re
maining there till about the middle of 
July, and go, first to Munich via the 
Tyrol, and then down the Rhine to Lon
don, where I could stay till December, 
and return by way of Hamburg to Ber
lin. In the other ('aBe, I should take 

Mond.lnohn', Mother. 

London first in April, remain till July, 
then go up the Rhine to Munich, and 
through the Tyrol to Vienna, and thence 
back to Berlin. Evidently the former of 
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these tours would be the more agreeable, 
and, as snch, I would willingly select it, 
bnt, in following the latter, should I not 
have a better chance of seeing the two 
capitals to the fullest advantage, the 
season in Vienna coming to an end, as I 
am given to understand, in May, whereas 
in London it extends all through June 
and even beyond. 

You who have 80 long lived in both 
cities, and who are 80 well acquainted 
with musical men and matters in both, 
will best be able to 80lve my doubts, and 
to answer a question of 80 much impor
tance to me. You have given me such 
constant proofs of your kindness and 
readiness to oblige, that I feel confident 
yon will not discontinue your friendly 
assistance, but once more give me the 
benefit of your advice. 

I have to thank you for the second 
book of your splendid 'Studies.' They 
are the finest pieces of music I have be
come acquainted with for a long time; 

I have the honor to remain, yours most 
respectfully and trnly, 

F. MElmEL880BN-BARTBOLDY. 

As Mendelssohn was ever ready to ask 
advice of Moscheles, 80 was the latter 
not slow to welcome the opportunity of 
introducing to the musical world of Lon
don so brilliant a protege as Mendels
sohn. Even at this early date, he could 
have had no illusions as to the real char
acter and strength of the young man's 
genius. Several years later, he wrote to 
him, mentioning Thalberg: "In 1826 I 
gave him 80me instruction, and, at that 
time already, I became aware that he 
would little need me, to do great things, 
sans comparaison like a certain Berlin 
youth who 800n threw aside all leading 
strings, and donned the purple." Bnt 
his generosity was equal to his artistic 
integrity, and no unworthy fears of see
ing a stronger rival appear above the 
horizon could, for a moment, stand in 

Re,.nt's P.r1<. (From a .ketch mad. by Mendeluohn in an au1o,raph album pre.ented by him to hi. IQdchild.) 

as instructive and useful to the player, 
as they are gratifying to the hearer. 
Might you not feel disposed to publish 
a third book? You know what service 
you would be rendering to all lovers of 
music. 

With best regards to Mrs. Moscheles, 

the way of his doing all in his power to 
advance his young friend's interests. 
Indeed, it was chielly Moscheles who 
paved the way for Mendel880hn's first 
8Uccesses in England, that is, for the 
first conspicuous public recognition of 
the young composer's genius. How 
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Fanny Caeili. H.n •• 1 (born M.nd.',sohn). 

heartily and thoroughly Mendelssohn ap
preciated his helpful kindness may be 
seen from the following letter, written 
after his return from his first visit to 
England. This letter also shows the 
high esteem in which he held Moscheles's 
talent. 

BEBLIN, January 9, 1830. 
DEAR lIB. MOSCBELES : 

I have written to Mrs. Moscheles, and 
asked forgiveness for my protracted si
lence; allow me to refer to that letter, 
and to hope that the reasons therein 
detailed may plead for me with you; • 
at the same time I cannot refrain from 
aesnring you personally how truly I feel 

• v.... let_ to Xno. Xoocbeleo, dated Jan. 6. 1829. (by 
ml8ake, It ahonld be 1830). publlabed In Harper'. Kepalne. 
JPeb., 18'l9. p. Bl. 

myself indebted to you, and how grate
ful I am for all the kindness you have 
shown me. You received me in Lon
don in a way I could never have ex
pected, and gave me proofs of confi
dence and friendship of which I shall 
never cease to be proud. If, hitherto, 
I bad looked up to you with admiration, 
how much more so now, when, on closer 
acquaintance, I had the happiness to 
find in you an example fit in every re
spect to be followed by any artist. You 
know best yourself the value of a kind 
reception in a strange country, and the 
immense advantage of an introduction 
through you, especially in England. If 
that country made a most favorable and 
lasting impression on me, since, for the 
first time far away from home and 
friends, I could spend such happy hours, 

I 
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it is you I have to thank, to you I shall 
al s be teful. M' 7ht I but have 
so opp unit pro g ho eepl 
I feel my obligation. I hope I may BOOn 
meet you aO'lloin in some comer of the 
wo an d h gl us p es 
mUBlC as tlus time. The symphony IS 

quite present to my mind, and I can 
pI me it earl, spec y th 
fins" and WJ.Ll-d movemen s; bu hat 18 
very insufficient, and I look forward with 
inI 'enc th pub tion ~ 
IW...~rpie . W you BOO 've 1 

to the public? You must y011l'Belf know 
ho ure ou rec on brill 
ian ucce and the nira an 
warmest sympathy of every musician. 
Fo y pIs uld trul happ 
to the re lish and con 
vineed that in this feeling I should be 
jo' d by all who love music. Will you 
no n I se on llow Ma) 
be you are at work on one already; it 
would be truly delightful if you gave us 
mo piec m th ame irit, bued 
with such earnestness an depth; all 
real lovera of music would hail them 
wi leal! 

mean leave her or y 
soon as my foot will permit me to 
tra. an equ your rmi' n 
wn to y COL ally m an 
musicians; should your time allow of 
yo sen' m a fe wo y,o 
kn how uch asur wo glv 
me, 

. h best wir1,. fo our lfare 
an app 88, tru g Y wi] 
prese~e a kind remembrance of me, 
I remalD, 

ours st s erel 
F. MmmELSSOHN-BARTBOLDY, 

Te e reru'''' emp 
ra mulantur "an all e dole saws 
that recall the changefulness of affairs on 
this U'th Wh are Be pho 
nie ow And here uch th 
music of a far other sort-Berlioz 
Fan tic ph' es,' ranc ges" 
ov es, th e- whi Men 
delssohn found words of blame main-
ly ? Berli Li and era tha 
ilk no the nt, the orks 
find other meed than blame, But this 
is digr 'on' more of it I"~er 
on 

Here is another characteristic letter: 

LIN, brus 27, 
[See e draWlDg reproduce on p, 40.] 
DEAR Mosc.A"RT.T!:8: Here they are wind 
inst Lents d les, l' t son 
and hell' must not be kept waitmg till 
I come; he must have 0. cradle song 
with ums d tr pets d j 1111)' 
mUSIC, the dIes one are not nearl~' 
lively enough. May every happiness and 
'oy ble gad th ttle an-
ger; y h P pero may do 
well whatever he do~s, and may it fare 
well 'th h' in th orl 

So e is be ed lix, he ? 
How nice and kind of you to make hinl 
my chil' /0-:-, Th firs res-
ent go her akes im the 
above entire orchestra.; it is to accom
pan 'hUn through life; the tnnn eta 
whe wis to fam th tes 
when he falls m love, the cymbals· when 
he W8 a beard' the lianoforte ex-
plaU tsel and oul peopl ver 
play hIm false, as will happen to the 
best of us, there stand the kettledrUDls 
and big 1mS the k-gro d. 

Dear me ut am ever so ppy 
when I think of your happiness and of 
the wh I sh have full are 

f it. By t nd pril, the st, 
I intend to be in London, and then we 
will 'e t boy gu.' nan and 
mtro ce h to torI lar It 
will be grand I 

T ur Se tet I look f 'ard 'th 
o II surE KliJ mann has 

written out eleven notes of it for me, 
and these I like ever so much 

F I~J-=~L.~ - ~ ... ; :;: 
I can quite imagine what a bright, 

livel ale y w d m Jso 
gave me a goo descrIptio d & ysis 
of the Andante in B-flat, but, after an. it 
rill still tter hoo' , not 
xpe 00 m h fro the pos DB I 

shall bring with me, You will be sure 
to pre ant· ~s moo ess 
whic ca nly e 0 low and 
by dint of effort. I often feel as if I had 

• A n the nD&n /JtJrken Icb m both 

7/ffllH. -
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The Brid,e of Sigh.. (From a wate'~color drawing by Mendeluohn.) 

never composed at aU, and had to learn 
everything over again; now, however, I 
have got into better trim, and my last 
things will sound better. 

Nice it was, too, that your lw;t letter 
found me, as you said it should, aloue 
and in the quiet of my room, composing 
to my heart's content; and now I only 
wish my letter may find you some quiet 
evening at home, with your dear ones 
well and happy around you. We shall 
see whether I am as lucky at wishing as 

you were. I am in a hurry, and must 
end; I had but half an hour for my let
ter, and that beautiful picture has taken 
up all my time; besides, I have nothing 
further to say but this: I wish you joy, 
now and hereafter, and may we soon 
meet again. My friends here send their 
kindest remembrances and congratula
tions ; they are all well but my father, 
who suffers constantly from his eyes, 
and is, in consequence, much depressed; 
this reacts upon us ; and we pray that -



• 
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Fac-a!mUI of thl drawin. in Mlndoluohn'. Iltto, of FIb. 27, 1833 (p. 138). 

there may soon be a change for the bet
ter. My sister and 1 now make a great 
deal of music; every Sunday morning 
with accompaniment; and I have just 
received from the bookbinder's a big 
grass-green volume of • Moscheles,' and 
next time we are going to play your 
trio. Farewell, farewell, and remain 
happ~ Yo~ 

F. MENDEL880BN-BABTIIOLDY. 

About his own musical doings, even 
about the ins and outs of his own pro
fessional life, Mendelssohn writes little, 
as a rule. His breaking his customary 
silence on snch matters makes the fol
lowing letter one of the most interest
ing, in one way, of the whole correspon
dence; it, for once, opens a window 
through which we can catch something 
more than a hasty glimpse of him in the 
midst of professional duties. 

DUSSELDORF, February 7, 1834. 
My DBAB FllIBND: 

Pardon my long silence; 1 know how 
guilty 1 am, but I reckon on your indul
gence. 1 am so deeply buried U:b::~ 
work and papers that, even now, 1 . 
I should not have emerged from them, 
were it not that a special circumstance 
obliges me to write to you. So let me 
pass over the last four months, and all 
my excuses into the bargain, remember-

ing what a dear old friend you are, and 
how ready to forgive. 

Thus encouraged, 1 fancy myself in 
Chester Place,· and wish you • good even
ing.' WhatI have to sayis this :-1 have 
ventured to dedicate to you, without ask
ing your permisaion, a piece which is to 
appear at Simrock's-a piece 1 am just 
fond of myself. t But this is not what 
1 was going to sal.' 1 had thought how 
nice it would be if you met with it dur
ing one of your trips to Germany; but 
now my Rondo Brillant t is just finished, 
and 1 have the very greatest desire to 
dedicate that also to you; that, however, 
1 do not venture to do without your 
special permission, for 1 am well aware 
that, by rights, it is not style to ask 
leave to dedicate two pieces at once, 
and perhaps you will think it rather an 
odd proceeding on my part, but 1 can
not help it, 1 have set my heart upon it. 
In general, 1 am not very partial to dedi
cations, and have seldom made any; 
but, in this case, they are to convey a 
meaning, inasmuch as, not having been 
able to send IOU a letter for a long 
while, 1 wante ,at least, to let you have 
some of the work I have been doing. 
Write me a line on the subject, as the 
Rondo is to appear in Leipzig too, and, 

• At II_boloa'. bouee In LoDlloa. 
t The PaDtuI. III posharp mIDor ("Soute :m:-ia"), 

Opus •• 
: III B-1Iat., for pianoforte aDlI orcbOlln, Opulll. 



MENDELSSOHN'S LETTERS TO MOSCHELES. 14:1 

once you have penned 
that line, you may feel 
inclined to add an· 
other, or, perhaps, a 
few more, as you did 
in your last kind let
ter for which I have 
not thanked you yet. 

Klingemann is not 
prodigal of words, so 
that I have heard but 
little of London 
friends, and partic
ularly little of those 
in Chester Place. 
What do you all look 
like? What can Felix 
say? Does Serena re
member her humble 
servant with the car
nations? And how 
fares the Sonata for 
two performers? Do 
give me full particu
lars about that and 
your other work. I 
would ask Mrs. MOB
cheles to let me know 
all about it, but I feel 
she must be so angry 
with me that I don't 
think I can summon 
courage to writ~ to 
her. The last of your 
compositions I heard 
of was the Impromp
tu for Mary Alexan
der, and, since then, 
I am sure you have 
produced all manner 
of delightful things. 
My own poverty in 
shaping new forms 
for the pianoforte 
once more struck me 

Chute, Pllce, (From a dr.wine: made by Mendelssohn-gIven In an auto&"pn album b)' 
him to hi' godchild.) 

most forcibly while writing the Rondo. 
It is there I get into difficulties, and have 
to toil and labor, and I am afraid vou will 
notice that such was the case. Still, there 
are things in it which I believe are not 
bad, and some parts that I really like, but 
how I am to set about writing a calm 
and quiet piece (and that, I know, is 
just what you advised me to do, last 
spring) I really do not know. All that 
passes through my head in the shape of 
pianoforte music is about as calm and 

quiet as Cheapside, and when I sit down 
to the pianoforte, and compel myself to 
start improvising ever so quietly, it is of 
no use-by degrees I fall back into the 
old ways. 

My new Scena, however, which I am 
writing for the Philharmonic, will, I am 
afraid, be only too tame. But so much 
self-criticism is not to the purpose, so I 
stick to my work, and that means, in 
plain language, that I am well and happy. 

I feel particularly comfortable in this 
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place, having just as much official occu- your room; and yet it is complete in its 
pation as I want and like, and plenty of way. There is an opera, a choral 80-
time to myself. When I do not feel in- ciety, an orchestra, church music, a pub
elined to compose, there is the conducting lic, and even a small opposition; it is 
and rehearsing, and it is quite a pleas- simply delightful. I have joined a so
ure to see how pluckily things go; and ciety for the improvement of our stage, 
then this place is 80 charmingly. diminu- and we are now rehearsing the" Was
tive that you always fancy yourself in sertriiger;" it is quite touching to see 
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with what eagerness, what appetite, the 
singers pounce upon every lrint, and 
what trouble they will take, if anybody 
will be at the pains of bwiliing them: 
how they strain every nerve, and really 
make our performances as perfect as can 
be imagined, considering the means at 
our disposal Last December I gave 
"Don Juan" (it was the first time I con
ducted an opera in public), and I can 
assure you many things went better 
and with more precision, than I have 
heard them at some of the large and 
famous theatres, because, from first to 
last, everyone concerned wen~ in for it 
heart and soul; well, we had twenty re
hearsals. The lessee of the the~tre had, 
however, thought fit to raise the prices 
on account of the heavy expenses, and 
when; at the first performance of "Don 
Juan," the curtain rose, the malcontent 
section of the public called for Mr. De
row like mad, making a tremendous 
disturbance; after five minutes, order 
being restored, we began, and went 
through the first act splendidly, constant
ly accompanied by applause; but 10 I and 
behold! as the curtain rises for the sec
ond act, the uproar breaks out afresh, 
with redoubled vigor and persistence. 
Well, I felt inclined to band the whole 
concern over to the arch-fiend-never 
did I conduct under such trying circum
stances. I countermanded the opem 
which was announced for the next night, 
and declared I would have nothing more 
to do with the whole theatre ;-four days 
later, I allowed myself to be talked over, 
gave a second performance of "Don 
Juan," was received with hurrahs and a 
three-fold Bourish of trumpets, and now 
the "W assertri1ger" is to follow. The 
opposition consists mainly of beer-house 
keepers and waiters; in fact, by 4 o'clock 
P ••• half DUsseldorf is intoxicated; any
body wanting to see me must call be
tween 8 and 9 in the moming; it is 
quite useless attempting to transact any 
kind of business in the afternoon. 

Now what do you think of such a dis
creditable state of things, and can you 
have anything more to say to such boors 
as weare? •••..•...• 
• . • Blagrove was here; I took him 
to our Choral Society, where we were just 
rehearsing the choruses from "Alexan
der's Feast ;" our performance produced 

the most excellent eft"ect on him-it sent 
him to sleep. . . . 

I hear from my mother that the Gi.P
eies' March, or rather the April Vana
tions, are out. Is that the case, and, if 
so, could I have a copy of them? Ihope 
you have done a good deal of patching 
and polishing up to my part-you know, 
I am thinking of those restless passages 
of mine. The whole of the last move
ment wants repairing or lining with a 
warm melody; it was too thin. The 
first variation, too, I hope yon have 
turned inside out and padded. Don't I 
speak as if I were Musikdirector Schnei
der? And can't you send me one of 
Mori's annual jewels? But I must real
ly take courage and another little sheet 
of paper, and write to your wife, for I 
haven't half done-good bye--till we 
meet on the next page. 

Your 
F. MmmJW!80BK. 

Elsewhere he writes: 

"My oratorio" is making rapid strides ; 
I am working on the second part, and 
have just written a chorus in F-sbarp 
minor (a lively chorus of heathens) that 
I thoroughly relish myself, and that I 
should so much like to show you; in 
fact, I am ever so anxious to hear wheth
er you are satisfied with my new work. 
I have lately written some fugues, songs 
without words, with words, and a few 
studies, and should of all things like to 
take a new concerto for the pianoforte 
with me to London, but of that I know 
nothing as yet. You once said it was 
time I should write a quiet, sober piece 
for the pianoforte, after all those restless 
ones, and that advice is always running 
in my head, and stops me at the outset; 
for, as soon as I think of a pianoforte 
piece, away I career, and scarcely am I 
oft" when I remember: 'Moscheles said 
• • • etc.,' and there's an end to the 
piece. But never mind, I'll get the bet
ter of it yet, and if it turns out restless 
again, it will certainly not be for want of 
good intentions." t 

The following passage, from a letter 
dated: Frankfurt, July 20, 1836, is not 

... St. Paul." t Dated ~orf, Deo.1I, 1884. 
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Mlndeillohn. (A bUlt from lifl.) 

without a. certain pathos. It hardly 
needs comment, so well does it express 
the state of mind to which many an
other earnest and high-souled musician 
has been brought, in other places and 
other times-that feeling of powerless
ness to do good, for lack of the coOpera
tion of others. 

"Altogether this is a queer country. 
Much as I love it. I hate it in certain 
respects. Look at the musical men of 
this place, for instance; their doings 
are quite shameful. Taking the size 

and importance of the place into ac
count, there is really a fair muster of 
excellent musicians here, men of repu
tation and talent, who might do good 
work, and who, one would think, would 
do it willingly-so far, that is the good 
side of Germany-but the fact is they 
do nothing, and it were better they did 
not live together, and grumble and com
plain, or meditate over their grievances 
enough to give one the blues. Now 
Ries has left here, too, and is by this 
time in England, I suppose; he con
siders he does not meet with due appre-
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ciation, and finds fault with the musi
cians, and yet does nothing to improve 
them. Aloys Schmidt takes his ease in 
the country, sighs over mankind in 
general, a poor race at the best, full of 
envy and malice-forgetting all the 
while that he too belongs to it. Hiller 
is here just now; people discuss wildly 
whether he is a great pianoforte player 
or not, but they don't go to hear him, 
and fancy that makes their judgment all 
the more impartial; so he too is leaving 
for Italy. The only man who succeeds 
is Guhr, who knows ·'.cast, and isn't 
good for much, but he has a will of his 
own, and enforces it bon gr~ mal gr~ j 
the whole town lives in fear of him. 
But all this is bad, and the Bundestag 
should interfere, for, where 80 many 
musicians congregate in one place, they 
ought to be forced by the authorities to 
give us a little music, and not only their 
philosophical views on the subject." 

If in Mendelssohn's letters to Mosche
les we find. upon the whole, compara
tively sparse expressions of musical 
opinion-for, with all the warm aftOO.. 
tion and esteem with which they brim 
over, they are, for the most part, busi
ness letters, at bottom-what we do find 
is singularly and instructively indicative 
of his artistic point of view, and this, 
too, in a phase which is all too liable 
to be overlooked nowadays. Now and 
then, especially in the earlier letters, he 
shows himself in the familiar Da·vids
bandler attitude. * As, for instance, 
when he writes: 

" Do you think that I would not hear 
Miss Belleville because she is not a 
Bellevue, or because of the wide sleeves 
she wears? I was inftuenced by no such 
reasons, although I must admit that 
there are certain faces that cannot pos
sibly belong to an artist, and that are 80 
icily chilling that the mere sight of 
them sends me to freezing point. But 
why should I hear those variations by 
Herz for the thirtieth time? They give 
me &8 little pleasure &8 rope-dancers or 
acrobats; with these at least there is the 

-The Dae ......... _ aD imatJIDary lOCIetJ-"whloh 
_ a """'" thaD _ one,linoeltuWed only In the helld 
." Ita foander,"-foundecl by Robert Bohllmann. Ita aim 
_ to combat the then CCIIlofderable Inluenoe'" the .. Phi, 
u.u-," Hen, H IInten and their ooIl-.rnee. 

VOL. m-lS 

barbarous attraction that one is in con
stant dread of seeing them break their 
necks, and that one finds that thel do 
not do 80, after all; but those pl&nO
forte tumblers do not 80 much &8 risk 
their lives, but they do our ears, and 
that 1, for one, will not countenance. I 
only wish it were not my lot constantly 
to be told that the public demand th&t 
80rt of thing. 1, too, am one of the 
public, and demand the Velj reverse. 
. . . I stovPed at home because I 
felt happiest m my own room, or with. 
friends, or in the garden which, by the 
way, is beautiful this year. If you do 
not believe it, come and see for your
self; that is the conclusion I always ar
rive at."t 

Oraga.in: 

"And what do you say to their hiss
ing little Herz? Why, that testifies to 
a high degree of culture I Has he con
soled himself with guineas and Misses, 
or W&8 it too crushing? You are par
ticularly silent on the subject, and yet 
it is true, and Moritz Schlesinger will 
not be slow to triumph. Well, if he 
will only abstain from writing variations 
for two performers, or, if that is too 
much to ask, if he will only avoid wind
ing up with those rondos that are 80 
frightfully vulgar that I am ashamed to 
play them to decent people, then, for 
aught I care, let him be made king of 
the Belgians, or rather Semiquaver.king, 
just &8 one says Fire-king. After all, I 
like him; he certainly is a characteristic 
figure of these times, of the year 1834:, 
and &8 art should be a mirror reflecting 
the character of the times, &8 Hegel or 
someone else probably says 8Omewhere, 
he certainly does re1lect most truly all 
salons and vanities and a little yearning 
and a deal of yawning and kid gloves. 
and musk-scent which I abhor. 

"If, in his latter days, he should take 
to the Romantic, and write melancholy 
music, or to the Classical, and give us. 
fugues-and I should not be surprised, 
if he did-Berlioz can compose a new 
symphony on him: "De la vie d'uR 
Artiste," which I am sure will be better 
than the first." t 

t Dated BerIID. All8Ilet 10, 1831. * Dated DlI.-tdOJ't, .JUDe 28, 188f. 
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Here we recognize at once the DaI1id8-
biJndler, the fighter against mere out
ward show and trivial glitter in art, the 
man whose first maxim might well have 
been the motto afterwards inscribed on 
the waDs of the GeWlloDdhaUS concert
room in Leipzig: .. Ba aeuera est verum 
gaudium. " To be sore, the p888ageB 
cited are but hints; but they are all suf
ficient hints to recall to our minds the 
picture of Mendelssohn in the militant 
attitude with which we are most famil
iar. But this particular attitude of Men
delssohn's, although eminently charac
teristic, was not, upon the whole, the 
most noteworthy one he 888UJDed in 
face of the general musical production 
of his day. It was the one in which we 
still instinctively think of him, but there 
was another, far more profoundly signif
icant of the true cast of his mu8icaI na
ture, of the true bent of his genius, which 
most of us are now too prone to over
look. What Mendelssohn had to com
bat, in his character of DauidabaRdler, 
was an intrinsically weak, trivial and 
ephemeral thing; all that could make it 
worthy of the determined antagonism of 
such men asMendeIssohn and Schumann 
was that it had the force of fashiou on 
its side in their day. But no one now
adays doubts for a moment that it would 
800U enough have died a natural death 
of itself, without anT interference from 
the DavidBbund. Such things as the 
Herz concertos and H11Dten's variations 
eome iuto the world with the seeds of 
.caries already SOWD in them, and any 
penetrating eye could see at a glance 
that that finely polished enamel was fore
.doomed. Indeed, this whole war of the 
DalYidsbaRdler against the Philistines 
seems to us now as rather a waste of 
powder, and we are a little inclined to 
wonder at how such very strong men 
could care so much about the matter. 
But there was something else against 
which Mendelssohn's whole soul revolted 
with a far more deeply rooted aversion 
than against the trivial .. Philistinism " 
of Herz, HflDten & Co.; something 
which had, at least in his day, little pow
er of fashionable popularity to aid and 
abet it, but which, Mendelssohn may 
have had a secret, unacknowledged fore
boding, was destined to grow and flour
ish. The" Philistines" could, at worst, 

... ... 

arouse him to outbursts of petulant m
humor, at best, to Bputterings of sarcas
tic fun; but hear in what Jeremiah 
strains he speaks of another phase of 
the musical production of his day! .As 
before, the letters to Moscheles fumiah 
only hints at what his feelings were, but 
these hints are big with meaning. 

"What you say of Berlioz's overture • 
I thoroughly agree with. It is a chaotic, 
prosaic piece, and yet more humanly 
conceived than some of his others; I al
ways felt inclined to say with Faust: 
[here some words are wanting 1 for his 
orchestration is such a frightfUl mud
dle, such an incongruous mess, that one 
ought to wash one's hands after hand
ling a score of his. Besides, it is really 
a shame to set nothing but murder, 
misery and wailing to music; even were 
he successful, he would simply give us a 
record of atrocitie& At first he made 
me quite melancholy, because his judg
ments on others are 80 clever, 80 cool 
and correct-he seems so thoroughly 
sensible, and yet he does not perceive 
that his OWD works are sUch rubbishy 
nonsense·"t 

Here is another sample, which, al
though not bearing quite sodirectlyupon 
the case in point, is still suggestive, and 
in the same general direction: 

"I quite agree with you in all you say 
about Neukomm's music. Is it not 
wonderful that a man of such taste and 
refinement should not be able to trans
fer these qualities to his music? To 
say nothing of the fundamental ideas of 
his compositions, the working-ont seems 
so careless and commonplace. • • • 
Then, again, that constant use of brass 
instruments I As & matter of sheer ca1-

... Lee FranC&oJagee." 
t Dated D_ldorf, A.prlll884. Tbla _ In reply to. 

1_ from )(ollChel .... in .. hlch _lind the follo .. lng: 
.. After yoaro, I had BerUos'. oYel'tDnl, • Lee Fran ... 

.lapa,' to condDOt. We were .11 onrIoaa to know .. W 
Pn-nch pnIuo could create. I _y P",uch, for. 110 far, no 
other couutrJ hut France hu recotrDl&ed Derllos •• a ~ 
nlUlL Dut oh I .. hat. rattling of bI'IuI8, lit for the Porte
Saint-Martin I What erne .. wicked ocorIng ... If to pro .. 
that our anceetorll ..... no better than pedantlll And oh I 
again. for the coutrut of the middle ouhject, that wouJ4 
con .. le ua with a vanderiOe metody, IUch .. )'OIl could not 
heu to more advantage In • vOn .. at Ie Pacba,' or In the 
• Viennese In Berlin.' Tben com .. the myetto elem"nt, a 
~ou of _bllIII harmonl .... nnlntelUglhle to all 
but tbe March cat& To abo.. tbat lIOIDetblng terrible Ia 
agItatinlf the fevered hraln of the compooer. an apoplectlo 
otroke of tb~ tam·tam ob"kee to .blYmW the elforta of the 
.. bole orcheotra, .. _110 the andltory n ...... e. of tile _. 
bled .ndlence. • • ... 

1 
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co1ation. they should be sparingly em
ployed, let alone the- question of art I 
That's where I admire Handel's glori
ous style; when he brings up his kettle
drums and trumpets towards the end, 
and thumps and batters away to his 
hearl's content, as if he meant to Jmock 
you down, no mortal can remain un
moved. I really believe it is far better 
to imitate such work than to overstrain 
the nerves of your audience who, after 
all, will at last get accustomed to Cayenne 
pepper. There is Cherubini's new opera, 
• Ali Baba,' for instance, which I have 
j~t been looking through. I was de
lighted with some parQI, but in others it 
grieved me to find that he should chime 
in with that perverted new tone of the 
Parisians. win~ u;e pieces, in them
selves calm and dignified, with thunder
clap effects, scoring as if instruments 
were nothing, and eft'ect everything, 
3 or 4 trombones blasting away at 
you as if the human ear could stand 
anything. Then the finales, with their 
uncouth harmonies, tearing and dash
ing about, enough to knock one up. 
How bright and sparkling, on the other 
hana, are some of the pieces in his 
former manner, from • Faniska' and 
• Lodolska,' for instance; there really is 
&8 wide a dift'erence &8 between a man 
and a scarecrow-no wonder the opera 
was a failure. To an admirer of the old 
Cherubini it is really annoying that he 
should write such miserable ~ and 
Dot have the pluck to resist the so-called 
taste of the day and of thelublic (&8 if 
you and I were Dot part 0 the public, 
and didn't live in these times &8 well, and 
didn't want music adapted to our diges
tive capacities) I .As for those who are 
not admirers of the old Cherubini, they 
will not be satisfied anyhow, do what he 
may; for them he is too much himself 
in' Ali Baba,' and, after the first three 
notes. they spot their man, and set him 
down as a 'vieille perruque,' 'rococo,' 
etc."· 

But here are three passages more to 
the point: 

"What you say of Liszt's harmonies 
is depressing. I had seen the thing at 
DtIsseldorf, and put it aside with indif-

• Dated ~ Dec. is, 188C. 

ference, because it simply seemed very 
stupid to me; but if that sort of stutt 
is to be noticed, or even admired, it is 
really provoking. But is that the case? 
I cannot believe that imJlarlial people 
can take J,>leasure, or be m any way in
terested, m cacophony; whether a few 
reporters putt it, or DOt, matters little; 
their articles will leave DO more traces 
than the compositioD. What annoys 
me is that there is so little to throw into 
the other side of the balance, for what 
our Messrs. Reissiger & Co. compose is 
dift'erent, but just as shallow, and what 
Heller and Berlioz write is DOt musio 
either, and even old Cherubini's 'Ali 
Baba' is dreadfully poor, and borders 
on Auber. That is very sad. " t 

And again : 

"What you say about Berlioz's sym
phODY is literally true, I am sure; only 
I must add that the whole thing seems 
to me so dreadfully slow, and what could 
be worse? A piece of music may be a 
piece of uncouth, crazy, barefaced im
pudence, and, with all that, have Bome 
go about it, and be amusing; but this 
is simply insipid, and altogether without 
life. 

C< Some studies of Hiller's I saw the 
other day I could DOt bring myself to 
like either, and I am sorry for this, be
cause I am fond of him, and believe he 
has talent; but Paris, DO doubt, is bad 
soil" t 

C< Looking through Dew music, 8S you 
constantly do, have you come across 
anything good? I have DOt met with 
anything that I quite liked. A book of 
mazurkas by Chopin, and a few Dew 
pieces of his are so mannered that they 
are hard to stand. Heller, too, has 
written two books of songs that he had 
better left unwritten. I so wish I could 
admire it all, but it is really 80 little to 
my taste, I can DOt. A few things there 
are, too, by some Berliners and Leip
zigers who would like to begin where 
Beethoven left oft: They can 'clear 
their throats' &8 he does, and • cough 
his cough,' aud that is just all. It seems 
to me like riding acroS8 country after 

t Dated BerUD, Aug. 18, 18811. * Dated DlUM1dorf, Karch .. 1886. 
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the rain; on horseback they can dash 
along splendidly, even if they do get 
splashed, but when they try to walk, 
they get stuck fast in the mnd." • 

These, as I have said, are mere hints ; 
bnt, taken together with what we know 
of Mendelssohn, of his artistic aims and 
principles, they are very eloqnent to 
whoever has ears to hear. Through 
them all there runs a current of ab
horrence of a. musical something-call 
it essence, E2i. .t, tendency, if yon will
which had to show itself in his 
time, and whi it were sheer blindness 
not to recognize as essentially identical 
with the dominant musical spirit of the 
present day. Mendelssohn did his best 
to stem its progress; it aroused a far 
more strenuous opposition in him than 
anything the mere "Philistines" could 
do, and both by precept and examp~ 
in his compositions, in his playing and 
conducting-he fought against it, tooth 
and nail No doubt he combated it 
as something utterly bad and vicious, 
rather than as something he feared 
might, in the end, prove strong and 
victorious. He only saw the begin
nings of it-in Liszt, Berlioz, and oth
ers-and his faith was too strong for 
him seriously to fear that it could ever 
thrive, for to his mind it was as a blas
phemy against all that he held most 
sacred, all that he believed to be most 
true and eternal in music. He could 
not foresee that Brahms-that is, the 
Brahms we now know, the Brahms of 
the 0 minor symphony-would one day 
come out of Schumann, that the Berlioz 
spawn was to hatch out Sain~s, 
Massenet, Bizet, and who knows whom 
else? that all the occult forces, then se
cretly at work, were to bring forth a 
Richard Wagner, with his "Nibe1ung
en," "Tristan," and "Art-work of the 
Future." These were all hidden from 
his sight behind the impenetrable veil 
of the future. But the seeds, the first 
germs of these he did see, and, al
though he was far from rightly estimat
ing their real vitality, their inherent 
power of growth, he abhorred them 
with a deeply rooted abhorrence as he 
would the thing unclean. What were 
the mere polite trivialities, the drawing-

• Dated Da..J4ort, Peb. T. 18811. 

room commonplaces of the Herz and 
Hanten "Philistines," in com . n 
with this new spirit in music, w= if 
it were not exorcised, would drag the 
whole art down to utter destruction 
and ruin? To him the exorcism seemed 
simple enough, a thing that would be 
merely a matter of time; to his faith, 
founded on Bach, Handel, and Beet
hoven, this spirit ~f~ well seem mor
ibund, even in its . ey, yet none the 
less detestable, for all that, and some
thing in the extermination of which it 
might, upon the whole, be well to assist 
Nature. I 

Do not think, for a moment, that I 
am stating the case too strongly. Of 
the few surviving musicians who were 
once intimate with Mendelssohn, who 
remember him in the daily activity of 
his musical life, I am very sure, there is 
not one bnt would agree that, if Men
delssohn were suddeuly to return to 
this earth to-day, and to see our musical 
doings, hear the compositions we take 
delight in, know the men whom we 
crown as heroes--our W~ers, Liszts, 
Berlioz's, Brahmses, Dvof8ks, Rnbin
steins-he would think to find hiIDself 
in the midst of the crumbling ruins of a 
devastated art, the shattered and pros
trate columns of a desecrated tem\>le. 
Remember, also, that I am exy:t:essmg 
no personal opinion; I am jndging no 
one, neither Mendelssohn nor the men 
who have come after him, in many ways 
almost supplanted him. I am merely 
trying to show how the general musical 
production of our day, above all, how 
the reigning mnsical spirit and tenden
ey of our day, would appear, if viewed 
through Mendelssohn's eyes. And I am 
imJ.lelled to this attempt by a far more 
sanons and weighty motive than for the 
mere sake of performing a feat of im
aginary resnscitation of a departed 
ghost, like that of the spirits in Dean 
Swift's Glubdnbdrib. No, there is more 
behind it than that I 

This new musical spirit which 
breathes through almost all of our 
contemporal1 composition, which sets 
our responsIve hearts &-beating, bnt 
which Mendelssohn would have looked 
upon as veritably to pneuma al:alharlon, 
has brought with it-and necessarily, 
too-a corresponding style of musical 
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performance. This some of us are only 
too prone to forget. We are quite con
scious of the gradual changes that have 
come over the face of the art of music
that is, the art of composition-from 
the time of Bach down to our own. 
These we cannot well forget, for it hap
pens, now and then, that we hear works 
by Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Schumann, 
Berlioz and Wagner at one and the 
same concert. But how many of us 
take the trouble to thiDk that, as the 
style of composition changed, from age 
to age, the style of performance which 
the composers had in view, when they 
wrote their works, must have changed 
in e:mctJy the same ratio? This is a 
matter that it were well to ponder on a 
little. Think you that Mozart meant 
his G minor symphony to be played in 
the same way that Beethoven demand
ed for his "Eroica"? that Mendelssohn 
imagined the duet between the Widow 
and Elijah as sung with the same em
phasis that Wagner heard in his mind's 
ear, when he wrote Brflnnhilde's lament 
over Siegfried's dead body in the "Got
terdimmerung"? Not a bit of it I The 
~ent style of singing and play
mg that is characteristio of a musical 
epoch dogs the footsteps of the preva
lent style of composition in that epoch 
with inveterate pertinacity. Only the 
very greatest performers-that is, those 
who are the best and most cultivated 
musiciADs can, even at intervals, ex
tricate themselves from the toils of that 
style of performance which the spirit 
o( their time winds around them; and 
even they cannot always do it. The dif
ference between musical performance 
to-day and a generation or two ago is 
something far more intrinsio than is 
implied in a mere increase or decrease 
in technical skill; it is a difference in 
spirit, in purpose, in general musical 
point of VIew. To take but a single 
instance, I remember a wholly trust
worthy ear-witness telling me once that 
Liszt's playing in his Parisian riod, 
when he dazzled the then musi:!!orld, 
not merely by his genius and virtuosity, 
but by the tremendous and almost ex
ag~erated eft'ects he produced, would 
strike us now as the height of classio 
purity, as sheer.Arcadian simplicity, com
pared with the playing of Rubinstein. 

Now, as Mendelssohn's whole nature 
was revolted by that spirit which has so 
taken possession of the musical produc
tion of our time, so. is it unquestionable 
that the style of performance which the 
works of our contemporary composers 
demand is not that which he would have 
cared to see applied to his own works. 
And this fact Should, by no means, be 
forgotten. Indeed it takes a certain 
effort, a certain voluntary assumption of 
a quasi-archaio point of view, in most of 
our performers and conductors to-day
excet>ting the few, the very few, who are 
still m perfect sympathy with Mendels
sohn's musical instincts-to enable them 
to reproduce his works in the spirit in 
which they were written. And that Men
delssohn was very much of a purist in 
matters of musical performance, even 
for his own time, is indubitable. He 
once said that he could not play Chopin 
well, for he could not bring himself to 
"play out of time." In this matter, he 
was even more strict than Moscheles 
himself. One day when Mendelssohn 
and Moscheles were playing, in Leip~, 
a four-hand piece by the latter for thell' 
own amusement, Moscheles began to c0-

quet with the theme of the Rondo in the 
elegant salon fashion. Mendelssohn's 
eyes began to dart fire, and at the second 
or third. retum of the theme, which Mo
scheles persisted in playing in the same 
nWato style, he gave 1rl8 partner a nudge 
in the ribs, with the horrified exclama
tion: ".Aber, M08chele8! was machen Sie 
denn da 1" (But, Moscheles I what are 
you about ?), and when at last, the theme 
reappeared in hill half of the keyboard, 
he played it with triumphant emphasis, 
in strict time. This little anecdote was 
told me by an eye-witness, who was tum
ing over the music for the two eC'erso 

Now, although many of Mend oo's 
works have lapsed from the concert 
room to-day, a goodly number of them
and very important ones, too--still hold 
their own, and bid fair to do so for 
some time to come. And it behooves 
aJl who are interested in music to see to 
it that they are given, if given at all, in 
the style which belongs to them. That 
this is no such easy matter may be ap
preciated by those who have witnessed 
the woful distortions his violin concerto 
-to take one instance out of many-
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has been made to undergo at the hands 
of more than one distinguished violinist, 
of late years, or who have heard what 
virtuoso atrocities have been committed 
upon some of his simplest Songs without 
Words by aspiring-and perspiring
pianists. But still, with good will, per
severance and. above aU, with under
standing, much can be done. If any, or 
aU, of the more modem composers suc
ceed in ousting Mendelssohn's works 
from the concert room, and relegating 
them to that dusty oblivion in whicn 
the works of many another composer of 

~nius sleep in peace, and with little 
unmediate hope of resurrection, the 
world will have no right to complain, 
for it will be its ·own fault if such a 
thing comes to pass. But, 80 long as 
Mendelssohn is played and sung, let it, 
in heaven's name, be in the Mendel880hn 
way I Let no redections from Liszt, 
Berlioz, Wagner, Rubinstein, or no-mat
ter-whom disturb the '!Pirit in which his 
works were conceived, and in which 
they should be brought into complete 
being, that the ears of men may hear 
them! 

.... 

BALLADE OF THE KING'S WAY. 

By AndreuJ Huss,:? Allen. 

MAn there be that wait for him, 
Of damsels blithe and courtiers gay, 

Far down the highway's distance dim, 
From moming green to twilight gray. 

He passeth by their light array-
The damsels fair the knights between

No " Vivat I" doth the king betray, 
For lo! he passeth by unseen! 

Many there be that wait for him, 
That wait and beat on the breast and pray, 

Beside the rushing river's brim-
"A shrift! A grace! An hour's delay I " 

No mercy doth their prayer repay; 
Their outstretched palms, their suppliant mien, 

He heedeth not-and blind are they, 
For lo! he passeth by unseen I 

Many there be that wait for him, 
Or here or there. He will not stay 1-

With footstep firm and visage grim, 
Relentless on his iron way, 

He leadeth the hours day by day, 
From twilight gray to moming green, 

And they that wait-wait as they may, 
For 10 1 he passeth by unseen 1 

ENVOY. 

"To-morrow he will come," they say, 
"And golden guerdon shall we glean I

But day by day the days decay, 
For 10 1 he passeth by unseen . 



FIRST HARVESTS. 

By F. }. Stimson. 

CHAPTER IV. 

ABTJmJt BOLTOn'S DBBAlI8. 

the living poet 
and the dead came 
out to see the stars 
once more, the Flor
entine found himseH 
upon a grassy slope, 
alone in the early 
morning, with his si

lent guide. So, when Tannhli.user, after 
his ten years' sojourn in the Venus
berg, broke through the walls of the 
mountain in a rift made by a prayer, he 
too found himself on the brow of a green 
and sunny mountain valley, filled with 
the long-forgotten breath of morning; 
and, in place of the devil's music, a shep
herd piping to his sheep. So, reader, 
you in fiesh and blood, as I hope, may 
follow me, in the story, to the time of 
dates and daylight, and a place-the 
time, September, 1883; the place, the 
village of Great Barr.ingron, far down in 
Berkshire in old Massachusetts. The 
early morning shadows still reached 
long across the green carpet of meadow 
in the intervale; the shadows of the 
houses, and of the great masses of elm 
foliage, and of the tall spire of the meet
ing-house up on the hill; the undulating 
masses of greenery that robed the lower 
hills were striped here and there with 
autumn scarlet, like a blackbird's wing; 
and the silver lace in the meadow grass, 
and the long silken cobwebs in the air, 
and the rich violet-blue sky, shading off 
to pink like an onyx near the horizon, 
were precursors of the coming glory of 
the day. 

No one was stirring in the village. 
In the ploughed uplands a few farmers 
were idly walking, hither and thither, 
like generals on the battlefield of their 
mcceas, tightening a sheaf of fodder or 
replacing a yellow squash or two that 
bad rolled off from a summit of the 
great gold~ds standing, piled 
like cannon- in the cornfields. But 

the day of sowing was over, and the day 
of reaping was over, and little remained. 
but to sit and look at the crops and 
grow fat. Up on the hill, the roads 
were empty-who should travel when 
there was no need ? Even the plodding 
oxen-teams were idle in their stalls, be
ing fattened and coddled, perhaps, for 
the annual cattle-ahow. So that Gracie 
Holyoke and Arthur had the beautiful 
Stockbridge road, and the morning look 
of the mountains, all to themselves. 
They rode at a shatp canter, bnt with 
little conversation; at least, so a groom 
might have thought, riding behind them; 
as the two heads never seemed to turn 
inward. But there was no groom, and 
the chestnut horses had a way of riding 
so closely side by side (being in this 
constantly drilled) that to turn one's 
head was hardly necessary. 

Were these two in love? A city 
groom, used to ride behind many a 
preening pair in their smart T-cart, 
seasoned and wearied with his master's 
catechism of fiirtation, which he had so 
often overheard; being there in theory 
to play propriety, but in fact,. as he well 
knew, only as a license to fiirt, much 88 
a policeman is stationed in the Park for 
the skating when the ice is thin-such 
a groom would have said No. For they 
hardly ever look at one another. But. 
perhaps an older groom, good dan 
Cupid himself, the blind passenger who 
perches like dark care on 80 many a 
horse's back, and drives dark care away 
-he might answer Yea: for they are 
not fiirting. 

Now, there are several legitimate 
states of being in love, as, videlicet, to 
be in IoTe and know it, to be in love 
and not know it, to know that she loves 
you and to think that you love her, to 
be in love, but with another person 
than the one you think :-but to know 
it and not be in love is but a modern 
and puerile intellectual trifiing: this 
we call fiirtation. And in that these 
two were surely not. Were they then 
simply indifferent to one another? Un-
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likely-so early m the morning. And 
surely, the cosmic chances are all in our 
favor: is it not the normal relation, to 
be in love? Given, a young man of 
twenty-one and a lovely girl 80me few 
months younger-and the uplands, and 
the forest, d th moon, stars, 
storm and d show me 
one such yo ove and you 
will show me ow you had 
best avoid. 

No such se rdid sinner 
ean this slen , who turns 
in his saddle and shows the clear-cut 
New English profile with the delicate 
but winning smile. But see, the smile 
has faded into earnestness; leaning yet 
farther from the saddle, he is looking up 
into his companion's face, and seeming 
to be searchin thing there. 

eyes turned inward, and the wind mak
ing free with bis curly, undecided-col
ored hair. For what probation was 
there more, after all their lives had so 
far been together, than living on to
gether, man and wife? Not that she loved 
him th ch as he loved h b 

xpected. She 
deserved, he 
e of most pairs 

ds not waste 
selves, as it is 

Arthur walked 
straight garden path that led from door 
to highway in Judge Holyoke'S old place, 
switching off the prim asters with his 
riding-cane. For his uncle's house was 
built in the days of gardens, not of lawns 
-can we not imagine the large con-

. hich the dwe 
Does he find d, good dan P regard a bar 

?-and the 110 
presence there 

Cupid, were y more? or 0 

were we both for she has p 
not blushed, unded cheek 0 

we see, as w them, grows 
quickly pale, an Just make out 
the dark eye-lashes that droop quickly 
down, breaking the contour; and now 
they do not speak again, but ride at the 
run in mutual silence-oh, a silence that 
is surely mutual, if ever silence was-
and we have much to do, being old and 
no longer in 1 hind these 
two, who . do This was all 
that happene Only, com-

ot too stout, 
an grace almost Greek in gure as 
in face; a strange, strong scion of that 
narrow - chested clergyman - father, so 
stout in spirit, but 80 fragile in this 
world, who had died and left him to his 
uncle's care, the Judge. There are many 
such: it seems our people (like BOme 

us poet) have 
and interestin 

mfortably stou 
ing home, an unting (she 
without wai . and he tak- w 

y-going middl 
ual fires quelle 
tarian clergym ing her hand morning (as 

he had done a hundred tunes before, 
that very summer) the color mounted in 
the young girl's face (as it had never 
done before) so that she turned the face 
aside which was too near her heart and 
ran indoors in haste and left him there. 

This was all that ha ened on that 
ride-it was er happened 
-but in it, e had made 
bold to ask become bis 
wife; and sh hun wait till 
evening for d then they 
both had rid city groom 
would have seen nothing of it all; yet 
these things had been done. A short 
probation, you will say, until the even
rug only; and.Arthur hardly thought of 
it as such, but walked home briskly, hat 
in hand, castle-building; his dark gray 

tUDlsbc m a fat living. .Arthur, how
ever (not to carry the analogy too far), 
was spiritual enough in his way, though 
not the orthodox; delicately balanced, 
mobile, imaginative, Celtic more than 
Saxon, and rather Greek than either. 
Nor could ou truly say that his 

unless depth m 
ess. .Arthur 

New England . 
thingsAmeri 

d the people, th 
ther Greek than 

Irreverent, fond of novelty and quick
in politics, if not in art, they are Athe
nian. The public of Aristophanes is the 
public of the American burlesque; of 
lions, fair ladies, lecturers ; of advertised 
politics, priests and prophets, of the 
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mind-eure and of the secular Sunday 
newspaper. 

Arthur Holyoke had been brought up 
by the Judge, chieSy on the simple plan 
of keeping him in the country and giving 
him plenty of books; a most admirable 
plan, never to be enough recommended. 
The Judge spent his winters in the city; 
then Arthur was kept at boarding
school; one of those quiet little board
ing-schools of the wooden Doric variety, 
now disappearing. The Judge travelled 
abroad, or went to England or to the 
West, every summer; Arthur was left at 
Great Barrington. One winter Arthur 
had passed in Boston with his uncle, and 
had attended lectures at the Institute of 
Technology; it was the winter that Gra
cie had been away with her aunt in New 
York. This happened in one of these 
years when the whim of Hellenism 
aeemed, in Boston, to be permanently 
eclipsing the Hebraism which has reall,. 
made that city ; and Arthur was inton
cated by the new atmosphere, as a hardy 
wind-Sower might be in the rich sweet 
air and tempered light of a grapery. 
You do not make grapes of blackberries 
by putting them under glass; but you 
modify them considerably. H you had 
asked Arthur what was to be his profes
sion, he would have answered engineer
ing ; but his inward consciousness was 
that he should be a great poet. But he 
knew the pitying contempt with which 
the wol"ld regards ita contemporary fail
ures---and its contemporaries are always 
failures-in that line ; and in spite of his 
assurance that he had it in him (while 
others had not) he did not mean that it 
abould be known until it was known 
only to his glory. These dreams had 
blended with his dreams of life with 
Gracie, until it was hard to say which 
was more the cause and which the effect; 
they grew apace together. To-day his 
dreams of love had the ascendant; and 
he wandered about the country many 
hours, rapt in his love and her. They 
would live where? in the city, of course ; 
in New York, where was the largest fo
cus for his genius. That, too, was the 
place where t,he most rapid fortune was 
to be made ; for, of course, they must 
have money, and the money must be 
made quickly, that he might get his lei
sure and return to his poetry again. For 

this was to be the ultimate, the crown of 
his life. Engineering would not do; 
some ~~ way than this must be 
found; . g. or railroads. The years 
of business would be irksome, no doubt ; 
but then, with Gracie with him I 

So the boy wandered, through the 
afternoon, working many a gorgeous 
variegatiou on the themes of love and 
fame; with but the least substratum of 
gold among them, as if to give strength 
to the pigments of his fancy. Mean
time, Gracie, on her part, had been 
thinking, now happily, now in shades of 
sadness, oftener still in prayer. Yet abe 
went about the household on her usual 
duties, passing silently like the day
light through the long library, where 
the old Judge sat over his briefs and 
closely-wrought ~r~ons, nor ever no
ticed so slight a . as a young girl's 
mood. 

Arthur found her in the garden, when 
he came, in a favorite place of hers, sit
ting on an old stone seat by the little 
brook, where it was most densely over
shadowed by the Sowering shrubs. She 
had that serious look in her dark eyes 
which he loved best in them, and abe 
neither blushed nor smiled when he took 
her hand and sat him down beside her. 
Arthur had often fancied that at this 
time a Sow of speech worthl of a Pe
trarch would be 1ria ; but as it was, the 
simplest words alone seemed strong to 
him. "The day has seemed so long to 
me I" PerhapB he thought it true; but 
it was not. The day had seemed short, 
and full of dreams. She made no an
swer; but, in a moment, turned her 
head and looked at him, gravely, as it 
seemed to Arthur, fondly, as it might 
have seemed to an older man. .. I do 
not think we ought to be engaged," abe 
said ; and this he could not make her 
unsay in all the aftemoon. 

But the old tragicomedy was re-en
acted, which is so old, and will seem so 
new to our great-grandchildren; and 
Arthur knew, at the first, that abe loved 
no one else ; and at the last, he knew, or 
might have known, that she loved him. 
But the yes she would not say, but only, 
wait; and when he urged, But you ma}' 
care for some one else? abe only said, 
" I ahall care for no one else, Arthur "
and at the last it grew to be but a plea&-
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ant play, so sure he was of her. It was 
settIed between them that he was to go 
to New York and make his fortune and 
hel"S; and that then he was to come 
back and ask her father's consent; or 
sooner perhaps, if the fortune was too 
slow in com· Sh uld not write 
to him, she II8J. ould answer 
a letter now d he kissed 
her once for th der the old 
lilac bush, bef And more, 
a thousand tim felt in love 
with her than been that 
morning; and so they came out of the 
greenery into the broad sward with the 
long slanting shadows of the sunset, he 
still holding to her hand. 

They were close on the Lenox road; 
and he had to drop her hand in haste, 
as an open swinging by, 
bearing an 01 e of ours-
Mrs. Levison est of hers 
from Lenox. must have 
made some q Mrs. Gower 
about them; turned and 
looked at the young poop e, and she 
bowed to Gracie; and then the light 
wheels whisked by, leaving but the dust, 
and the crisp sound of the horses' trot. 
Arthur had noticed the glance, but did 
not speak of it; he saw that Gracie was 
blushing again. He forgot even to ask 
who Mrs. Gow ok Gracie's 
hand again in ther, slowly, 
they went do garden-walk. 

OF GRACIE HOLYOKE AND OF REB HEART. 

A XAN's grand life, says some one, is 
a dream of his youth realized in and by 
his later years ; what then shall we say 
of a woman's? Think not on this; but 
let your soul a.n answer should 
be there, in th but whether 
it comes from things now 
half forgotten thin, or from 

or daughter. Some s11ght girl whose 
maidenhood was a sweet bloom, like 
Mary's lily in the Temple; and then we 
may have lost sight or knowledge of her, 
for a time. And then perhaps we have 
met some other woman, some old wom-

. th hi hairs; not th 
it seems as if 

ether their two 
one brook, tha 
only, which b 

fi era. Andbe 
th tween some wo 
some mother's life, not known save to her 
sons and God, not preached in meetings 
and conventions; deep hidden in some 
human fireside, like the brook that makes 
so green a summer wood-Such lives 
are white and shining, like a dream of 

on the earth. 
world seems 

1 and desire; th 
h out, and all m 
g g, for the colo 
o et such blooms 
upon 1 • u they blossom stilly, hke 
silent lilies born above the meadow-mire. 
White and pure they shine, and breathe 
in heaven's sunlight, and give out heaven's 
fragrance, borne each upon its slender 
stem above the blind, black bog. 

s 
I 

The day after this, Gracie had an er
tie town beyon 
hat he might 
they both mig 
. So they s 
ew brown leave 
et, and the light 

ed the valley was like yellow wine. Their 
way lay up over the hills to the eastward, 
and then, cresting their summits, along 
a rambling grass-grown road, between 
the crumbling stone walls and old un-

fainted farmhouses. What paint the 
rs had to pare, they put th 

b wdery stutJ; w 
t a brushing 
e seasoned bo 

farmhouses 1 
some birth dhood, who f the fields alre 
shall say? Y like a child's 
dream of a star; happy he whose man
hood sees the star, its dream not yet 
departed. And all of us have fancied 
women so, at some time in our lives ; 
have we never known one such? For 
but one such is enough, mother, bride 

lieved by an 
The places where gardens had been used 
to b~, were common forthe hens; along 
the fences for a hundred yards on either 
side of every house was a littering of 
chips where the wood-piles had beeD, 
but the piles were scant this year, and of 
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half-grown birch; the reason was easy to 
see, for the great hills rolled off around 
them denuded of timber, save here and 
there a new growth of scrub oak. Be
side each house the old well stood, its 
sweep pointing to the sky, but now dis
used and replaced by a patentlog-pump, 
painted a garish blue. 

Arthur rode very close to Gracie to
day; there was an exhilarating space 
and sweep to the free wind that brought 
bright color to their cheeks, and their 
clear eyes sparkled as their glances soared 
far over the brown downs and rested 
with delight upon the distant skyline. 
There is something about our New Eng
land uplands like the barren worn-out 
plains of Old Oastile; yet these two 
might have stood for a youth and future 
that one cannot hope frOm Spain. 

Thel came out from the table-land 
down mto a combe that bad been worn 
for itself by a little stream now dry; as 
they ambled down the winding graBS
grown way, the trees began again. about 
them, oak and pines, then firs; a house 
or two was passed, and then a little 
school-house, the hoUses boarded up, and 
the school-house closed. They came 
down upon the turnpike, which bad come 
by the longer way, around the bills ; here 
was a bit of a village, a blacksmith's 
bouse, a country store and an old hotel 
The weather-worn wood of these seemed 
older than any thatclled and plastered 
cottage in old England. 

Gracie's pensioners lived in a little 
house close by, the blacksmith's wife and 
her six children; she had some medi
cine for them, and Arthur a few news
papers. While Gracie went to see them, 
Arthur led the horses to the inn ; there 
was a swinging sign of George Wash
ington over the door, which the pride 
of each successive owner had kept well 
varnished ever since the memorable 
night when he bad stopped there,
though nothing else about the place was 
in repair. No one came to the door as 
Arthur walked up, and he tied his horses 
to a well-nibbled rail, and went in. 
There was a long bare entry leading from 
the front door, with a row of doors; each 
with a tin sign above it, "office," "din
ing-room," "ball-room" (now half oblit
erated), and "bar." .Arthur opened the 
last one, and went in. 

There was a ~h black stove with a 
bard-ooaJ fire, in the centre of the room ; 
around it on the floor a square wooden 
tray, filled with sand. The walls were 
covered with gay posters, a cattle show, 
an advertisement of melodeons, of a horse 
stolen, of an auction sale of a farm, 
farming utensils, a horse and cow, many 
sleighs and wagons and some household 
furniture. An old man sat in one comer, 
in carpet slippers, with a newspaper, and 
a look upon him as if he bad not been 
out-doors that day. 

"Well,Lem ?"saidArthur, "business 
quiet, eh?" 

"There ain't much business, Mr. Holy
oke," said the hotel-keeper, without 
changing his position, "'xcept what's in 
here." And he pointed to the bar, and 
the pitcher of water, and the row of 
tumblers behind it. 

"I want you to give my horses a feed," 
said Arthur, "we came over from Great 
Barrington." 

"Oame over from Barrington, did 
ye 1" said he. "And what's the news in 
town 1" And without waiting for an 
answer, the old man rose and hobbled 
to the side door. "Mike I" he cried, 
.. Mike I " There was no answer. " I 
guess the feller must ha' gone to Lee," 
he added, grumbling. "There's a cattle 
show there, to-day." 

"Let me go," said Arthur; .. m look 
after them." 

"You'll find the feed in the bin," said 
the innkeeper, relapsing into his stoft'ed 
chair, with a sigh of relief. 

.. And what's the news from your son, 
Mr. Hitchcock 1" said Arthur, when he 
came back. 

"Lem's still out in Ioway," said Mr. 
Hitchcock. " There ain't much call for 
a young feller of sperit to be loafin' 
around here. I brought him up for the 
busine88; but I guess the old place'1l 
have to keep itself after I am gone." 

.. Still at your old books, Mr. Hitch
cock, I see," said Arthur, taking up a 
well-worn copy of Tom Paine. .. Why, 
I didn't know you read French I" And 
Arthur turned over with interest the 
leaves of a book the other bad just laid 
down; it was a volume of Voltaire. 

" I l'arned it when I was a b'y in col
lege. Perhaps ye didn't know as I was 
a college-bred man?" 
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"1 Dllght have known It, " said Arthur. 
"But you didn't send Lem there? " 

"No," said the other, shortly. And 
then,' chuckl" ey've p 
much e to m of thin 
now. otice th eetin'-h 
as ye came ong? ey ve had to s u 
it up, ye know. Have a cigar?" And 
Mr. Hitchcock brought two suspicious 
lookin weeds out of a aily pictured 
box, a nded 0 Arthur, 
latter ne, kno the old 
would rtally 0 if this 
of hospitality were passed by. 

" Whose house was that 1 saw boarded 
up ? " said .Arthur, for the sake of some
thing 

" Wh aid the , "&in 
heard t's Uncl Wolco 
The old man was livm' there with Ius 
daughter and her little b'y," And Hitch
cock took a comfortable pull at his cigar, 

" Y " , d.Arth " reme 
now." 

"Th 's dead, e. 
"Wha said Arthur. ' Dead ? 
Hitchcock nodded assent. "Killed 

him, ye know." 
" Killed him? who-" 
"Th dfather el Wol 

Killed 'th an unday w 
Them pel folks 1m crazy 

The old man spoke with a sort of 
grim satisfaction, and .Arthur looked at 
him in amazement, "Great heavens I 
you do to say urdered 
Where other? 

" Lu r her s 't ther 
the time, 1 guess. Fust time 1 ever 
knew 0' church doing a critter any 
good." 

"Bu h is she ?" 
Hitch aved m in the 

tion 0 iggest " lihrm 
Sale," e back husb 
folks, 1 gue88. And when she come 
back, she found old Wolcott a-hangin' 
to a rafter in his barn." 

" Bu possibl e--" be 
.Arthur ," H other 
ily? " 

"He had a sister-l never heard what 
became 0' her. She married a feller by 
the name of Starbuck, from New Lon-
don wa 1 mist turned 
bad. the 01 got kin 
disperi An' then spel fo 
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But he was the last of the old Wolcott 
family, an' they was gret folks in their 
day. So they put him an' the infant in 
the fam' b, and 't up," 

.Arth ed at the tel-kee 
and th at th ty stre 
Gracie was coming along un er the e -
trees, the yellow leaves falling about her 
in the autumn wind. "1 must be go
ing," said he 

"Hav e some hot, bef 
ego?" 

"No,' .Arthur, s, 1 gu 
not." And he made haste to get away, 
feeling the spirit of the place come over 
him like a pall. 

" Well, -bye? " the oth 
, Always to see t we've 
ot to it. So , ye'11 

me hangmg to the beam up there, 1 ex
pect." Heedless of which gloomy prog
nostication, Arthur made haste to get 
to the sta d brough the ho 
They m and r e time 
silence. 

" Did . itchcoc you? " 
Gracie with a shudder. 

.Arthur nodded. Something in the 
terror of the place brou ht out his love 
he stro as he 1 t her, 

tears in P gray '1 won 
that we ot heard " said 
"but these places are so out of the 
world." 

"Poor man, 1 have so often wondered 
we co nothin him,'" 

he. " 1 there on he aIm 
rdered of the 

"Hitchcock says it was 80me religious 
manie.," said Arthur. 

"He never went to church when 1 
knew him," 'd Grac' "He cared 

ost fo ster ; think h 
usbllJld out . or poop 
oes it m crue cannot 

taught to live? They could be 80 happy 
here, in this lovely country, if they only 
knew." 

" We ppy, are t, dear 
said Arth 

" Yes, ur. It st see 
wrong-" and Gracie looked out over 
the hills ahead of them, where the sun 
was already low in the sky. 

" Are ing home " 
"1 w stop a. nt at 
ellys- h famil know." 
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Instinctively, they had taken another 
road back, leaving the old meeting
house and the now ended homestead on 
the right; and as they came up on the 
brow of the first hill, they passed a large 
wooden cross, painted freshly, with a 
gilt circle and the mystic letters LN.RL 
in the centre. A short distance beyond 
this was a square old-fashioned farm
house. with a fine old doorway, needing 
paint like all the other houses. But the 
yard was full of pigs and hens and 
chickeDS; and about the door a half
score tow-headed children were playing. 
These ran up to Gracie as they rode up. 
.. Mother'B in the kitchen," said the big
gest of the girls, putting a finger in her 
mouth. The boys Btood Btill, and stared 
at them, abashed. 

Gracie went in ; and Arthur Btood and 
looked about him. The fields were al
ready stubble; but lit up with yellow 
piles of squashes; a noise of cattle came 
hom the rambling old Btable; and be
hind the house was a low peat-meadow, 
fresh-ditched and being drained. The 
healthy Irish stock had grown luxuriant
ly, where the older line was dying out. 
Gracie came out, smiling. "She is a 
nice old body, Mrs. Kelly," said she. 
"And now, for home I" and they put 
their horses at the gallop, and were BOOn 
up on the bare downs again. And 
Arthur, like a man, began to plead his 
suit once more. 

CHAPTER VL 

TBB mOOB BUMB UP mB OASK. 

JUOOB HOLYOn sat in his library, try
ing to reconcile good law with good con
science by distinguishing the present 
case, in which the plaintUfwas clearly in 
the right, from &former one in which he 
had been as clearly in the wrong. The 
opinion was a hard one; and the Judge 
had got no farther than the summing 
up, when there was a knpok at the door. 
The Judge always wrote his opinionB 
with ease and clearneBB when law and 
right coincided; but when they did not, 
he would lie awake of nights to produce 
an opinion which would remain a mar
Tel of learning and obscurity. His high 
brow wrinkled a little when he heard 

the knock at the door; he hated to be 
disturbed while in the agonies of judi
cial creation; and as Arthur came ten
tatively in, he looked at him sternly, as 
upon a coUDSel who ventured upon an 
unexpected motion, with a curtly Bhort
cutting toeU 1 

(He has come for a larger allowance, 
thought the Judge; he knows that he is 
of full age, and wants his full income.) 

(How Bhall I ask him for his daughter, 
thought Arthur. Well-at all events, 
he must know that she is mine.) 

Arthur sat down, still hesitating. The 
Judge waited impatiently, though he 
thought he knew what was in his mind ; 
for it was part of his legal training never 
to give his own ideas until he had fully 
extracted those of the other Bide. Thus, 
mutual misunderstanding like that of a 
scene in a comedy was averted; for 
when Arthur did begin, it was to the 
point. 

.. Uncle John," said he, "I am engaged 
to Gracie." 

Uncle John was in fact more staggered 
than if he had moved him for a non
Buit; but his judicial calm was as 1m
ruftled as if it were but a similiter in 
pleading. "And is Gracie engaged to 
you ? "he answered, illogicallY, but to 
the point, in his turn. And Arthur'B 
hesitation in replying gave him time to 
hastily adapt himself to the issue and 
make up his judicial mind ; which was, 
as usual, that the court would reserve its 
decision. Arthur, however, hesitated 
but for a moment; and then with a faint 
blush mantling his ingenuous face, "I 
think, Bir, she might be, if you would 
consent." 

"But, dear me," said the Judge, "I 
don't cousent 1 Don't understand me for 
one moment as cousenting 1 Where'B 
Gracie? Did you tell her of thiB-of thiB 
BurpriBing motion of yours? It 

"No, Bir," said Arthur, "I thought.
that.-" 

"That you wanted" an ez parte hear
ing? Now I can't pronounce a decision, 
sir, in the absence of the parties; and 
Gracie has not made her appearance in 
this suit as yet 1 " 

"rn go get her," said Arthur, promptly. 
" No, Bir, }'ou'll do nothing of the sort," 

said the Judge, appalled at this evidence 
of collusion between the parties. "You'll 



158 FIRST HARVESTS. 

go away from here for some years before 
you get her ; and then-" 

"And then?" said Arthur, eagerly. 
The Judge looked at him curiously 

over his round spectaclee. "What do 
you propose to live upon?" 

.. I am coming to that," said Arthur. 
" I have fifteen hundred a year--" 

"Two thousand," said the Judge, ab
sently. 

" Two thousand? " said Arthur, "I did 
not think it was so much." And he 
began rapidly to calculate how much 
farther the extra five hundred would 
carry them. 

"Well," said the Judge, "you don't 
propose to marry my daughter and live 
m Boston on two thousand a year, do 
you?" But, secretly, it seemed to him 
the proper thing to do. 

"No, sir," said Arthur; (" Oh," inter
polated the Judge, rather disappointed.) 
"1-1 have decided to go to New York 
and enter a banking-house. And, in 
that, sir, I want to ask your help-and 
your advice." 

The Judge was silent a minute. .. In 
order that you may use the one and de
cline the other, I suppose, with thanks. 
Well ;-and granting this point ~for the 
sake of argument)-What next? ' 

.. Then," said Arthur, .. I shall try to 
make some money; and then, if I sue
Geed-will you give your consent to our 
engagem- to our marriage? " 

"Dear, dear," thought the Judge, 
" how persistent he is I I haven't given 
my consent to your engagement as yet," 
he answered. .. Why do you wish to go 
to New York?" 

.. I don't know, sir," said Arthur, tak
en by surprise. .. At least, it is a larger 
field-one may get on in the world more 
rapidly-and I thought, with my engi
neering training, as agent of a banking 
house I should be sooner able to sup
port a wife." 

" Do you think Gracie would be hap
pier there than in Boston?" 

"I don't know-we had not got to 
that yet, sir," said Arthur, cleverly 
enough. True, they had not; and the 
Judge smiled a little. 

"I mean, in case we should consider 
this most preposterous scheme?" he 
added. "Do you mean to be a banker 
all your life? " he asked, suddenly. 

"Oh, no, sir-at least, that is-I should 
like--" 

"Suppose I should ask you ,to take 
some practical position on a railroad in 
the far West ?" 

"I think I should rather be in New 
York, sir.-But, of course, I should 
want to follow your advice." 

"Would you give up the New York 
plan entirely, if I asked you to? " 

.. Yes, sir," said Arthur. "If you gave 
me Gracie." 

The Judge paused. Arthur sat, twirl
ing his liglit straw hat in his hand, but 
looking eamestly at his uncle. .. Shall 
I send her here to you, sir?" he said, 
finally, finding the suspense intolera
ble. 

The Judge looked at him gravely, over 
his spectacles. 

" On the whole, I think New York will 
be the best?lace for you. I will write 
to Mrs. Livmgstone about it to-night. 
But not a word of this to Gracie, mind. 
And now, good-night." 

Arthur got up; but he hesitated ner
vously at the door, before turning the 
handle. 

.. And suppose-suppose she asks me, 
sir? " 

" You will tell her I unqualifiedly dis
approve of the whole project," thundered 
the Ju~ in his most court-like man
ner; and Arthur must fain go content 
with that answer. But he met Gracie in 
the parlor, and told her that her father 
would not give his consent as yet; but 
that he had written to New York, and 
would find him, Arthur, a place in some 
banking-house. 

And so, these two went on to ta1k of 
more important matters; or rather, Ar
thur did; as, how long he had loved her, 
and how much, and how he had come to 
speak upon just that day; until Gracie, 
hearing nothing from her father, feared 
that he might be ill or worried, and gave 
Arthur his dismiSMl, and with more for
mality than usual. A certain constraint 
was between these two now, most new 
and delightful, to Arthur, at least; but 
quite dift'erent from the old cousinly 
ease. 

Meantime, the Judge had dropped his 
papers from him and set to considering 
th18 last case, that was 80 much nearer 
home. He had no objections-of course, 



FIRST HARVESTS. 159 

he had no serious objection to his 
daughter's marrying Arthur-if Arthur 
was good enough for her j for cousin
Rbip is but a slight objection in New 
England. The Judge had always looked 
up to his elder brother, the clergyman, 
as being far his own superior j but some
how, with his son and his own daughter, 
it seemed otherwise. The Judge stren
uously kept out of his mind any consid
eration of Gracie's leaving him, lest it 
should bias his decision j he felt an odd 
desire to submit the case to some one 
else, as one in which he was too much 
interested to sit. 

Perhaps in every middle-aged or el
derly mind, there is a slight impatience 
with the matrimonial doings of the 
younger, as being always somewhat pre
mature and ill-considered. When one's 
own life is neatly rounded 011: when one 
has duly weighed its emptiness, and 
properly resigned one's self to it j when 
that resignation, which once seemed so 
unlike content, has become a habit; 
there must be a certain impertinence,
you being 80 ready to say enfin I-in 
anyone's starting up and crying recom
menpons I Of course, Judge Holyoke 
knew that Gracie would some day wed
of course, he wished her to be well, i.e., 
happily married-but not exactly here-
not now-not to this one nor to that one. 
Not that he doubted that Arthur was in 
earnest-or that he st~!e the truth in 
saying Gracie loved . -nor did he 
think that they were both too young to 
know their own minds. It is the fash
ion to scoff at first loves, but the Judge 
believed in them j whether rightly or 
wrongly, we cannot say j but this was 
part of that which made him trusted, 
even by the prisoner upon whom he was 
passing sentence j and yet, a just judge, 
too. 

But somehow, things had changed so 
much since the Judge was young, that 
he did not see how anyone could so
berlycontra.ct to see them change much 
further, or take the risk of any new be
ginning. He himself had been a Rous
seau. a Robespierre, a Lovelace with a 
dash of folly and Tom Paine, to the 
worthy people of the town where he then 
sat, the peo:ple who were then sleeping 
in the hillside yonder j and yet, how 
fine a town these same good folk had 

made, in the days when he was a young 
la.w-student under old Judge Sewall I But 
in middle life, the world and its move
ment had passed him j and now, the gay 
folk and the band were almost out of 
sight ahead of him, and he behind with 
the feeble and the stragglers, the old 
and the obstructive, and no longer any 
hankering to be drum-major. 

For it seemed as if the old prizes had 
lost their lustre j and there were no 
longer any public for a man; an honest 
one getting so little applause, in this 
world's stage, and the general taste be
ing vitiated, and too coarse to relish the 
finer 6a.vors of the human soul. He 
believed Arthur to be an honest man, 
with the education and breeding of a 
gentleman; more he did not ask, his 
lJlDal'tness, or his faculty for getting on. 
The old Judge had little of the avarice 
miscalled of age; he thought too lit
tle of the worth of money for one who 
grieved so much that it alone had worth j 
perhaps Arthur, in his way, thought as 
much of this. With Gracie married, he 
at least might well go off the stage. 
Many creatures live but to their time of 
reproduction; this is all that nature 
seems to care j and the time which is 
given to live with and cherish his chil
dren to nature would seem but surplus
age. He had lived and married ; he had 
found all that even his youthful ambi
tions had dared to formulate or hope; 
but was he quite content? Somehow, 
the sky, so blue in the morning, had 
grown troubled and overcast toward 
the twilight. There was no one thing 
he could say was wanting; he had done 
what he had so~e: to do ; he had been 
honored more he had hoped; he 
would leave--what? A few well-wrought 
opinions, valuable until the next statute ; 
a reputation as a nice old-fogy j a few 
poor dollars, some books, and--

The door opened softly, but the Judge 
did not hear it; and his daughter en
tered and placed her soft hand on his. 
He started, as if he had been dreaming. 
Gracie was troubled by his absence of 
mind, and feared she might be the cause ; 
she looked at him, not timidly, nor in
quiringly, and yet so that the old man's 
eyes grew softer as he looked at hers. 
"No, dear, you did not disturb me,
neither you nor Arthur, .. he added, at 



.. 

160 EPHEMERON. 

her half-spoken word. "Tell me, do you 
care for him very much? " 

"No more than I do for you, dear," 
said the girl; but in her manner the 
Judge could read her silent strength of 
love. And more was said between them; 
but come, we are not fit for such scenes, 
you and I; let us go out gently and 
leave these two alone. 

know the elements of each man's life. 
In older times, men wore out slowly, by 
labor or by rust; they set about dying 
deliberately, as they worked their land 
or managed their daily concemments. 
But in these days of steam and dynamite, 
our mode of death is sudden, quick and 
certain, like an explosion or a railway 
catastrophe; less like the processes of 
nature than those of man. Paralysis, 
like nihilism, has developed in the Dine
teenth century, and chooses, as if by some 
secret intelligence, its moment with a 
terrible skill. 

Meantime, Arthur, the cause of all this, 
was sleeping quietly, with the sleep of a 
hunter of any manner of wild-fowl, and 
the dreamlessness of insouciant youth. 
For Gracie loved him-that was clear, 
both to happy Arthur and the wakeful 
Judge. 

There is a curious timeliness in our 
modem ailments; a timeliness which 
would be still more striking if we could 

So, one such night as this, and not 
long a.fter-of the exact date I am not 
sure-dea.th came upon the Judge, as 
he was sitting with his papers, working 
late at night and lonely, striving to fash
ion human statutes to fit diviner laws, 
that justice might be seen of men. 

--- - --------

EPHEMERON. 

'By Mrs. Fields • 

.. BEHOLD," she said, "a falling star t " 
I followed where her vision led, 

And saw no meteor near nor far ; 
So swiftly sank the lustre, dead. 

In silvery moonlight stood she there, 
Whiter than silver gleamed her hand, 

And gleaming shone her yellow hair, 
While dusky shadows filled the land. 

She seemed a slender tlickering shape, 
Framed in the blackness of the porch. 

How should a child of night escape! 
A foolish moth that loved the torch t 

Out of my dusk I came to her: 
Voices were stilled, anear, afar; 

I stood there lost, her worshipper; 
What eye beheld that falling star? 

I~ 
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THE MAN AT ARMS. 

By E. H. BJasbjieJd and E. W. BJasbjield. 

n. 

L ET us look at the foot
man, who, at first " a 
poor cipher to help 

swell the numbers of kings' 
armies," became later a factor, 
and at last a power. In the 
early centuries he was often a 
mere bondsman, but, bond or 
free, he was vassal to some 
overlord, laic or ecclesiastic, 
and had to draw sword for 
castle or abbey. To say draw 
sword is to credit him with 
oyer much wea:ltb, for in the 
black early times, "the iron 
tenth cen tury," when, as 
StendhaJ says, "every man 
wished two things, first not 
to be killed, nen to have a 
good leathern coat," the foot
man was by no means always 
lucky enough to have a sword: 
ca.l1ed from his fields by some 
superior, he fastened his 
pruninghook to a long pole, 
and cutting him a stout blud
geon, hardened its end in the 
ashes of his fire until it be
came his mace-at-arms, and 
went out to repel some in
vader, fighting side by side 
with every able-bodied man 
in his district, young or old, 
even the monks, with gowns 

kilted to the knee, bearing their good share of the blows. Such was the early 
mediamll footBOldier; only a poor fellow armed with a club or a spear, who ran 
from the knight while the latter was on horseback, and who, once the horseman 
was down, cut his throat with his boar-knife. Rudely equipped as he was, some
thing greater than he fought with him, and the history of the footman is also 
the history of individual liberty. He first appeared in Italy, where feudalism had 
never become deeply rooted, and where the antique tradition of the legionary 
who conquered the world was still strong. The liberty he enjoyed was the gift of 
the free city to the serfs, the free city which rea.lly deserved its name and which, 
unlike the Flemish or German burg, had no suzerain close at hand to enforce his 
will, but owed a nominal a.llegiance to a far off Emperor, who had to come over 
the Alps to exact homage at the sword's point. When even that light yoke be
came mtolerable and in the twelfth century the Lombard league of free towns 
prepared for war with the German, each city freed and armed the serfs of its con
tado, or surrounding country, who fought side by side with nobles and burghers 
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and shared with them the glories of mattock for shield and pike, he had 
Legnano. CIllB&r after CIllB&r dashed something to fight for, and patria to 
himself in vain against the iron wall of him had become more than a word. As 
civic liberty, and the German knights, we look back eight centuries upon that 
the bravest in Europe, clad in complete descendant of the Roman legionary, the 
steel, found their match in the lightly citizen of the free Italian burg and first 
armed militia of the burgs. Even 
when the Emperor had been con- \ 
quered, soldiers were still need- ;, 
ed in the ceaseless wars be.
tween neighboring towU8, 
and to destroy the power 
of those great lords and 
imperial vassals, whose 
castles and retainers 
were a perpetual 
menace to the re
publics. So liberty 
generated Ii bert y , 
and out of the strug
gle against a .great 
despot arose anoth-
er struggle against 
petty tyrants; the 
nobles were forced 
to become law-abid
ing townsfolk in
stead of robber
princes preying on 
merchants and trav
ellers; their estates, 
sometimes divided, 
sometimes confis
cated, were not pre
served for hunting, 
as in France or Ger
many, but laid out in 
thrifty olive orchards, 
vineyards, or cornfields. 
Feudal tenure and vil
leinage, rudely attacked in 
the twelfth century, stead
ily declined during the thir
teenth and disappeared in the 
fourteenth. The peasant, no XI.-a, Ch •• lli., Slyard. 
longer a serf, was a hired labor- (Puoeprd" at should ...... ; "nd bean' pa_ Ihoea.) 

er, or a farmer paying no rent b, Swill M.reenlry. 
or taxes, and sharing the prod- (Fluted cnl .... with _ ; 00It1lJlle, woollen ; abo.-, oteeI.) 

uce with the proprietor of the 
farm; through thrift and prudence he organized infantryman in medUeval war
might become a land-owner; in any fare, we see amid the ranks of whatever 
case he had an interest in the soil he republic it might be, and behind the tri
cultivated; while in war-time, morefortu- angular shields, whether they bore the 
nate than the townsman, he often received lion of Florence, the wolf of Siena, or 
a sum equivalent to his daily wages for the griffin of Perugia, towering above all 
services in the field. So when war was the battle the Palladium of the Common
declared, and he laid down spade and wealth. This was the caroccio (XIV.), 
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the standard-bearer of the city, and 
much more than that, a real strategic 
point, the nucleus of the infantry, their 
support and safety. It was a large ~lat
form upon wheels; above it from a thirty
foot mast or yard floated the banner of 
the town, and it was drawn by oxen, two, 
four or six in number. 

The slow pace of these animals gave 
its strategic importance to the caroc
cio. Come what might, the banner was 
to be surrounded and defended, 
and the slow move
ments of the bul-

monwealth was to be employed, "and 
with these two pomps of the caroccio 
and the campana," says Malespini, "the 
pride of the old citizens, our ancestors, 
was ruled" In those days of "greatness 
of mind," of bloody reprisals and sav
age hand-to-hand 
fighting, warfare was 
very picturesque. We 
can imagine a free 
burg, such as Flor-

ence or 
Milan, at 
a moment 
of sudden 
invasion 
or attack. 
S uch a 
town was 

- -- -- - .... , 

lilw a huge castle, 
its slits of streets 

were like the high-wall
ed corridors still seen 

in ruins of Rhenish locks not only precluded the po88ibility 
of a rapid flight, but prevented the al· 
most equally dangerous chance of its 
defenders' rashly breaking their ranks 
in a moment of success, to pursue too 
vehemently or too soon. 

Archbishop' Heribert of . an is Raid 
to have instituted the caroccio--
it was painted vermilion, wheels 
and all, while the housings of the 
oxen and the dress of the driver, 
who was always a man 
of consequence and 
served without pay, 
were of vermilion cloth. 
The Florentine caroc
cio was followed to the 
field by La Martinella, 
a bell placed upon a 
wooden tower on an-
other wheeled platform, and which rang 
for thirty days before the commence
ment of hostilities, "for greatness of 
mind, that the enemy might have time 
to prepare himself." The cars went out 
only when the whole force of the com-

or French feudal 
chateaux. 

XII~S.ttle Order, Fifteenth Century. 

From each 
of the 

narrow 

thoroughfares, the townsmen poured 
forth; the banners of the quarters were 
carried to their respective rallying-points, 
and every able-bodied man from sixteen 
to sixty had to follow them. When the 
great bell rang the general alarm, the 
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artisan dropped his hammer, the painter 
his brush, ilie shop-keeper his woollens 
or his silks; shield and sword were un
hooked from the wan. and the headpiece 
was buckled on. The petty officer hur
ried to collect his fellow craftsmen and 

have had a thousand, each holding ten 
men. Thus in Italy the burgher with 
his heritage of experiences from Can
ruB and Thrasymene, from Pharsa.lia and 
Philippi, had become a stout infantry
man early in the twelfth century, but on 

group them under the ban
ner of the linen-drapers or 
the homers. The noble fam
ilies mustered their sons and 
brothers and cousins, the 
horses issued from under the 
arches of the great palaces, 
and, surrounded by servants 
and retainers, all armed to 
fight for St. John and the 
Florentines, the Buondel
monti and Bardi Amieri · or 
CavaJcanti marched under 
their separate blazons to the 
square. Everyone went; 
Dante armed himself among 
the Alighieri; the appren
tices of Giotto left their 
drawing and color-grinding 
and hastened to the quarters 
of the painters' guild, to 
serve under the banner which 
they had made themselves. 
Orgagna and the Gaddi hur
ried to the paJace of the Pri
ors to be ready at hand with 
their knowledge of entrench
ment and fortification ; and 
all the time the great bell 

XIII~Armor of Richard S .. uchamp, Earl of Warwick. 

clanged, the sharper hammering of La 
Martinella continued, and the trumpets 
of the republic swelled the uproar, sound
ing from the platform of the caroccio, 
which, bearing upon it a few of the brav
est and noblest knights, rolled slowly 
through the city gates. Once in the 
pitched field, the Feditori, or heavily 
armed cavaJiers, began the attack, the sec
ond or heavy division supported them, 
while the reserve used the baggage
wagons, in case of necessity, as a kind of 
movable redoubt, behind which broken 
ranks could reform. There is a fascina
tion in looking back upon an army which 
at various epochs enrolled such soldiers 
as Dante, Michael Angelo, Brunelleschi, 
and Ferrucci. Sometimes a whole Ho
meric train of war-chariots emphasized 
the classical descent of the ItaJians. The 
Milanese sent three hundred cars to the 
field, and the people of Asti are said to 

the other side of the Alps the French 
knights rode scornfully through the 
ranks of the peasants, hardly deigning to 
lower their lances against the "foot pad 
churls" until, in the beginning of the 
fourteenth century, they received a les
son. 

In 1302 some Flemings, who were
weavers, tailors and merchants, and 
hence naturaJIy cowards and rogues, re
sisted the payment of exorbitant taxes. 
Their suzerain, the French king Philip, 
called the Fair, with his brother of Ax
tois, his lord high constable, Pierre 
Flotte, and an army of nobles, met the 
rebels in the flat Flemish country near 
the town of Courtrai. Since the bur
gesses must needs pay for horses and 
armors, they put both to their own usee. 
They had trained their companies be
hind the city walls, and wonder of won
dersl their infantry did not run away. 
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XIV.-The Italian CarDcciD. 

The Flemish bills, hooked into loose royal spurs saved them from being hung 
sword-belt or shield-strap, were terribly up with the hundreds of others in the 
efficacious in dmgging the knights from . churches, to be a sight for all Flanders 
their saddles, and the ditches threw the and ¢ve a name to the bloody battle of 
horsemen into disorder. Philip fought the' Spurs of Gold. Almost before the 
in person, but after seeing prince and . belfries of that same Flanders had ceased 
constable go down before the common- to call the victory to each other, the 
era, the crowned helmet gave way with spears of the foot-soldiery were again 
the rest, and only a judicious use of the seen glinting through the Scotch mists 
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about the banner of Robert Bruce at 
Bannockburn, where among the planted 
stakes, "the horses that were stickit rush
ed and reeled right rudely," and wbere 
anotber crowned helmet was nearly capt
ured upon the person of the English Ed-

XV.-4. CrOllbowman. 

preserves which William made over the 
wasted lands of the Saxons. As pooch
ers and soldiers a.like, marvellous stories 
were told of their marksmanship, and 
like Locbley, of Ivanhoe, before the 
wa.lls of Front de Beauf's castle, they 
could ring every joint in their enemy's 
armor with their cloth-yard sha.fts. 
Each yeoman might 86y of his father 
as did the famous Hugh Latimer of his : 
"He delighted to teach me to shoot 
with th bow. He taught me how to 
draw, how to lay my body to the bow, 
not to dl'aw with strength of arm as 
otb l' Dn.tioos do, but with the strength 
oC th body." "I had my bows bought 

me Be ording to my age and strength, 
as I in reased in them so my bows 

were made bigger and bigger; 
for men shall never shoot well 
except they be brought up in 
it." These archers in their 
brigandines and light head
pieces, and with their long yew 
bow , poured into France in 
1346 with Edward m, making 
up a large part of his army. 
These yeomen, in whom the old 

Saxon spirit of independ
ence, the old Danish right 
of free speech, had survived 
the Norman conquest, were 

well treated and re
spected by their com
manders. The Gen
oese crossbowmen in 
the French pay found 
that theu' bowstrings 
had been slackened 
by a shower and broke 
before the more terri

(Salado; Unked collar ... d apron; brlgandlne; steel bee·pleces; woollen sleevM 
and tight.; pavia, or shield; quiver, of goat akin.) 

ble storm of arrows 
from the English 
ranks-which came so 
thickly" that it seem-

b, Pikemln with Pavi •. 
(Salade; shonlder, elboW, and upper arm, of steel; calraM, a brlgandine.) 

ward II. Thirty-two years afterwards 
(1346), the battle fought near the little 
village of Cressy, or Cr~cy, in Ponthieu, 
showed the foot-soldier as a power which 
not only surprised all Europe, but chang
ed European tactics. 

The English axe, the axe of Hastings, 
had given way to the bow. The de
scendants of Robin Hood shot at the 
butt on their festival days, and practised 
on the king's deer in the great forest 

ed as if it snowed." 
"Kill me these Genoese ra.sca.ls," said 
Philip to his knights, who, cutting their 
way through the flying auxiliaries, were 
overwhelmed in turn by the awful snow
storm, till all fled in disorder, all except 
the two dukes, eleven princes, eighty 
barons, twelve hundred knights, and 
thirty thousand soldiers who la.y dead 
upon the field. In a day tbe English 
arcber had become the centra.! figure of 
European warfare and had raised up a 
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spirit of panic terror that was only exorcised by the enthusiasm of a Dation in 
&rIDS which followed Jeanne d'Arc to battle, seventy-five years later. 

More than this, he had struck feudalism with a mortal shaft, "and from the 
day of Cressy it tottered slowly but surely to its grave." 

It was, however, two centuries dying. The lesson had to be written again and 
again in their own blood, before the French nobles could spell out its meaning, 
for the conflict between footman and knight was deeper and more significant than 
a mere question of tactics; it was a struggle between the old order of things and 
the new, between Feudalism and Democracy. Dull 88 they were, the knights soon 
learned this, and Froissart tells us that the victory of Roosebeke, where the French 

gentlemen crushed the FlemiSh artisans and effaced the shame 
of Courtrai, saved the aristocracy from the encroachments of 

the com mODs, who, profiting by the 
wenkne s of th nobles after the 
battles of Cressy and Poi tiers, bad 

Elated by this "ictory. the hard-bead-
ed French nobles, not yet flchooleu by Flemish pikeman or 
Sa.xon archer. mnst ne as go us fll.1' as ' icopolis for another 
les n snd charge so furiously into tbe TlU'kish l'!U1ks as to 
lea.ve the rest of the army far b hind thew; und though, 
when surrounded, they 
ilismounted and fought 

seized the 
government. 

like true Franks. cutting a.way the yard-long points of their steel shoes to the 
astonishment of the enemy, they were exterminated before the infantry could 
reach them. So strong. however, was tradition. 80 hard to discipline was the 
fUN Francese, as the Italians called it, that a hundred years later, at Fomovo, 
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XVI. -Maximilian Armor. 

(Ho ...... armor with chamfro .. crinet; pc,ltrel; tl .. ncllanle and crupper-piece.) 

Charles VITI., most fortunate of knights 
errant, pursued the dying Italians 80 

hotly that he distanced his own chival
ry, and if his war horse Savoy had not 
fought as well as his royal master, the 
king would have been taken and a brill
iant victory spoiled. 

As it was, this battle decided the fate 
of Italy. Many things had changed since 
Campaldino and A[onteaperti. Since the 
fourteenth century, the burghers, who 
found handling the pen and the dorin 
more profitable than wielding sword 

and pike, had abandoned warfare to 
the professional men at arms. These 
made a trade of war, sold themselves to 
the highest bidder, and served under 
Condottieri as mercenary as themselves; 
in such hands a battle became an affair 
of skill, as scientific and often as harm
less as a game of chess. To take as 
many prisoners and as much booty as 
possible was the object of contending 
armies, and as one of them when out
manoouvred promptly ran away, it was 
achieved with but little resistance or 
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bloodshed. These hirelings. 
uS d to encounters "where no 

UlOD ill d of brave bl'east wounds. 
but only of casual falls and tramplings," 

fled in confu ion before the nery chn.rge of 
the French gentiemen. anll warfare as a fine art 

came to n. disgraceful end. From XU. we learn how 
that dreaded charge was A.verteJ; it is a simple battie 01'· 

del' of the middle of the fifteenth century, when the al'que-
buse-the first gun-and the cross-bow were equally popular. 

Its formation was a resu It .')f the lesson of the hundred yea.rs' Will' ; to 
gw:ml against the attack of heavy cavalry was still the essential, and 
JUtu'Ching in view of the enemy was performed in a rectangle. as rep
resented in the pln.te. Arquebusiers are at the angles, flanking the 
attack with their fire ; between them are cross-bowmen; at the long 
sides of the rectangle are the pikemen; within 

are the supporting halberdiers. In recei-.
ing the attack of cavalry. the arquebusiers 

XVII . __ • Ro,imont of P'cardy; b. Drummer of Lon'quonoto ; c, Artillory Officor, 1555; d, Gonoro' Officor, 1590, 
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XVIII.-a. Gentleman in Half·armor of 1550. 
(Korlon; cui ...... and _> 

b, Arquebusie" 1580. 
(Korion; cui ....... and t ....... ta; and powder· belt linng over shoulder. > 

and bowmen, after firing, retired be
tween the ranks of the pikemen to re
load, and the rectangle became a hedge
hog, the pikemen advancing the left feg 
and placing the pike-butt against the 
right foot on the ground. The cav
alry flanked the rectangle at right and 

left, and in the latter the men, when sta
tionary, faced outward. Such a forma
tion was called a battle--whence our 
modern battalion. 

In the cross-bowman (XV., a) we might 
see the counterpart of the delightful Den
is of Burgundy, of" The Cloister and the 
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Heart.h," with bis 
heavy w apull , good 
n~ain~t bellr or l'Obher or RoMi r, in UIC dayo wb n, in spite of dllJlger, 
"the l1i\'eU wu~ II ml." There, too, is bis pavis, the great wooaen, 
leather-covered l;Incld, fustclle(l upright in the grouna, and behind 
which, with Ills foot in the bow-stirrup, he couM bend tbe beayy steel 
hy 0. syetew of windlass find pulley wheels, anu shoot away m nily. 
'l'hougb he could send lmt ODe holt to su !>Lnfts of tbe 9.rcher he was 

D vertLele,s of great importance in mewlIlval fighting IlDd 
WIlS prin ·iptilly used in sieg-es and to covel' entrench

menw. Take uway crosB-bow aDd pavis !Uld give 
hin) the long-how, !lnd he nligLt be the c d.-ney 
'prelltico archer, NicLolas Alwyn, who, in Bulwer's 
1'OlOanCe, steawed his w/lvering comrades at Barnet 
field with, "V,llnt will tho girls say of us in East Gate 
lind the Chepe?" Behind hun is a pikemll.ll (XV., b). 

Foot-soldiers generally wore the l)I-igandine, light
er ana cheaper thltn "' plate cuirass. It Wa.'1 

made of BuuilllJieccs of metal, quilted into 
or !lewn upon cloth or leather, Tb€! 

dRY of the arquebu e hOO not yet 
quit ('0 III f', in Denis's time, 

uut the bow was fit its zenith, 
flml in the game of Will' the 
pawns began to put the king 
in check. In the earlier cell -

) turies an Ilrmy WIlS a colle '
tion or feudn.t~l-ies who ('owe, 
euch witlt Lis YMSlIls, at tho 

coU of their princ. Luter, 
Jllerccnl\l;es wero 1ll1dctl. In 
the pam. s of the hundred 
"efir . w!u' these solilicr~, hnv
ing nothing elM' on hlllld, nw
ltg-cd the CotUlt!'y. 1'0 suppress 
~:Illcb l.lauds, til€> lcvying of 
troops WflS fo1'hil1den, except hy 
l'O"nJ. order, Itllli under 'harIcs 
viI. !lllll Louis XI. l'l'g'u1n.r cow
pan ilia of lnnN'!! WPH! fOrTlll·tl

It Jaw'e llIenning- six men, includ
ing the knight, his page, varlet, 
footmen, nntI two nn·L'rl'. 

XIX - n, A .. mor ut G.up.ard de CU1tV,rll. lS~O : 
II. Tlma of Ch.,ln I of E. "aland, 
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The former paper upon the man at 
arms left the knight at the middle of 
the fifteenth century, when armor was .. t 
its best. In:xm. the singularly elegant 
and well adjusted armor of Richard Beau
champ, Earl of Warwick, we have the 
harness which, with alight modifications, 
~dthro~hthemnmthe~ 
was battered to pieces at Tewkesbury 
and Towton, served the king-maker at 
Barnet, and bore the Boar's crest of Rich
ard of Gloucester. 

It served, too, the Spanish knights who 
took Grenada in 1491, and W88 dinted 
by the last blows struck in that long 
romance of three thousand seven hun
dred battles fought against the Moors 
by Ohristian cavaliers, who filled Spain 
with fortresses, five Oastile its name, 
"the castellated, and stood so inC8BB
antly upon the brink of combat, that in 
the rough earlier centuries, the war
horse was stalled at night in the sleep
ing-chamber of the knight and lady. 

We may costume all the knights of 
Bosworth with XVL, may frighten Rich
ard with such armored phantoms, may 
see "seven Richmonds in the field," 
and at last the king's body, the CroWD 
stricken from the helmet and lying 
under the historic hawthorn bush; one 
had almost said before the footlights, 
so suggestive of Shakspere are these 
E~~h armors of York and Lancaster. 

Jrigure XVI. is too simple for the taste 
of the most lavish prince in Europe, but 
its general lines follow the armor which 
in 1477 was bome away by the Swiss 88 
they left the stripped body of another 
famous ruler, Ohai-lea .the Bold of Bur
gundy, Ie the great duke of the west," 
lying in the frozen swamps outside the 
walls of Nancy. The flutings, which 
make this armor very strong, came into 
use somewhat later than the battle of 
Nancy. It was popular at the end of 
the fifteenth century, and was called the 
Jrfaximj)jan harn8BB, after the penniless 
emperor dear to the Germans and cele
brated in the famous triumph of Albert 
DOrer. For the first time, the breast
plate was made in a single piece, and 
passe-gardes, or upright pieces of metal, 
appeared at the shoulders, while the 
solerets were the broad shoes called 
"bears' pa.ws. " By the time of Charles 
the Bold artillery had become a real 
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power. The Bombards that at ~. 
" threw with fire, little balls to frighten 
the hOrB8B" developed into the bronze 
cannon which rumbled into Italy with 
Charles VIII., a sight to the novelty lov
ing Italians, but causing some uneasi
n8BB even to those who claimed alliance 
with the most 0hriBtian king. The first 
pieces were mortars and small cannon 
of bars hooped together. They were 
wrought-iron breech-loaders, open at 
both ends, and in the old prints they look 
extremely deadly and dangerous-to the 
man who had to fire them. These were the 
cannon of the fourteenth century; after 
them came cast-iron pieces containing 
fire..chambers, also put in at the breech ; 
last came muzzle-loaders of bronze. 

Artillery developed especially during 
the latter part of the hundred years' 
war-when the fighting ~ largely con
fined to sieges; and in the hands of the 
b~8B88B cannon contj,nued to improve, 
till m 1425 they had attained a range of 
more than 500 metres. The squat little 
mortars and long cannon taken from 
Charles the Bold by the Swiss, and ex
hibited in the museum of Lausanne, are 
rough looking aftairs to us; so are the 
rusted pieces fished up from the Mary 
Rose and other wrecks of the old times; 
-but they seem finished, in comparison 
with the first hand-cannon or guns. 

The latter were brutal in workmanship 
at a moment when the fashioning of steel 
. was at its highest point. ThiS is not 
hard to understand-cannon, to some 
extent l~gitimate BUCCeBBOrs of the me
dimval war-engines, were condoned by 
the chivalry-though they disliked them. 
But they hated the hand-cannon and the 
bullet, which, cast by some working-man 
and fired by a oommoner, beat in the 
blazon upon the noble's cuirass 88 if it 
had been a doublet of coarse serge. The 
Cl'OBB-bow makers naturally opposed the 
gun vigorously, and the captains disliked 
an engine which disturbed their tactics 
and was 88 rude a breaker of prejudices 
88 of bones. 

So the weapon which in a hundred 
years was to change the face of warfare 
was, till after the middle of the fifteenth 
century, made only by the rudest arti
B&DB and found only in the hands of the 

• Autborltleedt.gree. Vlollflt.le-Duobeu.m.thllJ
DOt Bombards bat illrbt _Dan curled on mule-baCk· 



um es so ·ers. The new ~a 
first were made without a stock, then pro
vided with a stock held under the arm ; 
at last a shoulder-butt was added, till ar
quebuse, matchlock, wheel-lock a.nd mus
ket followed each other a.nd took their 
place in modern warfare, to the history 

belong, rathe 
e ancient man 
ity of the arqu 

hand weapons 
rnovo, in 1495 

had been almos 
as a weapon, was used with effect, and 
recovered some of its prestige; but be
tween that date and 1525 the individual 
proweBB of splinterers of lances showed 
itself for the last time. Charles VITI. 
fought single-handed among his ene
mies at Fornovo. Francis L charged 

the latter. 

. Bayard . 
venna; but th 
to the most z 
true strength 
a.ntry, a.nd tha 

be used as a 

The bow was at last thrown aside; the 
arquebuse, which could now be fired 
from the shoulder by means of a croBB
butt, had proved itself superior in Span
ish hands, a.nd after the disaster of Pavia 

were unable to 
ew fire.arms w 
from all quarte 
every tenth man 
there were tw 

three_pikem 
XU (XL, a, in 

um of Artillery, representing Bayard) 
armor was made heavier to resist bullets, 
an upright paBBe-garde appeared at the 
shoulder-pieces, breast and back were at 
last, after so many experiments, protect
ed by single plates, the sword-hilt, until 

roBB, received a 
ring, the arme 
visor composed 
the cuirass a.n 
eated skirt. 
ceBBion of well 

ures mIght pass before us: Gaston de 
Foix, from the exquisite tombal effigy in 
Mila.n ; Giovanni de' Medici of the Black 
Bands, as Titia.n painted him; the young 
,Oharles V., leading his terrible Spanish 
.infantry ; the heroes of the last siege of 

T ARMS. 

Florence, with eir head; 
Henry VITI. and his monk-hunting sol
diers; Howard, Earl of Surrey, rhym
ing sonnets within his visor; Bayard, 
giving the accolade to his king after 
the victory of Marignano; Cmsar Borgia, 
welcoming his doomed guests at Sini-

aglia. Cortes wore its 
hke; and in Rome just 
ucb an armo nstable of 

Bourbon, if w a brag-
gart, went do cannon-
shot aimed by lliui 

In XL, b, is one of the SwiBB moun
taineers, so rashly oppressed by Charles 
the Bold. They rolled down upon him 
with their two-handed swords and their 
morning stars-taking from him "at 
Grandson his prestige, at Morat his 
baggage, and at Na.nc his life." Every 
overeign bid f they were 

be found in They are 
e lanzknechts d Schon-

gauer's prints, terrible, 
dirty and splen slashes and 

eir feathers, y banners 
and their long drums. With beards a.nd 
plumes alike curling to their waists, 
with pam-colored garments, one leg in 
tight striped hose, the other, maybe, in 
full hangmg folds-they stand, like fero
cious, armed harlequins, watching a mar-

rdom or flagella." sixteenth-
entury engravin guard over 

initial in a ans Sachs. 
The etchers of N Augsburg 

ved them, but artists they 
came as destro the sack 
f Rome the lice rcenary to 

the hatred of the Lutheran. 
Of the native bands in the Frencb 

army, that of Picardy (XVU, a) was earli
est organized as a regiment. These 
Picards wore the burgonet, articulated 
shoulder-pieces or pauldrons, long ta.&-
eta, and a very late. 

By 1548, in sp r opposi-
on of the Cons Montmo-

enci, simple ste supersed-
by chased dam ded steel ; 

was easier to gratified 
the splendor-Iovmg taste of the time. The 
officer of artillery of about 1555 (XVII.. 
c) wears a cuiraBB of dark-colored steel 
covered with a silver pattern represent
ing seales. The fourteenth a.nd fifteenth 
centuries had been prodigal of wealth 
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on baldric and trappings, and the 
Count de Fon, giving his horse's hous
ings to the cathedral of Bayonne to be 
made into robes for the image of Our 
Lady, had been esteemed a royal do
nor. The knights of the twelfth and thir
teenth centuries had set precious stones 
in helmet and girdle; the sixteenth cen
tury enriched the steel itself, hammer
ing it sometimes into ugly imitations 
of slashed doublets and trunks, now 
chasing and engraving it, representing 
scenes from the Bible or the Greek 
myths upon casque and buckler, fashion
ing helmets into dolphins, lions' heads, 
and grinning masks, covering whole 
armors with sculptured stories, silver
ing, gilding, enamelling in colors, and 
fulfilling every extravagant fancy. The 
forges of Milan and Nuremberg were fa.
mous; the Italian helmets and morions, 
the German corselets, had a European 
reputation. Many museums possess mag
nificent specimens ordered by princell 
patrons from Cellini, Goujon, Negroli, 
the Milanese Gamber, and the most cele
brated smiths of the time. These pano
plies seem more like gorgeous pieces of 
~oldsmiths'work than the shells of fight
mg animals. Until the sixteenth century 
armor developed in a logical way, its 
forms were govemed by the necessities 
of war, changes in it were the result of 
practical experience and actual e~
ment on the battle-field-not demded 
upon in the office of the minister of war. 
After the sixteenth century it became 
fantastic and meaningless, a gala c0s

tume rather than a harness; the greatest 
captains o:p'posed its use, but the nobles 
clung to It as a mark of distinction. 
After it was made bullet-proof, it be
came so .enormously heavy that at the 
end of the sixteenth century Lanoue 
complained that gentlemen of thirty 
were already deformed by the weight of 
their armor. 

In spite of the huge armors of Henry 
vm., of Anthony of Burgundy, and of 
some others, the average size of the 
modem man is greater than that of the 
soldier of the middle ages and the Re
naissance, if we can judge from the ar
mors preserved in the museums of Eng
land and the Continent, which are, with 
few exceptions, small and narrow, es
pecially the leg and thigh pieces. 

• 

Throughout the middle ages armor 
was international, its analogies being far 
greater than its differences with differ
ent nations; yet the latter were quite 
sufficient to be worth mentioning. 

In general, the heaviest armors seem to 
have come from the North and worked 
their way gradually South. The some
what negative character of med.Ueval 
equipment strikes the modem mind. It 
seems more calculated for defence than 
for aggression or activity. Not only is 
the lightly clad soldier of to-day close to 
us, but we revert to the Greeks who re
sisted Xerxes and the Bomans who con
quered the world, clad in armors which 
were light, indeed almost tri1ling in 
weight, when compared with those of the 
med.Ueval knights, and say to ourselves 
that Epaminondas and Scipio, in their 
open head-pieces, light thoraces, and 
greaves, looked more like preux cheva
liers, than do Richard Calur de Lion in 
his great pot-helmet and clumsy long 
hauberk of chain, or Warwick in his 
complete suit of plate.-visored and 
covered all over like a rhinoceros. 

Bnt there were reasons for this, and 
the development of armor was logical 
rather than phenomenal. The Boman 
was an infantry-man, and except in the 
middle of the fifteenth century, the me
dimval infantry-man was not armed more 
heavily than the legionary. Above all, 
the Bomdns, once their evenly matched 
struggle with Carthage was over, opposed 
a perfect system of military discipline 
to disorderly and undisciplined peoples, 
and, having conquered them, kept them in 
order by trained garrisons and wise mod
eration. Their armor, relatively light, 
was superior to that of their enemies. 
When CIBSar'S legionaries charged in 
light helmets and breastplates upon the 
Gauls of Vercingetorix, they found hel
mets still lighter than their own, and 
often no breastplates at all. So, too, 
with Picts, Britons, and Germans. The 
Boman was always the better armed, 
and his equiJlment was peculiarly fitted 
to fighting m the closed ranks of the 
legion, where the great overlapping 
square shields formed a wall or tortoise. 
Medialval Europe, on the other hand, was 
a continuous battle-field of nations, 
nearly matched as toknowledge, wealth, 
and mode of attack. 

• 
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Had one nation, as in the case of the 
Romans, distinctly preponderated by 
discipline and excellence of arms over 
all the others-oonquering one after an
other-it would have been quite con
tented with its equipment&, and there 
would have been no occasion for the ri
valry which kept the smiths of North and 
South hard at work forging arm01'8 
strong enough to resist the weapons of 
the last campaign, then making swords 
and axes heavy enough to batter them to 
pieces in the next engagement, till shell 
and weapon were alike mighty to resist 
and attack; and at the battle of Roose
beke, in 1382, as FroiBsart tells us, the 
hammering in the infernal forge "of axe 
and sword and mallets of iron upon the 
bassinets was BO great and high," "that! 
have heard that had all the he1met-mak-
81'B of Paris and Brussels been working to
gather at their trade they could not have 
made a greater noise." 

English and French arm01'8 always re
sembled each other, and in the fourteenth 
century they were identical. With the 
former the angles of elbow- and knee
guards, helmet and gauntlets, were more 
salient than in the French armors, but 
the Germans exaggerated these points 
and sallies still more and retained the 
ridged salade after the smoother armet 
had become popular on either side of 
the Channel. The heaviest arm01'8 came 
from Germany, and the earliest suits of 
plates, which appear in the MS. of Tris
tan and Isolde long before they were 
known to the BOuth and west of the 
Rhine. If they defended their bodies 
carefully by armor, they did not spare 
them in action, the German knights 
being typically gallant and reckless. 
Defensive armor was defective with the 
Italians till they came into contact with 
the northern nations. They clung in
stinctively to classical tradition. The 
head-piece was always relatively small 
and elegant; they rarely covered the face, 
and seemed not to feel the need of pro
tecting the neck as did the other peo
ples. Their bassinets sloped backward 
more than those of the French; their 
salade was very elegant in shape, while 
BOme of the latter helmets are almost ex
actly like those of the Greek hoplites. 
In xvm., a, we have the last complete 
armor just before the greave was aban-

doned and the buft' boot adopted. It is 
the harness of 1550 to 1559, of Henry 
n in France, of the last years of Charles. 
V., and of the beginning of the W&l'B of 
religion. As we have seen, by 1550 armor 
was in full decline. Up to that time ita 
modifications had been logical. to meet 
exigencies and to protect its wearer 
against new weaJ!Ons, but after 1550 the 
"style" of the C1lll'888 became that of the 
latest doublet-the waist was high or low, 
the ridge of the breastplate Sattened or 
convex, according to the last fashion at. 
court, and when we see the cui.rasaes of 
Henry m.'s time hammered into the. 
shape of the Punohinello paunch (ventre 
d la polichinelle) BO dear to the king and 
his Mignons, we feel that the armorer's 
anvil is in undignified proximity to the 
tailor's ~ The half-armor of 1572 
(XIX., a) was still exceptionally elegant 
and graceful The gentleman of the time 
of Oharles IX. in France and of Eliza
beth in England wears a damaacen8d 
morion and cuirass, while the heavy 
sword has grown lighter, and is here 
very long, for thrusting rather than out
ting, and has a complicated hilt. To the 
student of history no figure in the series 
is more suggestive than this one. It 
shows us the armor of the ~lish Re
naissance, of the Spanish d enee, of 
the Dutch war of inde=ce, of the. 
French Huguenots and e1'8, of the 
Portuguese, Spanish, and English mari
ners. We find it everywhere in the old 
world and the new, on the Atlantio, 
the northern seas, and the sunny Greek 
waters. This man (XIX., a) might be 
De la Mole, or the swashbuckler Count 
Annibal de Coconnaa, exactly as Queen 
Margot saw them ride out of the 
Louvre on parade-day, long before all 
Paris rushed to their famous execution. 
Men in such arm01'8 dragged out Co
ligny and massacred him. Such as he 
were the Guises and all the chiefs of St. 
Bartholomew's Day. Take away the 
order of St. Michael that he wears, tan 
his complexion with the sea-winds, and 
he might be Raleigh, Drake, Essex, or 
Kingsley's stout Amyas Leigh, plunging 
through the forests of the New World. 
He might ride with Mary Stuart as she 
galloped, by night, with pistols at her 
belt, or, his steel blackened to the liking 
of a BOmbre Spaniard, he might born 
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and torture with Alva in the Low Countries, or, sailing with the great Armada, 
leave his bones and his armor upon the Irish coast. Any of these he might be, 
for navigators, inquisitors, poets, playwrights, and fighters of every description 
wore the breastplate and burgonet in the days of good Queen Bess, of Philip 11., 
and the Guises. 

When the forges of Milan were full of morions and cuirasses like those in 
XIX., a, the slowly flowering English Renaissance was in full bloom. The Eng
lish gentleman at home talked Euphuism with Lilly, studied verse-making with 
Sidney and Spenser, wore big pearls in his ears and a whole manor on his back, 
and spent days in the Cockpit or the Globe Theatre, but he was terrible enough 
abroad where he " singed the Spanish king's beard" 
and fought like a hero of medimval romance. 

Chiool'y WIUI dyilJg, but, like a true knight, in 
harn s. Ario to had mocked 
at it, Rabalais had dragged it 
in th mire, but in England., 
wher penser was writing its 
swan ng, in Spain (for the 
man who was to lay its ghost 
with a burst oC laughter that has echoed through 
the ages was a yet 0. captive in an Algerine pris
on) it still seemed vital. 'panish honor was a 
fantastic idol, a thing of etiquette and punctilio, 
and English honor at this time consisted in out
doing the DODS in valor and court sy, or dying in 
the attempt. Towards the close of the sixteenth 

century the eyes of all 
m·ope were fixed 
on these two com

batants, whose 
duel to the 

d nth was 
fought out 
on a new 
scen of ac
tion, the 
d ckofthe 
warship. 
The stout 
En glish 
ship, its 
decks pro
tected by 
stockades 
anJ bulk-

XXI.-G, b, White and Black Moulquetair •• of Loui. XIII.; c, d, Cromwellian Soldier. i e, En,in •• r Officer. 
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heads which divided. it into a number of 
separate forts, its captain some sturdy 
commoner or newly made knight, its crew 
trained from childhood in the use of arms, 
befriended and even consulted at times 
by its officers, younger sons of noble 
families or gentlemen adventurers who 
could not refuse, at least when they sail
ed. with Sir Francis Drake, "to set their 
hands to a rope," or "to hale and draw 
with the mariners,"-this ship was op
posed to the great gilded Spanish gal
leon. Clumsy and unwieldy for sea 
fighting, the galleon was wonderfully 
picturesque, with its chapels and pulpits, 
its paintings, and holy images, its com
panies of soldiers drilling and exercising, 
its Flemish gunners, its poor mariners, 
who were "slaves to the rest to moil 
and toil day and night, not even suft'ered 
to sleep or harbor under the deem" 
Fellowship between the overworked 
crew and officers whose knightly gaunt
let would be dishonored by handling 
anything but a sword hilt was rendered 
impoBBible by the pedantic etiquette that 
was stifling Spanish genius. There were 
always plenty of morions and breast
plates on board, and many stout men at 
arms to wear them, whether the galleon 
sailed eastward against the Moslem or 
westward towards New Spain; full of 
soldiers, too, were the plate-ships home
ward-bound, laden witn pearls and gold, 
for at any moment the English pirates, 
descendants of the old Vikings, Frob
isher, Carlisle, or Drake, might swoop 
down upon them. Crowded with fight
ing men as well were those 200 royal 
galleys which, in the Gulf of Lepanto, 
on October 7, 1571, destroyed the Turk
ish lIeet and saved Europe from a Mos
lem invasion. From their det'.ks, before 
the fight began, these soldiers could 
look down on their young commander, 
Don John of Austria, could hear him 
as his light galley darted from ship to 
ship, exhorting them as soldiers of the 
cross to do their duty, promising them 
a glorious immortality if they lived or 
died. One of them, a poor Spanish hi
dalgo, has won that immortality which 
was promised him, but not only by his 
exploits at Lepanto. When we look up 
at the tattered banners, trophies of the 
great sea fight, that fill with faded splen
dor the Church of the Cavaliers of St. 

Stephen in Pis&, it is of that soldier that 
we think first of all. Don John, of whom 
the pope Bl\id, bursting into tears of joy. 
"there was a man sent by God and his 
name was John," and the gallant cap
tains, Doria Colonna and Veniero, are 
but memories, but Cervantes is a house
hold word and part of our life of to-day. 

Redoubtable as they were to the Turk, 
the galleons were generally outsailed, 
out-manmuvred, often sunk or captured. 
by English craft of half their 8lZe; in
deed it was in these sea-fights against 
overwhelming odds that the English 
sailor more than once proved himseH 
the peer of Charlemagne's paladins. 
Authentic accounts of their adventures 
read like a romance of chivalry. 

Don Diego Garcia held a bridge 
against an army, but Sir George Cary's 
ship, the Content, fought Bingle-handed 
for sixteen hours with four huge men of 
war and two galleys, though most of the 
time she had but thirteen men fit for ser
vice ; and two "valiant Turkey merchant
men," with three small consorts, crippled. 
a whole lIeet of Spanish galleys sent to 
intercept them. The chronicles tell 118 
that Earl Waltheof, son of Siward Beorn, 
kept the gate of York against the French 
army, but Sir Richard Grenville engaged 
alone with a Spanish lIeet of fifty-three 
sail, repulsed the enemy fifteen times, 
and sunk four galleys; nor would he 
strike his colors until his powder was 
gone, his masts and BI\iling tackle had 
been shot away, his sailors were all kill
ed. or wounded, and he himself was dy
ing I Most glorious of all was the defeat 
and dispersion of that great Armada, too 
soon styled. the Invincible, which, on the 
19th of July, 1588, the Scotch pirate 
Fleming saw off the Lizard. sailing to
wards him in a great crescent which 
measured seven miles from horn to horn. 
Naval warfare has perhaps seen no such 
Bight I\B that running tight of a week 
going lIaming up the British Channel
now nearing the English cliffs, where an 
armed population trooped along trying 
to keep pace with the battle, now run
ning over towards the Dutch coast, where 
Protestant Hollanders hung like pan
thers upon the skirts of Parma's lleet, 
foreseeing salvation or ruin in the day's 
chances of war. 

Out from all the harbors to join the 
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admiral came every Englishman who 
had a purse to equip a ship and a sword 
to defend it. Northumberland, Oxford, 
Cecils and Blounts, and with them the 
gallant Catholic gentlemen of Eng
land, so forgetful of persecution and 
ill usage, so mindful that behind their 
government was their country, that 
Elimbeth who bad hung Papists gave 
her whole fleet and hopes into the hands 
of the Catholic Charles Howard of Eff
ingham, Lord High Admiral.· 

What a sight, too, must have been 
the galleons, and such a water-spider as 
a great ga11iass, whipping the waves with 
three hundred oars,-the poor slaves 
chained to the handles hurled from 
their seats in heaps as some English 
ship, her main and foreyards lowered to 
prevent boarding, swept by the galliass's 
side hardly a pike's length o~ snapping 
the oars by the score, smashing her 
chain-shot into pulpit and picture and 
gilded lantern, sweeping the three gun
decks, sailing round and round the un
wieldy Spaniard, till the great banner 
shot away floated upon the water,-the 
banner so big that one hung as a trophy 
in Leyden church from the groined roof 
to the pavement. 

Under Francis L of France, the mo
rion, burgonet, and cabasset were al
ready the helmets of the arquebusiers 
and pikemen, and they became the dis
tinctive head-dresses of the wars of re
ligion, whether of Catholic or Huguenot, 
of soldier of emperor, elector, or stadt
holder. The Protestant arquebusier 
(XIX., b) "wears white to prove the 
purity of his conscience." In those days 
of tergiversation, of a recanting king 
and of incessant campaigns, the white 
may have become somewhat smirched. 
Under Henry IV. armors of dark-brown 
colored &teel were popular; the shoulder
pieces were immense; the tassets extend
ed from the high waist to the knee-pieces 
and buft' boot. The complete armor no 
longer existed with the gentlemen (Xvn., 
d) who at Ivry "charged for the golden 
lilies ;" it was still leBS complete under 
the son of Henry IV., and upon the 
"Ironsides" of Cromwell, the Puritans 
of Naseby and Marston Moor(X,XL,d, e), 
only the lobster-tail helmet, the breast 

• Bee K1Dpley'. IIDe deocrlptioD of what baa been CIIlled 
.. BritaiD'. Salamill," ID .. Wl'lltward Ho." 

and back-plate-or, with the footman, the 
morion and gorget--remained. Never
theless, during the first half of the seven
teenth century, the armor XVID., b, may 
still be considered typical and was much 
worn not only by general officers, but 
by certain especial corps. It was the ar
mor of the tliirty years' war, of Tilly and 
of Wallenstein, of Charles L of England, 
and of many another of Vandyke's noble 
sitters. The wounded Hampden may 
have worn it as, drooping over his 
horse's neck, he rode away to die. 
Cromwell is generally. represented in a 
lighter armor, more like his own Iron
sides, but the Germans apparently clung 
to the long tassets; Gustavus Adolphus, 
"The Lion of the North," wore them, 
and we see the cuirass and its armpieces 
over the scarlet robes of the great car
dinal as they blow in the wind upon 
the wooden boom that Richelieu built 
against blockaded La Rochelle. The 
rank and file of European armies had 
lightened their armor, and when the 
psalm-tune mingled with the scabbard
rattle, and the charge swept after the 
cavaliers at Dunbar, there was no more 
iron upon the troopers than on those 
who dashed upon the sqUares at Water
loo, or who parade to-day on the Unter 
den Linden. But, however useless in 
Europe, in New England and against 
the Indian arrows armor still served 
"the courageous captain of Plymouth" 
as well as it had Cortez and Pizarro. 
Louis XIII. clung to it, and his black 
musketeers wore cuirass and armpieces 
-during a campaign, but old prints 
show us Athos and d'Artagnan as in 
XXI, a, b. Engineers still went to the 
trenches in head-piece and cuirass (XXL, 
c), and gentlemen had their portraits 
painted in full panoply; but in the mid
dle of the seventeenth century, armor 
had had its day. 

And it has had its analogies. Have 
not we, in the last twenty-five years, re
peated in another field three centuries of 
experiments? Were not the light cruis
ers of Drake and Hawkins circling about 
the huge Spanish galleons a foretaste of 
what may yet be to come? 

When the Merrimac steamed down 
into Hampton Roads, crushing the Con
graBB and the Cumberland, it was the 
barded knight destroying those lighter 
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armed; and since then, in the armoring 
of ships, improvement has followed im
provement. 

we not, too, perhaps, with our great 
ships of war, cast o~ as did the knight, 

In the old 
times the in· 
dividual shut 
himself up in 
a shell, which 
he thickened 
and strength
ened to resist 
projectiles, till. 
condemned to 
be immovable 
or risk the 
chances of bul
lets, he cast 
away his ar
mor. 

first the greave 
and soleret 
t hat impeded 
the feet, then 
another and 
another piece 
of iron, till to 
the 140-ton 
gun we oppose 
only speed and 
activity? 

If so, we 
shall have re
peated the ex
perience of the 
middle ages. 
The knights of 
Cressy and 
Agincourt will 
stand to us 
not merely as 
entertaining 
historical fig
ures, but as 
teachers; an d 
the faint echo 

To-day, in
stead of one, 
we shut up 
many in a float
ing iron shell. 
Every year sees 
a heavier gun 
and a heavier 
target. Again 
it is the costly 
knight whom a single shot sends down 
with all his wealth of armor. Shall 

of the splin
tering lances of the crusaders will come 
to us charged with a lesson. 

LOVE'S WAYS. 

By Henrietta Christian Wright. 

mwO paths hath Love for entering lovers' feet, 
.J. And one is broad and fair and very sweet, 

And every grace of song and flower hath ; 
The other is a straight and narrow path 
Where stones and brambles choke the bitter way, 
And songs it hath, but never one is gay. 
And some who enter are with roses bound, 
And some with thorns, but none may go uncrowned j 
And yet, both ways are thronged with eager feet, 
And voices, gay and sad, chant--Love is sweet. 



NATURAL SELECTION. 

A ROMANCE OF CHELSEA VILLAGE AND EAST 1LUIPTON TOWN. 

'By H. C. Bunner 

PART IT. 

com- cism and comment that fall to the lot 
munication was not of the open-mouthed enthusiast. And 
a surprise to his then his position was not so clear to 
mother. In sich himself that he could make it clear to 
matters the maier- others. Do not blame him. If lOU 
na1 instinct needs were falling deeper and deeper mto 
but a small clew love, and knew that the object of your 
for its wonderful aft'ectiOnB could not be acceptable to 
intuitive processes. your kind parents, would you issue daily 

It is not often that a young man sur- bulletins of the progress of your case, 
pus his mother in this sort of avow- with conscientious diagnosis and prog
aJ. There are such cases, but they nosia? Was there ever a pair of lovers 
are rare. I knew one dear old lady who did not yearn to keep their common 
whose son took her aside one day. "I'm joy eternally a selfish secret? Frown 
engaged," he said. "I know it, dear," all you care to, stem censor-if all the 
the sweet old gentlewoman replied, lovers had their way, there would not be 
"and I wish you would tell Sally Has- desert islands enough to go around. 
tinge that I shall love her as though she Mrs. Wykoff knew something, and 
were my own daughter." "But it isn't gu8BBed a great deal, yet she could not 
Sally Hastings, mother," said the young act either on the certainty or the sus
man, who had never been a steadfast picion. She knew that she could not 
young man, "it's Miss Mcilvaine, from oppose Randolph. He had all his fa
Tonawanda." ther's self-confidence and stubbom cour-

Mrs. Wykoff had known for some age without-the widow sadly thought 
months that her son was a constant -without, as yet, John Wykoff's clear 
visitor at the Leete&. She knew that judgment, fine sense of right and wrong, 
there were two girls in the family, and and unselfish devotion to principle. 
that the younger was a pretty girl, and John Wykoft"s wife knew well the 
superior to the rest of the Leetes in Wykoff strain. She had married John 
taste and education. She knew, also, Wykoff when his father, by ill-judged 
that however valuable Mr. Leete's aid speculations, had ruined not himself 
and advice might be to her son, tha. only but all the Wykoff family, root 
young man's enthusiasm for his new and branch, and had made himself 
work was not ~eat enough to make hated by the whole body of his kith 
him forget a social code acquired by in- and kin. She had been her husband's 
heritance, incmlcated in early youth, and best friend and counsellor through all 
ratified by the authority of Harvard the years that it took to build Up again 
College. There was but one interpre- the great shipping-house of Wykoff & 
tation to be put upon his devotion to Son, and during those years she had led 
these new friends. a pinched, narrow, meagre life. Then, 

All this Mrs. Wykoff knew from the when the new fortune was made, and 
little her son had told her. It was little the honor and credit of the old firm re
enough. Randolph was not secretive or established, it was her tact that won 
deceitful, but he rarely talked personali- them admiBBion to the society from 
ties, and of his own doings he spoke no which Grandfather Wykoff'S reckleBBD.888 
oftener than was necessary. He had a and their own poverty had exiled them. 
young man's sensitiveness to the criti- It was her task to renew old associa-
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tions, to strengthen long-enfeebled ties, 
to close up breaches, and negotiate rec
onciliations. She had to bear snubs 
and slights; she had to win her right to 
respect and esteem in a long and bard 
fight; and all that she had to do and 
bear was done and borne, not for her 
own sake, but for the sake of her hus
band and her boy. For herself she had 
no need to take thought; she was a 
Broadwood, of Philadelphia, and her 
family thought that she lowered herself 

when she married the son of a bankrupt 
Wykott 

The struggle had ended years ago, 
and now Mrs. Wykoff was a widow, still 
handsome, rich in money and in friends. 
The discipline of her life had not been 
lost on her. Her nature, that was al-

ways sweet, had grown strong in troub
lous times, and she was, at forty-five, 
a chastened woman of the world. I 
think the world makes as many. saints 
as sinners. 

She received her son's story with a 
calm acceptance of the situation that 
ought to have put him on his guard. 
To be sure, she cried a little, but only 
for & moment; and for the rest she was 
all loving interest and attention. It 
must be said for Randolph that, having 

come to confession, he 
made a good, honest, 
clean breast of it. He 
made no attempt to put 
an imaginative gilding 
on the Leetes. In 
speaking of the family 
he dwelt only on their 
unimpeachable probity 
and respectability. Of 
Celia he could truth
fully say that her man
ners and her speech 
were correct. H he 
dwelt too much on her 
intelligence, on her clev
erness, and on her un
derstanding of and sym
pathy with his hopes 
and ambitions, it must 
be kept in mind that 
Celia was an uncom
monly good listener. 

"I am thinking . of 
your happiness, my 
dear," his mother said; 
"I trust I am not selfish. 
I could have wished, of 
course, that it had been 
someone who - some
one whom I knew and 
loved, but--" 

There lurked in this 
broken sentence an al
lusion that Randolph 
understood - an allu
sion to a cherished hope 
of his mother's. Per

haps he felt in some way guilty, for he 
made no direct reply, saying only : 

"You will know Celia, mother, and 
you will love her. You cannot help it." 

"I hope so," said the poor woman, 
with the best smile that she had for the 
occasion. "When shall I see her? Would 
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it not be well for me to call on her 
mother." 

Randolph Wykoff went away from 
this interview with an euy mind and a 
heart filled with loving 
admiration of his moth
er. She was a wonderful 
woman, he thought, thus 
to combinefemininegen
tlenees with maaculine 
common-sense. How 
kindly and how wisely 
she had taken it I It did 
not come into his mind 
that in the course of that 
brief conversation he had 
been led to propose and 
to pledge himself to two 
things which he had 
never thought of before 
-first, that there should 
be no announcement of 
his engagement to Celia 
-no actual engagement, 
in fact-for a year to 
come; second, that lhe 
engagement should not 
be of less than a year's 
duration from the date 
of the announcement. 
These two ideas seemed 
to have been of his own 
conception. He knew, 
or he thought he knew, 
how much personal an
noyance his marriage to 
Celia Leete would bring 
him. He had no desire 
to add to this annoy
ance, or to be guilty of 
a precipitancy which he himself could 
not excuse. His world would be ill
spoken enough; it was not for him to 
t~~ unkind criticism. It came to 

. as the most natural thing imagina-
ble that Celia Leete ought to be intro
duced to some of his friends, at least, as 
Celia Leete, before they knew her as his 
betrothed. And he could hardly get his 
present business off his hands and feel 
free to devote himself to a wife short 
of a year or two of hard work. 

Three days later Mrs. Wykoff was sit
ting in the darkened front parlor of the 
Leete house on the hsir-cloth sofa under 
the chromo of the .. Old Oaken Bucket. II 
On the opposite wall hung the ambro-

type of Mrs. Leete's mother, taken at 
the age of eighty-seven. Mrs. Leete's 
mother showed a mouth that seemed to 
be simply a straight line where the lips 

turned in. Whs* little hair she had 
hung in a large flat festoon on either 
side of her head. A broad lace collar 
covered her shoulders. It was fastened 
under the chin by a brooch of vast size, 
which was, in fact, a box with a glass 
front, designed, apparently, to contain 
specimens of the hair of deceased mem
bers of the wearer's family, after the 
depressing faahion of the days of am bro
types and inchoate civilization. On the 
face of Mrs. Leete's mother was an ex
pression of stem resolve. She was sit
ting for her picture, and she was sitting 
hard. 

Mrs. Wykoff was gazing hopelessly at 
this monument of respectability when 
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Mrs. Leete entered the room, red in the 
face from a hasty change of dress, and 
agitated by a nervousness the existence 
of which she would not have admitted 
to herself. 

Why does your thoroughbred collie 
bark at the tramp or the peddler within 
your gates, and greet shabbiest gentle
hood with a friendly wag of the tail? 
It is because there is a difference in 
human beings, just as there is in dogs, 
and the dogs know it. The human 
beings know it, too, although there are 
some who belie their knowledge-who, 
having learned that the rank is but the 
guinea's stamp and that the man's the 
gowd for a' that, go about trying to 
make themselves and others believe that 
there is no such thing as an alloy in 
the world, no counterfeit coin, no base 
metal. 

Mrs. Leete was agitated even to her 
inmost spiritual recesses when she saw 
this handsome and well-dressed woman 
rise and come forward to meet her, 
with such an easy grace and dignity
with such a soft rustling of her black 
raiment. It was five minutes at least 
before the perfect tact that went with 
these outward and visible things had 
put the hostess at her ease. 

After a little, Celia came shyly into 
the room, with cold hands and a pale face. 
Mrs. Wykoff's heart leaped in pleased 
surprise when she saw the girl of her 
son's choice. She kissed Celia almost 
with tenderness, and she felt a genuine 
thankfulness for the child's delicate 
beauty and her modest bearing. "I can 
understand it now," she thought, "and 
it is better than I haq dared to hope." 

But presently in came Mr. Leete, in 
his Sunday broadcloth, with a new col
lar making him very uncomfortable 
about the chin, and with him came 
Dorinda, red as to her bodice and black 
as to her skirts and wonderful as to the 
dressing of her hair, and all was not so 
well with Mrs. Wykoft. 

Mrs. Wykoft's visit lasted scarcely an 
hour, yet, when she had gone, every 
member of the family except Celia felt 
that aftiUrs wore a new and less pleasing 
aspect. There was no longer a delight
ful certainty about the prospective al
liance of the Leetes to one of the oldest 
and wealthiest families in the country. 

Three days before, Randolph Wykoff 
had asked Mr. Leete for his daughter's 
hand, and the offer had been accepted 
with no longer hesitation than was ab
solutely demanded by the self-respect of 
the head of the house. Since then, all the 
family had lived in a rose-tinted dream. 
Now, Mrs. Wykoff's friendly, informal 
chat had somehow served to marshal be
fore their eyes on array of hard, cold, un
welcome facts. How had it been done? 
They did not know. They could not 
blame Mrs. Wykoff; she had been amia
bility itself. Yet there were the facts, 
patent to all of them. Why, it was Mr. 
Leete himself who had advanced the 
idea that for two young people to talk of 
marriage after three months of acquaint
ance was simply absurd. It was he 
who had said that people-he did not 
perhaps know what people, but, in fact, 
people-would comment with justifiable 
severity upon such heedless haste. Cer
tainly the suggestion that at least a year 
must elapse before the announcement of 
the engagement Lad come from him; 
and none of the house of Leete was 
sufficiently versed in the subtleties of 
polite diplomacy to inquire how the no
tion came to Mr. Leete. 

It was at Popper Leete, in very truth, 
that Mrs. Wlkoff had directed her 
masked battenes, and with more effect 
than she suspected. She had touched 
lightly on Randolph's youth, his inex
perience, his impulsive nature, and she 
had called attention to the undeniable 
truth that young men do not always 
know their own minds. Mr. Leete had 
taken the hint, and to his mind it had 
an exaggerated significance. 

.. I d'no but what she's right," he 
said to his wife; "mebbe we've been 
too easy about sayin' 'lM' She's a 
business-woman, and she s got a good, 
sound head. Folks useter say that John 
Wykoff and wife was as good a busi
ness-firm as there was in town. Now, 
she knows this young feller, an' what do 
we know about him? Nothin', when 
you come right down to it. We don't 
know what his ideas are, or what sort of 
a man he is, anyway. We don't know 
how he spends his evenin's, or what he 
does with himself when we don't see 
him. Now, s'pose he was on'y foolin' 
with Celia, and was to get tired of her 
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an' skip out to Europe, some day 
eruther? We can't tell S'pose he was 
to marry her and then turn out bad? 
Look at the way them Newport folks 
are all the time gittin' divorced an' bein' 
shown up in the noozpapers. How do 
we know but what he's bean .. makin' up 
to a dozen girls over there in Europe. 
Now, reelly, we don't know much more 
about that young man than if he was a 
European himself." 

"Oh, Popper Leete," remonstrated 
his wife, "'tain't so bad as that I " 

"Well," Mr. Leete insisted, shaking 
his head in stubbom doubt, "'tain't 
much better, when you come right down 
10 it." 

There are plenty of married couples 
in the world who can lay their hands on 
their twain hearts and unanimously d&
clare that the time of their betrothal was 
the happiest times of their lives. There 
are other people, howe\,er, who can as 
honestly say that they were never more 
uncomfortable and generally miserable 
than they were in the No Man's Land 
through which civilized matrimony must 
be approached. 

Perhaps the months or years of en
gagement may be enjoyable to those 
who enter upon their contract in a busi
nees-like and practical ~!rit, or to those 
easy-going mortals who take their love 
on trial, much as they might take a 
type-writer or a patent lamp. But to 
two young people dreadfully m love and 
dreadfully in earnest, this stretch of 
time is like the trying pause when the 
soldier on the battle-field waits for the 
order to advance. 

The woman's position is certainly 
doubtful and disagreeable. She belongs 
neither to her parents nor to her be· 
trothed-not even to herself. Hers is 
the proud prerogative of deciding be
tween blue and pink for the dining-room 
paper, between script and old English 
for the engraving on the spoon&-while, 
perhaps, her former owners and her 
future owner are settling on a religion 
for her and for her children in poase. 

We do not all of us have to suffer the 
possible rigors of this state of interreg
num. The kindly refinements of modem 
life make the situation as agreeable as 
may be. Yet among the gentlest and 

most delicate of people, it is often a 
situation at best but barely tolerable. 
What must it be among people who are 
not given to yielding to others, and who 
are given to speaking their minds
those hastily mad&-up minds which for 
the most part were best left unspoken ? 

It was a cocksure and outspoken 
family into which Randolph Wykoff had 
tumbled; and one that had well-defined 
opinions on all matters of personal con
duct, and wanted no new lights from 
any source. And as Randolph himself 
could be cocksure on occasion, and as 
he certainly had not come down to Chel
sea Village to seek illumination oncl: t dark points of social doctrine, a 
was inevitable, and the clash came 
promptly. 

It came when the chilling truth was 
1irst clearly recognized by the Leetes 
that young Mr. Wykoff was engaged to 
Celia exclusively, and did not hold him
self bound to the rest of the family by 
any ties so tender. To be sure, Wykoff 
was the soul of kindly courtesy in his 
relations with them all, and yet, like the 
old farmer in Punch, sipping airy cham
pagne in place of his accustomed old ale, 
they" didn't seem to get no fOlT'ader." 
When Randolph broke one of Mrs. 
Leete's teacups, he made the accident an 
excuse for sending her a full tea.eet, so 
delicate of mould that Mrs. Leete never 
dared to use it. He gave Father Leete 
a meerschaum that he had brought from 
Europe. He adomed Alonzo's scarf 
with a scarabmus of rare beauty. (Alon
zo held the gift but lightly until it oc
CUlTed to him to have its money-value 
appraised at a Broadway jeweller's.) 
He loaded Celia with gifts, and he did. 
not forget to select for her sister, every 
now and then, a trinket of a fashion more 
noticeable than he would have held fit
ting for his betrothed. And as for 1l0w
ers-he made the dingy house brilliant 
with the artmcial refinements of the hot
house. But beyond courteous speech 
and an open hand, they soon found that 
nothing was to be expected of the new
comer in the family circle. 

Alonzo had to accept the obvious fact 
that he would never be put up at Mr. 
Randolph Wykoff's club, even if he 
sought such an honor-which he told 
his own conscience he did not. Dorinda 
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saw bright visions fade before her eyes 
when ane learned that Mr. Wykoft: 
whether he were in mourning or out of 
mourning, was not in the habit of taking 
his "lady friends" to the public balls, 
and that he did not so much as know 
the "Triton" from the "Mimnerchor." 
And Mrs. Leete, while she understood 
that John Wykoft's widow must live for 
many months, atleast, in strict retirement 
from the world, yet felt that it had in 
some subtile way been made clear to her 
own perception that the hand of society 
would never be stretched out to the 
Leetes at the particular request of the 
Wykoft's. 

There was no question about it, Mr. 
Wykoff had no proper sense of his p0-
sition as a p~ve SOD- and brother
in-law; and hint and suggestion fell 
upon his calm unconsciousness of his 
delinquency as little sparks upon the 
breast of an ice-bound lake. They did 
their best to bring him to a knowledge of 
what they called among themselves .. the 
proper thing;" but neither precept nor 
example availed aught against his vast, 
innocent ignorance. 

In this he was quite honest, although 
the Leete familtJ:uld hardll believe it. 
It did occur to . ,at one time, that he 
had been made to hear a great deal about 
a certain Mr. Oar~ soon to be wedded 
to one of Dorinda s bosom friends. This 
gentleman had acquired what seemed to 
Randolph a strange habit of taking his 
bride-to-be and all her family, including 
a maiden aunt, to the theatre some four 
or five times a week. For this ceremony, 
or operation, Mr. Oargill was wont to 
array himseH, according to Dorinda's 
account, in a swallow-tail coat, a laven
der satin tie, and an embroidered shirt. 
But beyond a vague wonder if perchance 
Oargill completed this costume with 
shepherd's plaid trousers and Roman 
sandals, Mr. Wykoff saw no hidden sig
nificance in the parable. 

Thus it came to pass that Randolph, 
for his contumacious and persistent 
abiding in darkness, was put under a 
ban by all save one member of the fam
ily. Father and Mother Leete, it is 
true, visited their displeasure upon him 
only passively, and far, far more in sor
row than in anger. But AlODZO and 
Dorinda declared him anathema, and 

would have none of him. I need hardly 
say that their parents knew nothing of 
this unwise severity. 

There was a time when Wykoff was 
welcomed at the portal by Oelia's brother 
or her sister, as it might happen. (It 
was a convention in the family-one of 
the "whats" which are .. what "-that 
Oelia might not with propriety open the 
front door to her beloved.) He was al
lowed to meet her in the hall-way, and 
thel went into the parlor to chat out 
theJ.l' private chat. Then they joined 
the family circle in the dining-room, 
where the evening lamp shone cheerily 
on the red cloth that turned the dining
table into a centre-table, and Randolpn 
answered questions about his mother's 
health, or talked of building-matters 
with Mr. Leete, or made engaging con
versation on topics judiciously selected 
from the news of the day. 

But that time was long past ere the 
winter had travelled over the brow of 
Ohriatmaa Hill. Now it was always 
Dorinda who opened the door to him. 
He did not know it, but Dorinda, on the 
nights when he might be looked for, 
took her seat by the dining-room door, 
on the most uncomfortable chair in the 
room, and awaited his coming in a 
gloomy spirit of duty. She always opeD
ed the door with the chain up, and 
peered through the crack as though she 
were expecting a stranger of murderous 
intentions. Then she said, with the cor
ners of her mouth drawn down in a 
painful smile: "Oh, I beg your pardon, 
Mr. Wykoff; I didn't know it was you, 
to-night." The door was closed, the 
chain let down, the door swung open 
slowly, and Randolph was admitted, to 
face a greeting that rarely varied much 
in form: 

"I don't S'P086 you want to see the 
/am'ly, Mr. Wykoff; if you'll be so kind 
as to s~ into the parlor, I'll tell my 
BiBler you re here." 

Dorinda had reduced the difticult arts 
of irony and aarcasm. to a few simple 
formulas of vigorous emphaBia, := 
to the direct deliverances of 0 
conversation. Yet, had it not been for 
a certain ring of triumphant satisfaction 
in her tone, and a sparkle of proud 
achievement in her eye, Wykoff would 
perhaps have failed. to IIU8peCt her intent. 

I 

J 
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In the front parlor, dimly lit and 
ebilly-Alonzo W88 in charge of the fur
nace-Randolph awaited his betrothed. 
After what was held a proper and dig
nified ~':. of time, she was permitted 
to join' She came in, often, with 
a flush high on her cheeks and with a 
fluttering breath, and hid her head on 
his shoulder, where he let it lie. He 
was not an observant young man; he 
was not a demonstrative wooer, but he 
felt that his little girl was suffering per
secution, and he tE~!ed her. 

He had more Dorinda's depress-
ing salutation to open his eyes. As he 
sat in the shadowy .P'!lor, waiting for 
Oelia, he heard Donnda return to the 
dining-room to announce his coming. 
Her entrance was followed by a silence. 
Then came a loud grunt, from far down 
in Mr. Leete's deep lungs, as if he said, 
.. Oh, is that all?' Sometimes a pro
found sigh was audible through the 
closed folding-doors, and he could gueSB 
that there was a weight on Mother 
Leete's mind. And regularly, every night 
that he sat there, he heard Alonzo arise, 
march through the hall, put on his coat 
and hat, and go out into the night. And, 
in doin~ this simple thing, Alonzo con
trived, m every step along the hall, to 
put a staccato accentuation into the set
ting down of his heel which could not 
fail to carry its meaning to the lost soul 
in the fron\"Ykj!or. It W88 the right
eoos man s . g out of the neighbor-
hood of the accursed thing. 

But of Oelia's stUferings at her rela
tives' hands, Randolph had an exagger
ated conception. Alonzo and Dorinda 
annoyed her in their dift'erent ways, but 
'She was quite able to take care of herself 
in every sort of family spat. She was 
gentle of spirit, gentle in her tastes; 
but she had learned to spar in many 
wordy contests, and she was now no 
longer dependent upon the love or the 
approval of either Alonzo or her sister. 
Indeed, all minor matters, all the little 
things of the house which had been im
portant to her a few months before meant 
nothing to her now. She W88 leading a 
life of which her brother, her sister, her 
father, her mother, knew nothing; she 
was walking in paths where their petty 
jealousies, spites, disappointments, and 
misunderstandings could not follow her. 

There is, however, no tellinR where 
combatants like Alonzo and borinda 
will stop when they once start on a line 
of aggreBBive conduct. It is not enough 
for them to see that their weapons strike 
home; to see the punctures, to know, 
whatever momentary exaltation of soul 
may stay the physical pain of the victim, 
that, sooner or later, the wounds must 
begin to bleed, and the tender flesh to 
burn with fever. Theirs is a graBBer 
warfare. They must see the suffering, 
they most hear the cries; they must 
realize that they have inflicted material 
damage before they can feel that they 
have done what they set out to do. 
Especially most their vengeance be 
com~lete when it constitutes what they 
coD81der merited punishment--and to 
judge and to punish is the especial mis
sion of these right-thinking and right
doing people, who, being ever in the 
right, have but small pity for those err
ing mortals who have not their light. 

So it was not long before Dorinda 
laid down the foil of polite irony, and 
took to broadsword-practice. She had 
been content with the pleasure to be 
derived from outspoken conjectures as 
to her sister's probable behavior after 
she should have joined her .. swell 
friends» -whether or no she would rec
ognize her kinsfolk when she met them 
on the street-or look at anyone who 
lived in a frame house-or use baking
powder in her kitchen. But now she 
relieved her mind with open and vitu
perative onslaughts upon Randolph 
Wyko~ his mother, and all that they 
stood for and represented in the social 
scheme. She gave up going to the door 
to let Randolph in, and that duty was 
delegated to Alonzo, who performed it 
in absolute silence, with a discourteous 
hostility in his bearing that, had he not 
been Oelia Leete's brother, would have 
got him a sound thrashing at the hands 
of a young gentleman who had been 
held, in his time, one of the prettiest 
middle-weight boxers that had ever 
sparred at Harvard. Oollege. 

It was a most unpleasant state of 
things for the engaged pair, and they 
talked it over at every meeting. Wykoff 
W88 for going to Mr. Leete and demand
ing an abatement of the nuisance; but 
Oelia, who underestimated the strength 
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of her position, told him that parental 
interlerence would only embitter her 
persecutors, and make her lot the 
harder; and her lover unwillingly held 
his peace. It was Dorinda who brought 
matters to a climax. 

Mrs. Wykoff had been ill. Her lungs 

were not over-strong, and she had been 
taken with something that looked like 
pneumonia. Randolph stopped at the 
Leetes, late one January afternoon, to 
tell Celia of his mother's progress to
ward recovery. He was admitted by the 
servant--a rare event; for attendance 
upon the front door was not among that 
handmaid's many duties. She let him 
into the parlor, and there he found Do
rinda, volubly entertaining a young 
man and a young woman whom he at 
once guessed to be the much-vaunted 
Cargill and his bride-elect. Cargill was 
a tall young man with a large black 
mustache. His clothing had that effect 
of shiny and unwrinkled newness which 
is rarely to be observed save on the wire 
frames in the tailors' windows. Huge 
diamonds sparkled on his fingers, in his 
necktie, and even in a shamelessly ex
posed collar-stud. Mrs. Cargill, that was 
to be, was clad in a blue velvet dress that 

just held its own for brilliancy against 
Dorinda's red bodice of state. 

The Cargill and the Cargill-expectant 
glanced at the Wykoff as he entered and 
sat down in the farthest comer of the 
room ; Dorinda did not even tum her 
head, but pitched the conversation in a 

higher key, so that he might lose no 
word of it. 

.. Was you at the Sweatman's s0-
ciable ? .. she inquired. , 

.. Nope," said Mr. Cargill, sucking the 
big silver head of his cane. 

"I heard it was real el'gant," Miss 
Leete ran on ; "I couldn't go-ma 'n'me 
had to go to a meetin' of the church fair 
c'mittee. I s'pose you know I'm goin' 
to have the Rebekah booth at the fair. 
Hope you're comin' to patronize me. 
I'll sell you some lem'Dade-'f you ever 
drink lem'Dade, Mr. Cargill" 

The simper with which this speech 
was ended was a beautiful tribute to Car
gill in his quality of man of the world. 

" Ain't sellin' beer this trip? " was Mr. 
Cargill's jocular inquiry. .. Then I 
guess I'll take lem'Dade. Sell a stick 
with it?" 

.. Oh, do hush," said the bride-eleot, 
dabbing at him with her m~ and pre-
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tending to be scandalized at his wicked
ness. "I think lem'nade's reel nice, 
don't you. D'rinda? I'm comiD' to get 
some, 'n' I'm goin' to make him pay for 
it, too." 

Two treble laughs and a bass laugh 
did honor to this witticism, and, when 
the BpBSDl of merriment was over, D0-
rinda began again. 

"D'you see Mr. Cree at the Sweat
man's? I think he's one 'f the nicest 
gentlemen I ever saw." 

Celia was out ; it was a quarter of an 
hour before she came in, and through 
that quarter of an hour Randolph Wy
koff sat in his corner of the par10r and 
heard the chroni-
cle of a society 
that in one way 
might well be call
ed, as it would 
have called itself, 
"el'gant. If 

This was bad 
enough, but there 
was worse yet. 
The visitors took 
their leave at last, 
and Dorinda fol
lowed them into 
the hall-way. She 
closed the door 
behind her, but 
one door was a 
poor obstruction 
to Dorinda's voice, 
and Wykoff heard 
what probably it 
was intended that 
he should hear : 

"Him! Oh, 
that's Mr. Wykoff 
--Celia's friend, 
you know-he 
ain't any 'f mine. 
I'd have intro
duced you, on'y 
I don't hardly know him well enough. 
We ain't fine enougb for him, 'n' I 
thought maybe our friends wasn't. 
Guess you ain't lost much, though." 

When Celia came in, Randolph told 
her, as gently as possible, but definitely 
and definitively, that thereafter be would 
come to the house only when her sister 
was not at home, and he kept his word. 

Yet they had to see each other, and 
VOL. ill-II} 

so they fell into a bad way of meeting 
in the streets. C-elia contrived to let 
her lover know that on such a day a 
shopping tour would bring her through 
such and such a street at this or that 
hour; and at the time and place ap
pointed, Randolph would meet her to. 
walk home with her. This unwise ar
rangement brought itself to a timely 
end, happily for both of them. Celia'a 
sources of supply were among the marts 
of fashion that line West Fourteenth 
Street and the region round about. 
Thence she could find no route home-. 
ward on which a young man like Ran
dolph Wykoff could have the ghost of 

an excuse for loitering. He therefore 
suggested to her to make her purchases 
at the larger shops on Broadway, 80 

that he might join her in the quiet side
streets to the east of the great thorough
fare. Those streets between Union and 
Madison Squares are, for the most part, 
given over to boarding-houses and lodg
ing-houses of dull respectability, and 
although they are not much traversed, 
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they lie in lines that anyone might fol
low who would p888 from Murray Hill 
to-say, for a fine old-fashioned quarter, 
.Stuyvesant Square. And as the Wykoffs 
lived near Stuyvesant Square, Randolph 
might well take anyone of them on his 
way home, without drawing undesired 
:attention to the fact of his meeting a 
young lady, and turning on his track 
.to walk a few blocks with her. 

But the Broadway tradesmen have 

DOt the Fourteenth Street idea of "bar
gains ; " and it soon became known in 
the Leete household, where nothing 
was done in privacy, that Celia was 
buying embroidery-silk, and gros-grain 
ribbons, and cotton-lace, and ruchings, 
and the like, at prices that were simply 
scandalous to the apprehension of Four
teenth Street shoppers. Dorinda drew 
her own conclusions, which were quite 
correct; she communicated them to her 
mother; her mother brought the case 
before Mr. Leete, and he, summoning 
Celia to his presence, heard the whole 
story. Up to that point Celia had suf
fered in silence, obeying that unnum
bered commandment which the experi
ence of childhood has added to the 
decalogue: Thou Shalt Not Tell Tales. 
Now, there was nothing for it but to 
uncover the history of her ill-treatment 
and her lover's at the hands of Alonzo 
and Dorinda. Popper Leete heard; he 
constituted himself a dictatorial court 

of inquiry and judgment, and when the 
culprits had made their inadequate de
fence, he laid down the law. 

"I want this nonsense stopped right 
here," he said, sternly; "when your ma 
'n' me wanter break off that match we'll 
do it, an' when we want any help from 
either of you we'll let you know. What 
your ma an' me think of him is none of 
your business, you understand t When 
he comes here YOIl want to treat him 

decent and civil. I'm ashamed of 
lOU, that a gentleman should come 
mto my house and be treated 80 by 
you two young whippersnappers that 
he can't come to see your sister like 
she was a lady. Don't let me hear 
of this nonsense no more; you hear 
me-NO more t An' quit &-naggin' 
of your sister t " 

Mr. Leete's judgment, once put 
forth, allowed no disobedience, either 
in letter or in spirit, and as he took 
pains in his own person to show a 
proper and dignified courtesy toward 
Mr. Wyko~ it was not long before 
Celia and her betrothed were enjoy
ing to the fnll such comfort as there 
may be in a forced peace. But it was 
not a pleasant air to breathe, and 
though the occasion of their parting 
was sad in itself, they both felt more 
relief than either would have cared to 

own, when Randolph was summoned to 
Florida, where his mother lay ill She 
had gone South to regain strength, after 
her illneBB of January, only to catch cold 
again in six weeks. She was nursed by 
the two Curtis girls, the daughters of her 
favorite cousin, and she was well nursed ; 
but her relapse proved a serious matter, 
and Randolph was sent for. He set out 
at once, and stayed with his mother until 
the worst was over, and while she regained 
her strength. It was in the last of May 
that he brought her home to the old 
Wykoff house near East Hampton. Dur
ing this time he and Celia corresponded 
with regularity. It was a most satisfy
ing correspondence, at the bottom, as 
our French friends say; but when Ran
dolph tied up the little package of letters 
and tucked it away in the safest corner 
of the trunk that he was packing for the 
homeward journey, he thought that per
haps it would be a good thing to suggest 
to Celia that he would be greatly pleased 
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if she cared to read one or two books 
that he had found serviceable in his own 
studies. 

One little incident that took place 
just before Mrs. Wykoff went to Florida 
made a deep impression upon Mr. Leete, 
and set him to thinking uneasily of the 
future. His wife drew his attention to 
the fact that Mrs. Wykoff having passed 
through a serious illness, a call of con
gratulation, from the head of the house 
of Leete, would be an appropriate and 
delicate attention to the convalescent. 
Perhaps, the good wife suggested, the 
Leete family had been remiss in such 
matters of courtesy. Mrs. Wykoff's visit 
was still unreturned, and, as Mrs. Leete 

truly said, it was only because Popper 
Leete had kept saying that he would go 
with her some day, and had never yet 
found the day to suit him. Now, they 
didn't both of them want to go streakin' 
down there together, when Mrs. Wykoff 
was sick, or sort of sick; and she her
self couldn't go, with the church fair to 
look after; but Popper Leete could go 
~ust as well as not, and it would look as 
if they meant to do the right thing; and 

if he'd go now, he'd never have to go 
agajn, and he might just as well go, and 
have done with it. 

Mr. Leete went. Dressed in his Sun
day broadcloth, he presented himself at 
the door of the WykoftB' great house on 
Second Avenue, and gave the liveried 
menial his one card, neatly written in 
Dorinda's elaborate "Anserlan System" 
handwritin . 

Mrs. Wyfoff was lying on the lounge 
in her sunny sitting-room, which looked 
out on a little snow-covered comer of the 
garden, where a half-clad Venus snatched 
at her scanty raiment, and looked as 
though she would like to be able to 
shudder, and shake the snow off her bare 
shoulders. 

Mr. Leete had wE~:asant call He soon 
found himself . g readily with the 
gentle, gracious lady on the lounge, and 
he was so much at his ease that he was 
even able to cast furtive glances at the 
room and its furniture-rich, yet simple 
and old enough in fashion to come with
in the scope of his knowledge. He was 
so much at ease, indeed, that when Mrs. 
Wykoff's tea was brought in, he ac
cepted her offer of a cup, and, becoming 
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interested in the conversation, dropped 
the cup on the floor and broke it into 
many fragments. 

He was deeply distressed. It took 
all Mrs. Wykoft"s tact and discretion to 
make him feel that she saw no uncom
mon awkwardness in his mishap. 

"They are absurd things, those little 
egg-shell cups," she said, "they are for
ever breaking. Randolph brought me 
that set only three months ago, and I 
think that he and I between us have 
contrived to break half a dozen cups 
sincethen. Don't give it another thought, 
please." 

Mr. Leete did give it another thonght, 
however. He gave it thought enough to 
privily examine the mark on the bottom 
of the broken cup. It bore a French 
name, strange to him; but he succeeded 
in getting some sort of mental picture 
of the combined characters. In his own 
phrase, he sized it up rougbly. When, 
a quarter of an hour later, he found him
self in the street, with no clear idea of 
the means by which his visit had been 
brought to a painless close and an easy 
exit, he was already nursing the germ 
of a great idea. 

Why should not a Leete, as well as a 
Wyko~ replace a broken set of china
ware? Mrs. Wykoff had said that six 
cups were already gone-Mr. Leete's cup 
made the seventh. Here was a chance 
to perform an act of substantial cour
tesy, and with credit to the family. 
"I guess rn do a little suthin' in the 
crockery line myself," thought Mr. 
Leete. 

He remembered that Randolph's gift 
of china had come from a well-known 
sbop on Broadway, and thither he went 
at once. A. polite little salesman met 
him near the door of the long ware-room, 
and inquired his pleasure. Mr. Leete 
was conscious of feeling large, ponder
ous, and solid amid all the fragility. 
Falence and Limoges were in front of 
him, S~vres and Belleek to ~ht and 
left, and his eyes rested on nothing sim
pler or more modest than that sturdy 
Meissen ware which is still honored un
der the name of Dresden. 

"I want some tea-things," began Mr. 
Leete, "of the kind you call-" the 
French word failed him, but his eye lit 
on the thing itself, a set of the identical 

pattern, di«erent only in color, lying in 
state among the satin folds of a huge 
leather case. 

" There--them I" he said; "that's 
what I'm lookin' for, only I want it in 
blue." 

"We haven't a blue set, sir," said the 
clerk; "we had one, but we sold it a few 
months ago." 

"D'ye know' who you sold it to?" 
9,ueried Mr. Leete, hiding his detec
tive intent under a mask of simplicity. 
"Maybe the party would be willin' to 
sell. .. 

The clerk smiled superciliously. 
"I hardly think so," he said; .. our 

trade is pretty much with private cus
tomers." 

.. I'd like to have you make sure," per
sisted Mr. Leete; "I want blue, an' I'm 
willin' to pay for it." 

The salesman trotted to the back of 
the shop, and spoke to a clerk at a desk. 
The clerk fluttered. the leaves of a great 
book, and the salesman trotted back, 
with a su~rior smile on his lips. 

.. I don t think you'll be very success
ful, sir," he said; "that other set was 
bought by Mr. Wyko~ BOD of old John 
Wykoff, who died last year. You may 
have heard of him. They're one of the 
oldest families in the city, and one of 
the richest. I don't believe they'd be 
willing to dispose of anything they 
bought." 

"I've heard of 'em," said Mr. Leete, 
smiling in his tum. He wanted to see 
that salesman's face when he told him to 
box up the pink set and send it to Mrs. 
John Wyko~ Second A.venue. After 
all, the pink would do as well as the 
blue. 

"What's the Fce of this set here?" 
he asked, touchmg one of the egg-shell 
cups with a careful finger. 

"Four hundred and twenty dollars," 
said the salesman. 

"Eh?" said Mr. Leete. 
"Very cheap at that, sir - marked 

down from four hundred and seventy
five. All hand-painted by one of the 
first artists in France. Only these two 
sets ever imported-quite unique." 

"Hum! " snorted Mr. Leete, .. too bad 
you ain't got the blue. Good.-day." 

Out in the street he made a rapid cal
culation. 
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"Four hundred 'n' twenty-cup 'n' 
saucer's one piece, I s'pose; one ain't 
good for much 'thout t'other-twelve
teapot, jug, an' sugar's Dfteen-wa'n't 
no slop-bowl-fifteen into four hundred 
'n' twenty-twenty-
eight dollars. Moses 
Taylor!" 

This is the New 
Yorker's special 
oath of astonish
ment; though why 
that eminent and 
sober-minded mer
chant has received 
such strange can
onization in the cal
endar of mild pro
fanity no one may 
know. When he 
was at home he told 
his wife all about it, 
and shook his head 
dubiously as he 
drew some uncom
for ta b Ie conclu
sioD& 

"I don't see," he 
said, " that we've 
got any occasion to 
travel with folks 
that c'n smash 
twenty-eight dollars 
wuth 'f crockery an' 
not so much as 
know it. That ain't 
any sort of house
keeping for Celia. 
She ain't been 
brought up in that 
way, an' I don't want her to get sech ideas. 
Twenty-eight dollars I Why, Ma Leete, 
I'd ruther have her eat off stone china all 
the days'f her life-an' so would you.n . . . . . . . 

And yet Mr. Leete was as much 
pleased as was his wife when, in July, a 
letter came from Mrs. Wykoff, at East 
Hampton, inviting Celia to spend a few 
weeks at the Wykoff homestead. 

"You will have a duD time," she wrote, 
" for I am still something of an invalid, 
and, of course, we see no one; but my 
nieces-I call them so-are spending the 
summer with me, and they and Ran-

dolph will do what thel. can to make it 
pleasant for lOU. Wnte me that you 
will come, an Parker, my faithful facto
tum, will call for you and make you 
comfortable on your journey." 

Even Alonzo felt some tender stir
rings toward mercy in the depths of 
his stern soul; and Dorinda gave it 
as her opinion that Celia could ade
quately display her self-respect and 
sense of independence by delaying her 
answer for the space of twenty-four 
hours. 

As it took poor Celia that time to 
prepare a missive sufficiently lofty in 
tone to pass the family conclave, Dorin
da had her own way, and, being placated, 
entered with an interest only too active 
and energetic into the preparation of 
her sister's paraphernalia. 



THE LAW AND THE BALLOT. 

By Joseph B. Bishop. 

~1IS:IQlj~::::2iiIiiiIl 0 one can seek an 
explanation of the 
demand for a re
form in our ballot 
system, which is 
heard in 80 many 
parts of the coun
try that it - may 

M:B- properly be called 
general, without being struck with two 
things,-first, that the cause of the evils 
which give rise to the demand is 80 ob
vious, and second, that the advocates of 
various kinds of political reforms have 
been 80 slow in perceiving it. In all 
cases the demand is found to spring 
from a profound dissatisfaction with the 
increasing influence which monel is ex
ercising in our elections, especiaJJ.y in 
the large cities. The complaint every
where is that the political organizations, 
or "machines," havegrown to such pow
er that they have, in many localities, de
prived the people of their right to con
trol their own nominations and elections. 
When we seek for the source of the 
power of the machines we find it always 
m their control of the money which is 
used in elections, and when we ask why 
they have the money, we find the original 
reason to have been that they were given 
it to meet the expense of printing and 
distributing the ballots. Why must they 
do this work? Simply because the State 
has neglected to make any provision for 
having it done. 

To this neglect of the State all the 
worst evils of our munici:p'a1, state and 
national politics are 80 easily and surely 
traceable, that the first emotion of any 
inquirer who has gone to the bottom of 
the subject is one of astonishment tha.t 
the neglect was not seen and remedied 
long ago. Nothing is more curious, 
when one comes to think about it, than 
most of our election laws, 80 fl\l' as they 
relate to this subject of ballots. It is 
doubtful if there is, for example, a better 
election law in the whole country than 
that of the State of New York. It is a 
perfect Gibraltar against any attempt to 

prevent. an honest counting of the votes 
as cast. The candidate who has a plu
rality of ten votes in the boxes is just as 
certain of being declared elected as if he 
had a plurality of 10,000. Equally ad
mirable are the provisions of the same 
law relating to the registracon of voters 
in the large cities of the State and the 
reception of their ballots on election day. 
These provisions were drawn for the pur
pose of putting an end to repeating and 
personating, and they have practically 
abolished both those abuses. Every pre
caution has been taken by the State to 
protect the legal voter in the exercise of 
his franchise, to exclude all others from 
exercising it, and to insure an honest 
counting of the ballots after they have 
been cast; but no provision whatever 
has been made for furnishing the ballots 
themselves. There is a complete lapsus 
in the law in this respect. Not only is 
no provision made for the State to do 
the work of printing and distributing 
the ballots, but no authority whatever is 
given to anybody to do it. By what 
seems to be little less than a joke in leg
islation, minute directions are given in 
the law concerning the typogra;phy of 
ballots which nobody is authorized to 
print. This work, which nobody has any 
legal authority to do, the political organ
izations have voluntarily undertaken. If 
the leaders of these organizations were 
to agree secretly on the eve of an elec
tion that they would not ~rint any bal
lots, or that they would ather destroy 
or fail to distribute those already print
ed, there could be no election and no
body could be held responsible for the 
default. The law reserves for any voter 
the right to write his own ballot, but 
how many voters in a city like New 
York would be able to do that accurate
ly ? Again, if the organizations were to 
enter into a conspiracy to distribute only 
the ballots of one political party, the 
candidates of other parties would virtu
ally be excluded from the election, and 
nobody could be held legally responsible 
for it. 
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The simple fact is that in adapting 
our election machinery to meet the de
mands of our growth in numbers, we 
have overlooked an important point. 
There was a time when we needed no 
registl'ation laws and when the counting 
of the vote did not have to be 80 care
fally guarded; but we passed that long 
ago and framed the laws necessary to 
protect the ballot-box against the new 
dangers which threatened it from those 
directions. Nothing remains of the 
primitive system, as it existed in the 
old "town meetings," except the method 
of providing ballots. That alone has 
not been adapted to modern needs. 
When communities were small, the ex
pense of printing and distributing bal
lots was 80 slight that the question of 
paying it was of no importance. Grad
ually it became the custom for candi
dates, as the persons most interested, to 
pay the expense. From this simple 
practice we have gone on, practically 
without change to the present time. 
Not only has the expense of printing 
the ballots reached formidable propor
tions in all our large cities, but to get 
the ballots distributed at the polls re
quires the employment of large forces 
of men. Each party must have its own 
force, consisting of ballot distributors, 
workers and watchers, and to pay these 
large sums of money must be raised, 
chie1ly by assessments or levies upon 
candidates. Here we have the genesis 
of the modern political machines which 
have come to play 80 dominating and 
so ~rnicioU8 a part in our municipal 
politics, and consequently in our national 
politics i-for in nearly all the states the 
decisive in1luence in politics comes from 
the cities. 

F1'Om the nature of the case the ma
chines long since passed beyond the 
simple work of attending to the printing 
and distributing of the ballots. It was 
that work which gave them the excuse 
for raising funds, and from raising 
money for the legitimate expenses of 
an election, it was an easy and natural 
step to raising some for illegitimat~ ex
penses also. The very conditions of 
their existence formed an irresistible 
incentive to dishonesty and corruption. 
In the first place, the machines were 
made up of men who had gone into 

politics from no sense of publio duty or 
patriotism, but simply for hire. The 
more extl'avagant and dishonest they 
could make politics, the better living 
would they get. In the second place, 
no legal authority had appointed them 
for their work and they were responsible 
to nobody for its faithful performance. 
They had absolute control of th,l ballots. 
They could ruin a candidate's prospects. 
by failing to distribute his b&llots, or 
by substituting upon them somebody 
else's name for his. The more they 
cheated, the more sources they could 
find from which to ext1'act pay, either 
in the form of blaclnnaU or bribes,-the 
larger would be their profits. They 
demanded every year more money for 
their services and had little dUBculV in 
obtaining it. As much of it was given 
to them to be used for corrupt p1lrJ>08eB, 
they could not be required to give an. 
accounting of its expenditure, since 
such accounting would make persons 
contributing it liable to indictment for 
bribe~. What wonder that under these 
conditions the machines grew more cor
rupt and dishonest with every election I 
No responsibility under the laws, no 
accounting for moneys received, no in
quiry even as to its use I-why, there is 
not a church, or any other institution, 
religious or secular, in Christendom, 
whose officers could be safely trusted 
with such freedom. 

But the demoralization long since 
passed beyond the limits of the political 
organizations. The continually growing 
demands for money for campaign uses, 
or election expenses, has had the inevit
able effect of putting up nominations for 
office to be knocked down to the highest 
bidder. From controlling the elections 
the machines have passed naturally to 
controlling nominations, for no man can 
have their support who will not promise 
in advance of his nomination to pay an 
assessment as the means of defraying 
the cost of his election. Undoubtedly 
this evil of assessments has reached its 
most aggravated form in the city of New 
York, but it exists in greater or less de
gree in nearly all the large oities of the 
land: In New York, as was shown about 
a 'lear ago by Mr. William M. Ivins, the 
CIty Ohamberlain, in a remarkable paper 
before the Commonwealth Club, tlie ag-
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gregate of assessments in every general 
election is about 8210,000. Single can
didates are assessed as high as $25,000, 
and from that point the rate tapers down 
to $500. It seldom goes below that 
point for any kind of office. This is 
simple bargain and sale. Large as the 
amount is, it is only about a third of 
that which the machines in that city have 
to divide among themselves in an ordi
nary election, and not more than a fifth 
or a sixth of what they have in a Presi
dential election when they become, in 
close contests, the ready and most eft'ec
tive medium for the systematic and 
wholesale bribery of voters. The ordi
nary or regular force of workers in the 
New York organizations numbers 45,000 
men, or about one-fifth of the entire vot
ing population. They have an average 
of 46 men for every election district in 
the city, and they can increase this to 
any limit by hiring as many additional 
men as the exigencies of a campaign 
may require. This enormous force, of 
dift'erent party names, is actuated by a 
common purpose, and its members are 
always ready to combine for the election 
of a candidate whose views of public 
office meet their a:pproval, or the defeat 
of one whose election would be likely to 
interfere in anyway with their "busi
ness." 

The control of nominations and elec
tions in all our large cities has thus 
passed almost completely out of the 
hands of what is called the "virtue and 
intelligence of the community." The 
voice of what Matthew :Arnold calls the 
"Saving remnant" is stifled absolutely 
in the nominating conventions, and only 
occasionally is able to make itself heard 
in electiOD& Nothing could be more 
completely the reverse of the theory of 
popular government, by means of rep
resentative and deliberative assemblies, 
than the manner in which nominations 
are made. The so-called nominating 
conventions are merely assemblages of 
machine leaders and their workers who 
formally ratify a ticket which one or 
more bosses had made up from a list 
of names of men who are willing to pay 
the assessments demanded. The popu
lar voice does not enter into the work at 
all. The men who decide the matter 
are usually all officeholders who get a 

living for themselves and their followers 
out of public office and are personally 
interested in making the public service 
as extravagant as possible. A particu
larly ominous thing, about which a whole 
paper might be written, is the promi
nent part which police magistrates are 
taking in this as well as in other branches 
of machine leadership. It does not re
quire much imagination to see the in
evitable evils which must result from this 
combination of the powers of political 
leadership and police magistracy. If we 
were to trace them out we might find 
why it is 80 difficult to enforce liquor 
laws in our large cities, and thus get a 
glimpse of the fostering influences under 
which the liquor traffic has grown to be 
such a portentous power in our politics. 

The eifect of offering office for sale, 
which the machine system really amounts 
to, has been to limit our officeholders 
almost entirely to two classes, the rich, 
and those willing to use :public office for 
personal or partisan gam. Much has 
been said, and truthfully, of the deplora
bly demoralizing influence of having the 
mere possession of wealth substituted 
for fitness as a qualification for office, 
but it must be admitted that the harm 
which rich men have done in our mu
nicipal a1fairs is a mere trifle compared 
with that done by the ~cal adventur
ers and speculators. y of the rich 
men, who have paid for the privilege of 
holding office, have done 80 with a sin
cere desire of rendering the State needed 
service; and they have carried out that 
desire eft'ectively in office. In general it 
may be said that the very rich man who 
obtains office through his wealth is con
tent with no other return than the 
thanks of the public for faithful perform
ance of its duties. It is the man who 
buys office as a speculation, either for 
cash down, or in promises of services to 
the political organization with which he 
is identified, who is the worst outcome 
of the system. He pays for a legislative 
office a sum two or three times the 
amount of his salary and counts upon 
" making a good living out of it " by sell
ing his vote or influence on all possible 
occasions. He gets a nomination for an 
administrative office by pledging a large 
part of his salary as an assessment, and 
intends to get it back again jn some way 
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out of the office. He will take a judicial 
office, and either pledge a part of his 
salary in advance, or promise to use the 
office to protect the interests of all his 
political friends, or of those who will 
contribute to his .. assessment." Men 
of this kind swarm in all city offices, and 
in our legislatures. They are the cause 
of swollen payrolls, of extravagant ex
penditures, of indirect pilferings, of all 
kinds of jobbery, of the enactment of bad 
laws and the defeat of good laws. They 
cost the State ten times over every year 
the price which they give for their nom
inations. Until they can be driven out 
of the public service, economical admin
istration will be impossible and the en
actment of just and necessary laws will 
become every year more and more diffi
cult. 

Is not the line from cause to effect 
drawn with abeolute directness through 
all this demoralization? There is the 
neglect of the State to provide a method 
for ballot printing and distribution. 
This gave the machines the excuse for 
their formation. The expense of the 
work gave them the excuse for their as
sessments and thus led to their control 
of the money to be used in elections. 
Their control of the money has given 
them the control of both nominations 
and elections; and this in turn has giv
en them the control of the offices and of 
the public patronage. Is not the remedy 
as obvious as the cause? .As the neglect 
of the State has been the primal cause of 
all these evils, so the remedying of that 
neglect must be the first step toward re
form. If the control of the printing and 
distributing of the ballots be taken from 
the machines and made the legal busi
ness of the State, we shall at one blow 
take from the machines their excuse for 
existence and their means of support. 
The advocates of this reform do not claim 
that it will work an immediate removal 
of all the ills which have sprung from the 
original neglect, but they do claim that 
it must be the first step not only to
ward such removal but toward any per
manent reform in municipal government. 
They claim that until the ballot-box shall 
have been 80 completely removed from 
the contaminating touch of \>olitics and 
politicians that it shall be m practice, 
what it is in theory, the free and un-

trammelled register of the popular will, 
it is useless to hope for relief through 
such sources as cumulative voting, in
crease of official responsibility or any 
other of the many excellent projects 
which have been so long and 80 ably 
advocated. The foundation must be 
made 80lid before we can add to the 
stability of the superstructure. 

Steps in the direction of this reform 
have been taken in at least four States. 
Wisconsin passed last year a new ballot 
act, whioh, though by no means a per
fect or adequate measure, contains some 
of the principles which are of vital im
portance to the work in hand. Under 
this act the State is put in charge of the 
work of distnouting the ballots, but the 
expense of printing them is to be de
frayed as heretofore by the political or
ganizations. These organizations fur
nish the ballots to the State's inspectors 
of election, who have charge 01 their 
distribution and are under oath to dis
charge that duty faithfully or suffer a 
fixed penalty. They are to arrange the 
ballots under their respective political 
titles in a room hired oy the State for 
that purpose and separated from the 
voting room by a passage or hall Each 
voter enters the first room alone, selects 
his ballots, and passes to the voting
room, where, if found to be qualified, he 
deposits them, and passes out at a door 
provided for that purpose. Each politi
cal party is given the privilege of nam
ing two persons to act as challengers 
and two others to act as custodians of 
the tickets. The inspectors employed by 
the State are to select one of the two 
challengers designated by each political 
party and designate such a place for 
them to stand, outside the voting-room, 
as will give them convenient opportu
nity to challenge voters. The inspectors 
are also to select one of the two chal
lengers named by each political party and 
permit the same to remain in the ticket
room and take charge of the ballots of 
their respective parties. These are to 
be the only persons allowed to remain 
in the room other than those prescribed 
by law, but they are compelled to take 
an oath of office, and are forbidden, un
der fixed penalty of fine or imprison
ment or both, to .. directly or indirectly 
solicit, request, or attempt to influence 
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any voter to vote for any candidate," 
though they may at a voter's request al
ter a ticket in such a manner only as he 
desires. Noone is allowed to accom
pany the voter to the voting-room, which 
he enters alone and in which only one 
voter is allowed at a time. The law ex
pressly provides that all windows shall 
be so secured as to prevent any person 
outside from looking into the ticket 
room. It is forbidden also for any 
crowd of persons to collect or remain 
within 100 feet of the voting or ticket
room during an election, or for any per
son to oft'er tickets or solicit votes with
in 100 feet of them. 

The chief eft"ects of this law will be, of 
course, to banish ticket peddlers from 
the polls, and with them all the other 
gangs of workers and intimidators; and 
to insure for the voter freedom from es
pionage in the selection and voting of 
his ballots. These are both most impor
tant reforms, but they ought to be ac
companied by the other reform of hav
ing the work and expense of printing 
the ballots assumed by the State. The 
Wisconsin act was passed in the winter 
of 1886-7 and became a law in April 
last. It applies only to cities of 50,000 
or more inhabitants, and is consequently 
limited to Milwaukee in its application. 

The most comprehensive and ca.reful 
ballot act which ap~ last lear was 
one drawn in Michigan, an which 
passed one branch of the Legislature. 
This was modelled largely upon the 
English and Australian acts. It was 
very appropriately entitled a' .. bill to 
preserve the purity of elections and 
guard against abuses of the elective 
franchise." It provided for three sets 
of ballots in as many dift"erent colors, 
a white ballot containing the names of 
all National and State candidates to be 
printed by the Secretary of State at the 
State's expense, a blue ballot containing 
the names of all county candidates, to 
be printed by the Oounty Olerk at the 
county's expense, and a red ballot con
taining all the names of city candidates 
to be printed by the city, village or 
township clerk at the city, village or 
township expense. Any candidate could 
have his name placed upon the ballots 
by presenting to the officer in charge of 
the printing a certificate of his nomi-

nation by any assembly, gathering or 
convention of citizens qualified to vote 
for any candidate for such office, pro
vided he 'present his name 80 days be
fore election if he were a candidate for 
a State office, ten days before if for a 
county office, and four days before if for 
a city office, and on payment of a fee of 
850 for a State, 810 for a county and 
$5 for a city or town:!:;, office. The 
ballots were to be of . orm size and 
to bear the name of State, county, or 
city and ward printed at the top. The 
names of candidates were to be printed 
after the name of the office and in the 
order in which they were handed in. 
After each candidate's name his politics 
was to be designated, and opposite each 
name, in the margin of the ballot, there 
was to be a vacant space in which the 
voter should designate his choice by a 
( x ). The form of the ballot for all 
offices would be like the following for 
Governor: 

State Ballot. 

Go.emor •.••.. JOhnSDl!~ReJ>llbllcall:.:.:.:I~: -4 
GO"t8rllor .....• John Jon •..••.•• Democrat •• ••• II II f 
Govemor ...•.. John Bobinl101l •. Prohibition... !l If 
ao.emor...... j 

The blank space at the bottom was 
required on each ticket and at the close 
of each list of names for each office, to 
enable the voter to write in the name of 
any person, whose name was not printed 
on the ballot, for whom he desired to 
vote. 

The provisions of the Michigan bill 
in rega.rd. to the act of voting were in 
the main excellent. Elections were to 
be held in districts of not more than 800 
voters each. At every polling place 
there was to be a room in which there 
were separate compartments in the 
proportion of one for every 50 voters. 
This room was to be in sole charge of 
the election officials who had exclusive 
control of the ballots, none of which 
were allowed to be distributed any
where else. When the voter entered, 
he must first show that he was qulllifi.ed 
to vote, after which he would receive 
his ballots from an inspector who would 
place his own initials upon the back of 
each. The voter was then to retire to 
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one of the compartments, winch must 
be so constructed that he would be free 
from observation, and there indicate by 
a cross in the margin the candidate for 
each office for whom he wished to vote. 
Coming from the compartment after 
marking his ballots he should fold them 
80 cas would be 
b initials of the 
c pon the backs, 
th ectors who we 
th ot-boxes. N 
wedin the vo 
except the officers of election and police
men, and the number of voters admitted 
at one time must not exceed the num
ber of compartments by more than five. 
The time during which a voter could 
remain in the voting rooms could· be 
reelection offi . b 
co made less 

than ten. It 
election office 

p lling room or 
m uade or to en 
pe erson to vote 
ticular candidate, and the penalty for 
such conduct was fixed at a fine not ex
ceeding $100 or imprisonment not ex
ceeding 90 dals. 

These ,rovurions for the secrecy and 
purity 0 the ballot are founded upon 
th f the laws w . 

ractice with su 
su Australia and 
It und in those 
tha requirement 
v alone with the 
o cers wee casts his vo e, 
practically put an end to bribery, for 
no briber will pay money to a voter 
whom he cannot follow to the polls to 
see if he votes as he is bribed. Under 
our present system whole squads of 
voters are marched to the polls with 
th heir hands 80 
th ee them from 
th d till they are 
in xes. Under t 
si chigan bill the 
n of the polls 
not therefore eIther intimidate or brIbe 
a single voter. All excuse for machine 
existence would be taken away, for there 
would be nothing for the machines to 
do and no pretext upon which money 
could be raised for their support. The 
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one serious defect m the Mtclngan bill 
was the provision requiring fees from 
candidates when they filed their names 
with the officers in charge of the print
ing. That is an indefensible recognition 
of the pernicious theory of the present 
system that candidates ought to bear 

expense which to the 
ole people. 
In no State has der con-
emtion receive us and 
ughtful attenti w York. 

was in New Yo t that it 
received the impulse which has brought 
it to the attention of the whole country. 
The discussions of the Commonwealth 
Club last Winter led to the rough draft
ing of a bill which has been made the 
basis of a measure which it is hoped the 
N w York Legislature will t into a 

before the p osee. It 
ows in the main e Mich-

bill and seeks the sim-
est, most dirac effective 

er, the com bl the 
te of the prin . utm~ of 

ballots. There should also be in It a 
provision making it possible for a fixed 
number of citizens, by certifying within 
a certain period of an election that they 
wish to vote for the same person for a 
pa.rticular office, to have his name printed 

n the ballots A bill 
ch was prep cut last 
ter, but never he Leg-

ture, went a s his, and 
ed a limit to xpendi-

es of candidate 
The advocates reform 

are unanimous in believing that the lim
itation of campaign expenditures is a 
most desimble thing to accomplish, but 
they think it would be wiser to advance 
a single step at a time. When the State . 
has been put in control of the ballot 

hinery, the n e series 
naturally be f a law 
g a maximum xpendi-

es of candida . g the 
lication, after e candi-
s or their e.g m state-

ment of every item of expenwture. All 
these provisions are in the English Bal
lot Acts and the Corrupt Practices Acts, 
and their complete success in pmctice 
has been one of the most signal triumphs 
of modem legislation. They have lit-
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erally exterminated all the many evils 
which flowed in that country, as they 
do in this, from the unrestricted use of 
money in elections. They have also great
ly reduced the legitimate expenses of 
elections, and have thus put public office 
within the reach of others than the rich. 
When the law limiting expenditures was 
first passed the maximum allowed was 
pronounced too low by nearly every
body, but after two elections had been 
held under it, the surprising fact was 
revealed that it was at least one-fourth 
too high. The last total of election ex
penditures for Great Britain before the 
law went into effect was estimated at 
about $15,000,000. At the first election 
under the law it dropped to about 
$3,900,000, and in the second, that of 
1886, it dropped to less than $8,000,000, 
or one million le88 than the maximum 
allowed by law. At the last election be· 
fore the law went into operation, there 
were no less than 95 petitions against 
returns on the ground of corruption and 
bribery. After the election in 1886 
there was not a single one. As compet
itive extravagance and bribery under the 
old system had had the effect of con
stantly increasing the extravagance and 
dishonesty of elections, so had limited 
expenditure and inability to bribe pro
duced economy. If one candidate does 
not bribe and corrupt, his rival has no 
incentive to do so. 

Nobody can deny that there is a cry
ing need for such restrictions in this coun
try. The present agitation is confined 
mainly to measures designed to effect re
form in our cities, but the movement 
must in time be extended to the whole 
country. The evils of the use of money 
in elections are by no means confined to 
the cities. They are found in every 

state and in almost every election that 
is held, and they are all traceable to the 
same source, the payment of" election 
expenses." Many a United States Sen
atorship has been decided in this way 
far in advance of the meeting of the 
Legislature whose members were to make 
the choice. The candidate has gone into 
the primaries which were to nominate 
the members and has secured a mortgage 
upon their votes then and there by 
agreeing to pay the expenses of their 
campaigns. m this practice alone-for 
it long ago became a pmctice-we ob
tain a hint of the causes which have led, 
on the one hand, to a steady moral and 
intellectual decline in the character of 
our State legislatures, and, on the other, 
to the appearance of the "millionaire 
Senator' at W ashlngton. A law limit
ing expenditures and requiring the pub
lication of the use made of every dollar 
spent, would put an end to this doubly 
demoralizing practice instantly, as it 
would also to any attempt in a national 
election to capture the presidency by 
bribing voters in the so-called "close" 
States. By making the ballot laws so 
rigid that the act of voting becomes 
realll secret and untrammelled, we shall 
abolish individual bribery at the polls, 
simply by making it unprofitable to the 
briber. By limiting expenditures and 
requiring their publication, we shall 
abolish bribing everywhere by forcing the 
briber into the light and within the reach 
of the law. The surest way to abolish 
bribery, in other words, is to legislate 
not against the poor and ignorant voter 
who may be tempted to sell his vote, but 
against the man who tempts him, for it 
is the latter and not the former who has 
been found to be in all democracies the 
worst enemy of free government. 



VOLCANOES. 

By N. S. Shaler. 

'i~?j~~~~~ greater part of ~ the earth's machin-
ery operates, in a 
quiet manner, with 
something like the 
order of movement 

~~~~~;t;:~ which we associate 
with the motions of 

e:~~~~~ru. the celestial bodies. 
Steadfastly, and without violence of a 
perturbing kind, the seasons come aIid 
go, the continents and mountain-chains 
rise up, the rivers and seas wear them 
down, and from age to age the great 
procession of life moves onward. Even 
the great perturber, Death, is so or
dered in his work that the destruction 
of the individual or of the species rare
ly, if ever, breaks the succession on 
which advance depends. That man is 
here to-day 88 the summit and crown 
of all the life through which he has 
come to his present state is sufficient 
evidence that the earth's machinery 
has never worked with such violence 
88 to throw the delicate mechanism of 
organic life out of adjustment. This 
order and harmony of the earth's ma
chinery would appear to be one of its 
most startling features if we conld con-

earth's crust which are slowly bent into 
the continents and mountains, elude our 
imaginations. It is only in volcanoes 
that we may see something of the Ti
tanic energies of the universe. They 
alone show us by what delicate adjust
ments of strengths and strains this frail 
mantle of life is enabled to maintain it
self on the surface of the sphere. 

Although the popular accounts of vol
canic eruptions give the general reader 
some idea of the great energy of these 
catastrophes, they afford no adequate 
conception of the nature of the opera
tions which constitute these outbreaks. 
Still less do they afford him any knowl
edge of the history of the craters from 
which these discharges take place. We 
will, therefore, begin our inquiry with a 
brief outline of what is known concern
ing the history of Vesuvius, the one vol
cano of which we have a tolerably full 
account for a period of over two thou
sand years. 

The reader will remember that Vesu
vius is situated on the shores of the Bay 
of Naples. This part of the Italian coast 
affords excellent harbors, a charming cli
mate, and a fertile soil. Moreover, it 
has within its broad expanse a number 

Four St.ce. of a Volcanic Oistrict. (From .eri .. of .chool-model. by N. S. Shaler and W. M. Oavi •. ) 

t. Two n • ., I"va"",n... La" ... st",,,m partly blocking" ""lIey. formIng "lake. 
I. 8maI\er cooe poWD to be tbo Ia....,r. Ito Ia"" bloc:ltWr t ... o other vaUeya; tbe lint lake clnlned. 

caive the gigantic nature of the forces of islands which in the early days afford
which act upon and within this sphere. ed admirable strongholds for the small 
But the tumults of the sun, the great colonies of the Greek folk who for ceo-. 
temperature of the earth's interior, and turies, in a milder way, played the part 
the vast weight of the masses of the of the Scandinavians of the later time in 
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the northem seas. The island of Ischia 
lying upon the westem border of the bay 
which was in time to receive its name 
from the relatively modem city of Na-

of that time it was a hill and nothing 
more. 

During the long sleep of Vesuvius 
the settlers on Ischia were aftIicted with 

8. Voanoee extinct; the _ weariDc away. lIhowlDc their roota: D_ nlley. formltlc: lake. drained; obGnlct
iDC IaTal taltlng the form of hWo. 

4. V01oaDo and lan.deotroyed: DotbiDcremainlDgbatthedln. at the old .... or tbeconetomarll: Ita former ~ 
It. ad, of the liD .. IDdioal.lnC _ wul ohow the rate of doWDwearlDC. 

pl~, was in the fifth century &0. the first 
seat of this Grecian settlement. At that 
time, and for about six centuries after
ward, the volcanic cone of Vesuvius was 
not in activity and had a very different 
aspect from that it bas in the present day. 
It was, as is shown in the cut, a broad, 

G3 A. D. 

~ 
A. D. '1\1 1.001631. 

~ 
1767. 

1888. 

Oi.,..ammatlc Section. throuch Mount V .. uviul, .howinC 
ChanC" In the form of the Cone. (From Phillip •. ) 

low mountain, not rising more than two 
thousand feet above the level of the sea. 
The crater was deep and wide, and to a 
modem eye would have told its volcanic 
history by its form; but this history had 
not been unravelled, and to the people 

very serious eruptions from the craters 
on that island, and at one time were 
driven away from their settlements by 
these disasters. In this period, while 
Vesuvius was at rest, there were per
haps other slight eruptions of volcan
ic gases in the country west of Vesu
vius known as the Phla!grean Fields. 
It is now evident that the pent-up vol
canic powers were struggling to open 
another way for their exit. They were, 
however, 80 unsuccessful that the country 
remained for centuries but little dis
turbed. It became the country-seat of 
the wealthy Roman citizens, who found 
there exemption from the distractions of 
the capital Around Vesuvius itself, along 
the shore of the bay, and on the vine
clad slopes of the mountain, there were 
wealthy towns, temples, baths, and all 
the other rich constructions of that 
architecture-loving people. Except for 
the eruptions in Ischia, which was suffi
ciently remote from the mainland to 
make its disturbances of no great im
portance, this Vesuvian district enjoyed 
an undisturbed tranquillity down to the 
year 63 of our era. In that year there 
began a series of moderately strong 
earthquakes produced by the volcanic 
gases in their struggle to reopen their 
long-closed passages to the crater. In 
August, 79, these subterranean move
ments became more and more violent un
til they terminated in a furious eruption. 

We gain all our knowledge of the 
circumstances of this great catastrophe 
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from the letters of the younger Pliny to 
the historian Tacitus, in which that 
writer gives an account of the death of 
his uncle, the naturalist Pliny, who lost 
his life during the eruption. The elder 
Pliny was admiral of the Roman Beet 
stationed in the port of Misennm, now 
known as BaUe, on the western shore of 
the bay. The eruption began about 

I.; 

,. , 

known to the public, even in translation. 
I therefore give the greater part of the 
two which refer to the eruption, omitting 
those portions which contain the com
pliments in which Roman correspond
ents were wont to indulge. This trans
lation lowe to my friend, Professor J. 
G. Croswell, who has given a better and 
more lively rendering of the text than 

mid-day, and 
in a short time 
the whole of 
the eastern 
side of the bay 
was hidden by 
the vast cloud 
of steam, com
mingled with 
finely pulver
ized dust, 
which consti
tutes the 80-

called smoke 
of a volcan
ic eruption. 
Gradually this 
cloud extend
ed, until it 
brought the 
darkness of 
night over all 
the area within 
twenty miles 
of the volcano, 
and a wide 
field beyond, 
extending its 
shadow, ac
cording to 
DiOD Cassius, Dia,rammltic Section throu,h V.auyiua, In Tim. of ENptlon, ahowin, the Gen.ral Form of the 

Vapor-column and the Fallin, Aah .. and Rain. 

over Africa, The lowncloud of .team Is from Ja .. ·llo .... The lower cup of the crater Is tbat formed 
8 yri a, an d before the ChrlltJan era. 

EtfR;; letters of the younger Pliny were can be found in any of the previous ver
designed not to give a detailed account siODS. 

of the eruption itself, in which the writer 
seems to have had none of the enquirer's 
interest which led his uncle to his death, 
but to give Tacitus information as to 
the last hours of the great naturalist. 

This account gives, though inciden
tally, a picturesque description of the 
catastrophe, as seen by a cultivated 
Roman youth of eighteen years. Not
withstanding the beauty of their style 
and their charming simplicity, the let
ters of the younger Pliny are but little 

PUny's Letters. Book 6, 16. 
Gaius PUnius sends to his friend Taoitus 

greeting. 
You ask me to write you an acoount of my 

uncle's deatb, that posterity may pOB86BB an 
acourate version of the event In your his
tory. . . . . 

Be was at Misenum, and was In command of 
th" fleet there. It was at one o'clock In tbe af· 
ternoon of the 24th of August tbat my motber 
called his attention to a cloud of unusual ap· 
peAranoe and alze. Be had been enjoying the 
lun and after a bath had juat taken hla lunoh 
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and was lying down to read; but he immediately 
called for his sandals and went out to an emi
nenoe from whioh this phenomenon oould be 
observed. A oloud was rising from one of the 
hills (it was not then clear whioh one, as the ob
servers were looking from a distance, but it 
proved to be Vesuvius), whioh took the like
neu of a stone· pine very nearly. It imitated 
the lofty trunk and the spreading branohes, for, 
as I suppose, the smoke had been swept rapidly 
upward by a recent breeze and was then len 
hanging uDlupported, or else it spread out lat
erally by its own weight, and grew thinner. It 
ohauged oolor, sometimes looking white and 
sometimes, when it oarried up earth or ashes, 
dirty and streaked. The thing seemed of im
portance, and worthy of nearer investigation to 
the philosopher. Be ordered a Ught boat to be 
got ready aud asked me to accompany him if 
I wi,hed; but I answered that I would rather 
work over my books. In fact he had. himself 
given me something to write. 

Be was going out himself, however, when he 
received a note from Reotin&, wife of C.,.iua 
BaBllus, Uving in a villa on the other side of the 
bay. who was in dead.ly terror about the ap
proaching danger and begged him to rescue her, 
as she had no means of lIight but by ships. 
This converted his plan of observation into a 
more serioua purpose. Be got his men-of-war 
under way, and embarked to help Reotin&, as 
well as other endangerlld persons, who were 
many, for the shore was a favorite resort on 
aooount 0 fits 
beauty. Hesteer-
ed dlreotly for 
the dang e r 0 u s 
spot whenoe oth-
ers were flying, 
watching it so 
fearleuly as to be 
able to diotate a 
description and 
take notes of all 
the movements 
and appearanoes 
of this catastro-
phe as he observ-
ed them. 

Ashes began to fallon his ships, thloker and 
hotter as they approached land. Cinders and 
pumioe, and also black fragments of rock 
cracked by heat, fell around them. The sea 
suddenly shoaled, and the shores were ob
structed by masaes from the mountain. He 
hesitated awhile and thought of going back 
agsin; but flnally gave the word to the reluo
tant helmsman to go on, I&ying, "Fortuue 
favors the brave. Let us flud Pomponianus." 
Pompouianus was at Stabie, separated by the 
intervening bay (the sea oomes in here gradu
ally in a long inlet with ourving shores), and 
although the peril was not near, yet as it was in 
full view, and as the eruption Inoreased seemed 
to be approaohlng, he had packed up his things 
and goue aboard his ships ready for flight, 
whioh was prevented, however, by a contrary 
wind. 

My unole, for whom the wind was most fav
orable, arrived, and did his best to remove 

their terr01'll. Be embraced the frightened 
Pomponianus and encouraged him. To keep 
up their spirits by a show of unooncern, he 
had a bath i and afterwards dined, with real, 
or what was perhaps as heroio, with &l8umed 
oheerfulnell. But, meanwhile, there began to 
break out from Vesuvius in many spots, high 
and wide· shooting dam", whose brilliancy was 
heightened by the darknell of approaching 
night. My unole reaBllured them by aBIIerting 
thaUhesewere burning farm·hou_which had 
caught lIre after being deserted by the peasants. 
Then he tumed In to sleep, and slept indeed. 
the most genuine slumbers i for his breathing, 
whloh was always heavy and noisy, from the full 
habit of his body, was heard by all who passed 
his chamber. But before long the floor of the 
oourt on whioh his ohamber opened became so 
oovered with ashes and pumloe that if he had. 
lingered in the room he oould not have got out 
at all So the servants woke him, and he came 
out and joined Pompon ian us and others who 
were watching. They oODlulted together as to 
what they should do next. Should they stay in 
the house or go out of doors. The house was 
tottering with frequent and heavy shooks of 
earthquake, and seemed to go to and fro as if 
moved from its foundationa. But in the open 
air there were dangers of falling pumioe-stones, 
though to be sure, they were Ught aud porous. 
On the whole, to go out seemlld the least of two 
eviis. With my unole it was a oomparison of ar
guments that deoided; with the others it was a 

Hypothetical Section throup Rocke near a Fault on which 
a Line of Volcanoe. hu Formed. 

The ...., ... mow the direction of tbe mOYementot a-i 
their leagth, the relati Ye eneqry of the movement. 

ohoice of terr01'll. So they tied pillows on their 
heads by way of defence against falling bodies 
and sallied out. 

It was dawn elsewhere; but with them It was 
a blacker and denser night than they had ever 
seen, although torohes and various lights made 
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Crater. Lakes of the Seven Citi." St. Michael'" Alore,. 

There are two of the craters united by the breaking down of a part or the bounding wall •• 

it less dreadful. They decided to take to the 
shore and see if the sea would allow them to 
embark; but it appeared as wild and appalling 
as ever. My uncle lay down on a rug. He 
asked twice for wat'lr and drank it. Then as a 
lIame with aforerunningsulphurous vapor drove 
off .the others, the sen'ants ronsed him up. 
Leaning on two slaves he rose to his feet, but 
immediately fell back, as 1 understand, choked 
by the thick vapors. and this the more easily 
that his chest was naturally weak, narrow, and 
generally inflamed. When day came (I mean 
the third after the last he ever saw) they found 
bis body perfect and uninjured, aud covered 
just as he had been overtaken. He seemed by 
his attitude to be rather asleep than dead. 

In the meantime, my mother and I at Mise
num-but this has nothing to do with my story. 
You ask for nothing but the account of his 
death .•• 

Book G,20. 

Gaius Plinius sends to his friend Tacitus 
greeting. 

You say that you are induced by the letter I 
wrote to yon, when you asked about my uncle's 
death, to desire to know how I, who was left at 

Misennm, bore the terrors and disasters of that 
night, for I had just entered on that subject and 
broke It off. " Although my soul shuddel1l at 
the memory, I will begin." 

My uncle started off and I devoted myself to 
my literary task, for which 1 had remained be
hind. Thl'n followed my bath, dinner, and 
sleep, though this was short and disturbed. 
There had been already for many days a tremor 
of the earth , less appalling, however, in that 
this is nsual in Campania. But that night it 
was so strong that things seemed not merely to 
be shaken, but positively upset. My mother 
rushed into my bedroom. 1 was just getting up 
to wake her if she were asleep. We sat down 
in the little yard, which was between our honae 
and the sea. 1 do not know whether to call it 
courage or foolhardiness (I was ouly seventeen) ; 
but I sent for a volume of Livy, and quite at 
my ease read it and even made extracts, as I 
had already begun to do. And now a friend of 
my uncle's, recently arrived from Spain. ap· 
peared, who, finding us sitting there and me 
reading, scolded us, my motherfor her patience, 
and me for my carelessness of danger. None the 
less industriously I read my book. 

It was now seven o'clock, hut the light was 
still faint and doubtful. The surrounding 
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buildings had been badly shaken and though we 
were in an open spot, the space was so small 
that the danger of a catastrophe from falling 
walls was great and certain. Not till then did 
we make up our minds to go from the town. A 
frightened crowd went away with us and as 
in all panics everybody thinks his neighbors' 
ideas more prudent than his own, so we were 
pmhed and squeezed in our departure by a 
great mob of imitators. 

When we were free of the buildings we 
stopped. There we saw many wonders and en
dured many terrors. T11e vehicles we had or
dered to be brougbt out kept running backward 
and forward, though on level ground; and even 
when scotched with stones they would not keep 
still. Besides this, we saw the sea sucked down 
and, as it were, driven back by tIle Ilarthqnake. 
There can be no doubt that tbe shore had ad
vanced on the sea and many marine animals 
were left high and dry. On tbe other side was 
a dark and dreadful cloud, which was broken 
bYligzag and rapidly vibrating flashes of fire, 
and yawning showed long sbapes of llame. 
These were like lightnings, only of greater ex
tent. Then our friend from Spain attacked 
nI more vigoroosly and earnestly. "If your 
brother, your uncle," said he, .. is alive, lIe 

safety while doubtful of his. So, without more 
delay. the Spaniard rushed off, taking himself 
out of harm's way as fast as his legs would 
carry him. 

Pretty soon the cloud began to descend over 
the earth and cover the sea. It enfolded Capre., 
and bid also tbe promontory of Misenum. 
Tben my motber b"gan to beg and beseech 
me to fly a.~ I could. I was young. sbe said. 
nud sbe was old, and too beavy to run, and 
would not mind dying if sbe was not the cause 
of my death. I said, however, I would not be 
saved without ller; I clasped her hand and 
forced 11er to go, step by step, witb me. She 
slowly oheyed, reproaching herself bitterly for 
delaying me. 

Ashes now fell, yot still in small amount. I 
looked back. A thick mist was close at our 
beel~, which followed us, spreading out over 
the country, like an inundation. •• Let us tum 
out of the road," said I, "while we can see, 
and not get trodden down in the darkness by 
the crowds wbo are following, if we fall in 
their path." Hardly had we sat down when 
night was over us-not such a night as when 
there is no moon and clouds cover the sky, but 
such darkness as one finds in close-shut rooms. 
One heard tbe screams of women, the fretting 

Veauviu., look in, Ellt from the "Observatory," 1880, ahowin, Vent-cone and Old Eroded Pedestal of Lava and Ash. 

The ,.lark line 011 tbe right of the cone is tbe railway up the mountain. 

wishes YOI1 to be safe; if not. he certainly 
would wish you to survive him. WIlY, then, 
do you delay yonr flight?" We said we 
eould not bring ourselves to think of our own 

cries of babes, the shouts of men. Some called 
their parents, and some their children, and 
some their spouses, seeking to recognize them 
by their voices. Somtllamented their own fate. 
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Vlluviul; near View of the Small Inner Cone of the Crat." showinr Reclnt Und.caYld Lava on which R'lt, the Ash. 
hll" 01 tho Can • . 

others the fate of their friends. Some were 
praying for death, simply for fear of death. 
Many a man raised his bands in prayer to the 
gods; but more imagined tbat the last eternal 
night of creation had come and there were now 
no gods more. There were some who increased 
our real dangers by fictitious terrors. Some 
said that part of Misenum had sunk, and that 
another part was on fire. They lied; but they 
found believers. 

Little by little it grew light again. We did 
not think it the light of day, but a proof that 
the fire was coming nearer. It was indee(l 
fire, but it stopped afar off; and then there 
was darkness again, and again a rain of ashes. 
abundant and heavy, and again 've rose 1101111 

shook them off, else we had been covered and 
even crushed by the weight. I might boast 
of the fact that lIot a groau or a cowardly word 
fell from me in all the dreadful peril, if I had 
not believed that the world and I were coming 
to au end together. This belief was a wretched 
aud yet a mighty comfort ill this mortal strug
gle. At last the murky vapor rolled away, in 
disappearing smoke or fog. Soon the rllal day
light appeared; the snn shone out, of a lurid 
hue, to be sure, as in an eclipse. The whole 
world which met our frightent'd eyes, was 
transformed. It was covered with ashes white 
as snow. 

We went back to Misenum and refreshed our 
weary bodies, and passed a uight between 
hope and fear; but fear had the upper hand. 
The trembling of the earth coutiuut!d, and 

• 

many, crazed by their anxiety, made ludi
crously exaggerated predictions of disaster to 
themselves and others. Yet even then, though 
we had been through such peril and were still 
surrounded by it, we had no thought of go
ing away till we bad news of my uucle. • , • 

It is evident that this eruption pro
duced great changes in the surface of 
o.ll the country about Vesuvius. Al
though no lava-streams flowed from the 
crater, for the reason, as we sho.ll here
after see, that the eruption was so vio
lent as to prevent their formation, the 
quantity of molten rocky matter which 
was blown into fragments and fell main
ly in the form of dust upon the sur
face of the earth about the crater was 
enormous. For a distance of several 
miles from the vent, this accumula
tion seems to have attained the depth 
of ten to thirty or more feet. Owing 
to the extreme lightness of this dust, 
which is pumiceous, or filled with air· 
bubbles, the greater part of the deposit 
has probably been washed away by the 
rain, as have the lesser ash-showers of 
later years. At the close of the erup
tion of Pliny, this dust probably cov-
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ered the ground to a far greater depth were buried in the same way. It is not 
than is indicated by the scanty remains likely that the loss of life in this catas
of the great shower which still exist on trophe was very great. It was some 
the surface. On no other supposition hours before the eruption became of 
can we account for the abandonment of fatal violence, and nearly all the inhab· 
the two cities of Pompeii and Hercu- itants, save the sick and prisoners, found 
Ianeum, which were so far lost that no safety in flight. Of the hundred or so 
tradition as to their position remained. skeletons which have been found in the 
Both of these cities were probably excavation at Pompeii, many appear to 
stripped of their more precious tress- be the remains of soldiers, who, receiv
urea before they were covered with the ing no orders to withdraw, met death 
ash. and the mud which was formed of in their appointed places. Occasion
it by the torrential rains; still so much ally as the explorers are removing the 
that was valuable was left behind, that firmly cemented ash from the cellars 
we can hardly conceive how the dispos- of a house, their picks penetrate a cav
sessed people should have failed to dig ity. Experience has shown that these 

VI.W ot E.,avated f'ortlon of PompeII, looking Northwest . 

Show .. on either oleic, the .tcpth of the ... h-co\"ering. Ve8uvlu. In the dl.t.ance. 

for the treasures, unless they were de
terred by a thicker sheet of di:bri$ than 
now remains upon Pompeii. 

At the close of this eruption the sur
face of the country immediately about 
Vesuvius must have been a waste of 
ashes. Besides the two important towns 
of Herculaneum and Pompeii, there 
were, it may be, scores of villages which 

spaces are generally moulds which the 
wet ashes formed about a prostrate 
human body. By pouring plaster-of
Paris into the empty places, it has been 
found possible to obtain accurate casts 
of the long-vanished forms. 

The eruption of the year 79 was fol
lowed, as is usual after great eruptions, 
by a long period of repose. The next 
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View in Pompeii, looklna NOr1hwelt. Ihowina the Une.cavated Portion on the Riaht Hind. and in the Dlltlnc8 the Prnent 
Cone of VelUviuI; on iu Riiht • Portion of Prechriltian Crater.waU. 

outbreak of the volcano was in the year 
203, and appears to have been of mod
erate violence. After another equally 
long pause, in 472 there was an extreme
ly violent eruption, which is reported 
to have scattered ashes over nearly all 
Europe, and so darkened the sky at Con
stantinople, about eight hundred miles 
away, that the Emperor Leo fled from 
the city, and for a long period thereafter 
the deliverance of the town was cele
brated by an annual festival. Thence to 
the year 1036 of our era we have rec
ords of occasional slight eruptions, but, 
as the reader knows, this was the night 
time of history, and the chronicles 
are very imperfect. In 1036 it seems 
tolerably clear, from an ancient itiner
ary, that lava flowed from the cone to 
the sen. This appears to have been the 
first eruption during the historic period 
in which lava flowed from Vesmius, 
though in the prehistoric period of the 
mountain's activity it was abundantly 
produced. 

From this eruption onward to modern 
times we have an excellent catalogue of 

4 

the eruptions of both Vesuvius and 
.iEtna, whi('h, cwiously enough, we owe 
in good part to the superstitious notion 
that the outbreaks may be stopped by 
the intercession of the patron saints of 
the country. Whenever an eruption 
occurs the priests who guard the rel
ics of St. Januarius, in Naples, or of St. 
Agatha, in Sicily, address these patrons 
of their respective cities through their 
relics, vestments, or images. H the 
eruption speedily diminishes in violence, 
as from the natW'e of its action it must 
always do, the amendment is attributed 
to the influence of the saintly power, 
and the fact, "ith date and cir('umstance, 
is a matter of careful re('ord. * Thus sci
ence has come to owe a considerable debt 
to superstition. Although this pictu
resque relation adds a certain interest to 
the chronicles of the eruptions of Vesu
vius, we need not weary the reader with 
them. but sum up the record in brief. In 
short, the story is thnt from 1036 to 1500 

• See It \"e:\U\'inF.·· oy John Phil1ips(Vag('45·. Clarendon 
ITeM. Oxford. 18;)n. From thlJoJ valuaule work I have 
oonden~ tho roregoing 6tat"Ulenu con",ruing 'hia vol
cano. 
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A La.,a .. l1r •• m Overwhelminl a Town on the Welt Sid, of Ve.uviut. 

there were five eruptions, or about one 
each century, and none of them of great 
violence. It seems, indeed, likely that 
from 1139 to 1631 there were at most 
alight threats of activity and that the in
ternal pressure was not relieved until the 
great explosion of the last-named year. 

The eruption of 1631 was, next after 
that of 79, the most violent explosion 
which has taken place from Veauvius. 
Like the eruption in which Pliny met 
his death, the disturbance was ushered 
in by a succession of earthquake shocks. 
These shocks, due doubtle88 to the strug
gle of the imprisoned gases with the bar
riers which the earth interposed, grew 
more and more violent, until, on Decem
ber 16th, the outbreak began suddenly 
and with extreme fury. Unlike most 
eruptions from this and other craters, 
where the flow of liquid rock usually be
gins some time after the gases break 
forth, a great tide of lava. at once burst 
forth from the side of the cone, at some 
distance from the summit of the crater. 
The streams rushed forth from a num
ber of points along the southwest slope 
of the mountain, at a height of about 

three thousand feet above the sea, and 
swept down toward the shore of the bay. 
Although a large part of this lava. re
mained in the depre88ions in the flanks 
of the mountain, a dozen or more of the 
streams which diverged from the great 
sheet attained the sea along a length of 
seven and a half miles of the shore. 
Then, as now, the coast was bordered 
by an almost continuous line of popu
lous towns. Although the inhabitants 
had fled in great numbers, moved by 
the fear with which the earthquakes and 
roarings from the mountain inspired 
them, the lava-flow came 80 suddenly 
that eighteen thousand persons perished 
in the towns of Resina, Torre del Greco, 
and Granatello, which were overwhelmed 
by the streams. The ash, or fi,nely di
vided lava, was blown forth in prodigious 
quantities, once again darkening the 
skies as far to the east as Constantino
ple. The rain which fell from the cloud 
which hung over all the region about 
the mountain was torrential; mingled 
with the fine dust, it produced vast in
undations of mud, which swept over the 
fields and villages, producing destruc-
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tion more widespread. if less di8ll8trous 
to life, than the streams of fiery lava. In 
this, as in all the great eruptions, the 
lightning from the clouds was extremely 
violent and caused much loss of life. 

From the time of this <li8ll8ter down 
to the present day the eruptions have 
been more frequent than in any other 

Many of these outbreaks are of very 
slight energy. It was the present writ
er's good fortune to obtain an unusually 
near view of the beautiful little erup
tion of the winter of 1882, which afforded 
a singularly good opportunity for watch
ing the essential processes of volcanic 
explosions with little danger. At this 

Vol,anlc Cone, Sa.ndwlch 1,lands, showing the Aspe,t of Crater-walll and Floor Ifter the Surface hal been Covered by 
Vo,.totlon. 

part of the volcano's history. Rarely 
have t.wenty :years pl\Hsed without an out
break of considerable violence, though 
none of them have attained to the ap
palling fury of the first historic out
break or that of 1631. Near four score 
eruptions are chronicled in this period 
of about two and a half centuries; nearly 
all of them have been of moderate in
tensity, but have led to a singularly 
large extrusion of lavas. It is evident 
that the channels which lead to the rents 
of the volcano are now gorged with fluid 
lava; wherever the pressure of the im
prisoned gases becomes strong enough 
this lava is forced up into the crater; 
by its weight rends open the walls of 
incoherent cinders and escapes upon the 
steep slopes of the cone. 

time, from the slight violence of the out
break, the crater was reduced to a smaU 
depression near the summit of the cone, 
which had II. diameter of not over six 
hundred feet and a depth of about one 
hundred feet. Taking advantage of a 
strong gale from the north, the we1l
known tramonialla of Italy, it was pos
sible to creep up to tho very edge of this 
crater and look down upon the surface 
of the boiling lava, from which the gases 
were breaking forth. Although the J>it 
was from time to time filled with whirl
ing vapor, the favoring wind often swept 
it away so that for a few seconds it was 
possible to see every feature of the ter
rifying scene. Several times a minute 
the surface of the tossed lava was rent 
by a violent explosion of gases. which 



Rent in the Earth from which Sulphurou. V.port Att,ndant on an Eruption h .. , Etc.p.d; Partly Clo •• d by Tropical 
V.g.tation. 
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---- -------------------------------~ transparent, a few Bcore 
feet above the point of 
escape the ejected col
umn became of a steel
gray color, and a little 
higher it changed to 
the characteristic hue 

. of steam. That it was 
steam slightly mix e d 
with other gases was 
evident wherever in its 
whirling movements 
the vaporous column 
swept around the point 
of observation. The 
curious" washing-day " 
odor of steam was per
fectly apparent, to
gether with a pungent 
sense of sulphurous 
fumes suggestive of an 
infernal laundry. 

Showi"1 Volcanic Tufa of Naplal, in which Subtlnan •• " Dw,lIin" hive be,n Ex
clvated. 

Although the heat at 
the moment of explo
sion was great, it was 
possible, with the shel
ter to the face secured 
by an extemporized 
mask, to avoid any seri
ous consequences from 
it, 1lIld even to make 
some rather rude and 
unsatisfactory dia
grams of the scene. 
The principal obstacle 
arose from the violence 
of the shocks given to 
the cone and propa
gated through the air 
by the explosions, which 
made it extremely diffi
cult to fix the attention 
on the phenomena. 

'Depoelt 'formed ot yolcanle ",b laid down on the _,Boor during preblotorlc 
ernptiona In the Veeu vlao diatrlct. 

appeared to hurl the whole mass of l1uid 
rock into the air. The ascending col
umn of vapor and lava bagments rose 
as a shaft to the height of several 
hundred feet. Many of the masses, 
which seemed to rise with the ease of 
bubbles, were some feet in diameter, 
and made a great din as they crushed 
down upon the surface on the southward 
side of the crater. They often could be 
seen to l1y into fragments as they as
cended. At the moment of the ex
plosion the escaping gases appeared 

The earthquakes at
tending each explosion were almost 
strong enough to shake one from the 
ground, and the blow received through 
the air was like that which those famil
iar with mines have received when a 
heavy charge of gunpowder or dyna
mite is exploded. The sensation is such 
as might come from being violently 
struck by a feather bed; not dangerous, 
but extremely disorganizing to the wits. 
After about fifteen minutes of observa
tion a slight change of the wind allowed 
the descending masses to fall so near the 
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point of view that it was necessary to 
hurry away. 

As if to complete the illustration of 
volcanic phenomena which this little 
outbreak aft'orded, there was a small 
rivulet of lava pouring from the low 
wall of cinders on one side of the cone 
and flowing quietly down the slope. It 
was not much larger than the stream of 
liquid iron which flows from an iron-fur
nace to the moulds which await it, but 
in the motion all the essential features 
of the greatest of these fiery torrents 
could be seen. The surface of the fluid, 
cooled in the air, slowly hardened into a 
viscid scum. This scum, urged forward 
by the swifter movement of the more 
fluid matter below, was wrinkled as is 

of the discharging gases. We have only 
to conceive the ascending column of in
tensely heated steam, in place of break
ing out in the separate cannon-like ex
plosions, discharging in a continuous 
rush and mounting to the height of 
several miles above the vent; the in
creased force of the outbreak blowing 
away the summit of the cone, enlarging 
the crater until it was perhaps a mile in 
diameter; the steam imprisoned in the 
fragments of lava tossed up by the ex
plosion expanding with great energy, not 
only rupturing the blocks, but rending 
them into powder, and the rivulet of 
lava magnified to a torrent such as so 
often sweeps down the flanks of the 
mountain. Thus, by a change in the 

A Crat., in the ·Sandwich I'lands at the Close of Eruption; .howini Lava· t.r'leel and Stratified Nature of Cone. 

the cream on a pan of milk when it is 
slowly poured over the edge of the ves
eeL 

A tiny eruption such as this can be 
transformed into those of the greatest 
energy by simply increasing the volrune 

magnitude of the action alone, we pass 
from the most trifling to the greatest 
eruptions. 

This glance at the history and struct-
ure of Vesuvius serves to give us a gen-
eral notion of volcanoes; we see that ..... 
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they are essentially jets of extremely 
heated steam, and that the ashes and 
lava, though they are the only peI'IIl8-
nent remains of the successive explo
sions, are by far the least important ele
ment of the matter cast forth during an 
eruption. It seems probable that if we 
could gather again all the water which 
in the form of steam has poured from 
Vesuvius since the cone began to form, 
we should find that it amounted in mass 
to several. times as much as all the ash 
and lava which forms the cone. This 
water falls in torrential rains in the re
gion about the crater, or drifb! aWI\Y in 
clouds to other countrics, and so leaves 
no sign except in the furrowed sides of 
the volcano, which are deeply eroded by 
the floods that attend the greater erup
tions. 'Ve may compare the explosion 
of a volcano to the action of a bursting 
boiler, when in a moment the rupturing 
agent disappears in the air, leaving only 
the fragments of the vessel which con
tained it and which it has torn to pieces. 

A large part of the materials thrown 
out by a volcano does not fall upon the 
cone; in most of the eruptions of Vesu-

J 

vius the dust has been the largest part 
of the solid matter cast forth, the lava 
perhaps not amounting, on the average, 
to as much as one-fiftieth of the m888 of 
rock-material ejected. The coarser part 
of this dust falls in the region near the 
cone, but a large share of it drifts to 
great distances, to darken the skies, it 
may be, n. thousand miles away. Daring 
several of the great eruptions of Vesu
vius the dust which fell within ten miles 
of the crater formed a stratum averaging 
more than a foot in depth, greatly ex
ceeding in volume the ejected lava; still 
it seems likely that by far the largerpart 
of this dust did not fall near the crater, 
but was borne by the winds far and wide 
over land IIond sen.. 

After the reader has conceived the 
magnitude and continuity of the Vesu
vian eruptions, it is well to consider that 
this vent is really a very small affair, not 
deserving to rank as more than a third
rate volcano, if we determine the order 
of importance by the size of the cone, 
the diameter of the volcanic tube, or the 
velocity of the eruptions. The family 
of Italian volcanoes includes at least 
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three other vents which have, or have 
had. in their period of activity, a larger 
measure of dignity than the Vesuvian 
cone. 1Etna has at least twenty times 
the bulk, and presents to us phenomena 
of Vesuvius exhibited on a far greater 
scale. Among the numerous dormant 
or extinct volcanoes which lie along the 
shore between Naples and Southern 
Tuscany, those of Bracciano and Bol
sena, whose vast . craters are now occu
pied by lakes, were in their time far 
more majestic than Vesuvius. The 
cmter of Bolsena now affords a basin 
for a lake having an area of about forty 

tinguished before they had time to con
struct cones at all proportionate to their 
vast orifices. 

Although the total number of volca
noes, active and extinct, amounts, in 
Europe, to several hundred, including 
those of Centml France and Germany 
and the peripheral cones of 1Etna, we 
must go beyond the bounds of that con
tinent to find instances of eruptions of 
the first order. 

The noblest and most characteristic 
volcanoes, whether we class them by 
the energy of their explosions or the 
volume of their ejections, are found in 

Bordet of La .. -ttream in the Sandwich Itlandt, thowin, the Form Attumed by Partly Cooled UYL Note the" topin," 
in the lava. 

square miles, and yet the whole of its Iceland and in the Malayan Archipelago. 
vast expanse is not completely occupied In Iceland the Tolcano of Skaptar, in the 
by the sheet of water. It is doubtful single eruption of 1783, poured out a 
if the area of the Vesuvian crater was tide of lava exceeding in bulk all that 
ever six square miles. That of Brac- has flowed from Vesuvius and 1Etna 
ciano is smaller than Bolsena, but still combined since the eruption of Pliny. 
several times as large as the Vesuvian It has been computed that the volume 
cmter. These two volcanoes of Bolsena of lava which flowed from Skaptar in 
and Bmcciano were giants in their that year was greater than the mass of 
youth, but they came to an untimely Mont Blanc. The gas-eruption which at
end. Theil' subterranean fires were ex- tended this molten tide was proportion-
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A. Front of • Lava-stream Fallona: in Rivulets into the Se'. Sandwich Island •. 

ally great; the douds of fine cinders 
floated over Europe und so darkened the 
sky as to occasion fears of some great 
caJamity. Although Iceland is a thinly 
peopled country, this catastrophe was 
extremely destructive to human life; 
nearly a fifth of the population perished 
in the villages which were overwhelmed 
by the eruption, from the famine which 
came from tho loss of the year's crops, 
and the frightening of the fish from the 
neighboring sea. 

The thousand years of struggle which 
the Icelanders have had with llolar cold 
and central fire is ono of the most pa.
thetic inCidents in the history of our race. 
Almost every generation on that island 
has borne a heavy burden from earth
quake-shocks or volcanic explosions. and 
yet this people have managed. hy labor 
and thrift, to develop and maintain a 
well-ordered civilization. For centuries 
the social order has been more secure, 
education more general, and the moral 
quality purer than in the happier parts 
of the world. Everywhere else !lI\ve in 
this marvellous islruid we find that man 
is degraded in spirit from a hopeless 
contest with physical ills. 

Although Iceland's Skaptar iH a great 
~ and 8S a lava-producer has per-, ..... , 

haps the first place among volcanoes, it 
is in the region about the Pacific Ocean 
we find the kings of this race of giants. 
Around the shores of this great area of 
waters we have a singularly continuous 
line of volcanic vents. Counting only 
those which have been in activity since 
the beginning of the present geological 
period, the aggregate probably &1l'\ounts 
to many hundreds. Although tb3 vol
canic energies are, or have recently been, 
violent in all parts of this vast field, they 
exhibit their maximum energy in the 
central part of tho great MaJayan Archi
pelago. This region has been well 
termed a "rookery of yolcanoes." Not 
only are great ('ones more numerous in 
this field than in any other equal area, 
but we havo had there the greatest erup
tions of which we have any historical 
record. 'Ve can note only a few of 
these great explosions. 

In 1772, Papandayang, a great volca
no over nine thousand feet high, broke 
out with such violence that the upper 
part of the cone for a height of four 
thousand feet was t08.'!ed into the air, 
and, together with a prodigious amount 
of ashes discharged by the eruption, 
overwhelmed forty villages. In 1822, 
Sumbowa, Oll an island a little to the east 
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of Java, was the seat of a yet more pow
erful eruption. As in the other great 
explosions of this region, the sound 
was heard a surprising distance, be
ing audible in Sumatra, nine hundred 
and seventy geographical miles to the 
west, and at Ternate, seven hundred and 
twenty miles on the east. This is as if 
a volcano at Chicago should make its 
explosions heard by the people in Bos
ton and Omaha. The fall of ash and 
pumice was enormous; ·it crushed build
mga more than forty miles from the 
crater. Whirlwinds, caused by the at
mospheric disturbance common in all 

lives. This coating of mud was so thick 
that for the distance of twenty-four 
miles on one side of the mountain there 
were no visible remains of the numerous 
settlements which had existed there be
fore the eruption began. 

In 1883 a century of gigantic erup
tions was completed by the outbreak of 
Krakatoa, by far the greatest explosion 
of which we have any account. Kraka
toa is a small island lying between the 
greater masses of Java on the east and 
Sumatra on the west. Although mani
festly a volcano, it is likely that it had 
never within historic times been in 

B. The Same Lava·alr.am Pourina in Full Tid. into the Saa. 

great eruptions, rent the forests from eruption until }lIay 23, 1883. At that 
their roots, and diu much to complete time it was the seat of an outbreak 
the catastrophe which reduceu a popu- which WI\S considered trilling, only add
lollS and fertile region to a desert. Of ing one more to the many points of mod
twelve thousand people in the province ern volcanic activity in that region. The 
of Tomboro, in which the crater is situ- eruption was soon over, and on the 27th 
ated, but twenty~ix escaped alive. In of the month many observers visited the 
1822, Galongoon, a crater never before mountain to note the changes which it 
known to have bee~ in activity, exploded had brought about. For three months it 
with extreme violence, and in a period seemed absolutely quiet; but in August 
of four hours covered the country about of the same year, with little preliminary 
it with a thick coating of ashes and hot commotion, a memorable outbreak 00-
mud, destroying one hundred and forty curred. Nearly the whole of the original 
villages, with a 1088 of four thousand island was blown away down to below the 
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Wide LavI·&tream at Point of Eireu. showing Very Fluid Condition. with Escapine St.am. Sandwich 1,land .. 

sea-level, probably at the first discharges 
of the gases, so that the greater part of 
the eruption took place from the floor of 
the sea. The violent boundings of this 
floor created "ast waves in the ocean, 
which rose to the height of fifty or sixty 
feet along the populous shores of the 
neighboring islands of Sumatra and Java, 
sweeping away villages and plantations, 
and killing over thirty thousand people. 
Thence, with diminishing height, these 
waves rolled onward like the tides until 
they were felt in t.he Northern Atlantic 
and along nearly the whole of the Pacific 
shore. 

The movements which this shock im
pressed on the atmosphere were even 
more remarkable than those which it 
gave to the sea. The sounds of the ex
plosions were heard for double the dis
tance to which we have any record of 
their having been audible in previous 
eruptions. H an eruption of Skaptar in 
Iceland should be audible at once along 
our great lakes and upon the Mediterra
nean, we should have a case of sound
transmission comparable to that in Kra
katoa in August, 1883. The waves of 

. the air caused by the sudden pressure 

of the escaping gases rolled around the 
earth, twice girdling its circumference. 
Besides the enormous mass of dust which 
fell upon land and sea within a few hUD. 
dred miles of the point of explosion, 
which probably amounted in bulk to as 
much as twelve cubic miles, an unknown 
amount of the more finely comminuted 
rock remained for a long time suspended 
in the atmosphere and was floated over 
all parts of the earth's surface, giving to 
the sky at morning and evening the 
memorable ruddy glow it presented in 
the two years following the eruption. 
The amount of this widely scattered mat
ter cannot be accurately computed, but 
it possibly exceeded in volume that 
which fell about the crater. 

The foregoing brief notes of volcanic 
eruptions will, in a limited way, suffice to 
show the reader the immediate physical 
importance of these accidents, and the 
extent to which they may enter into the 
conditions of human life: They will not, 
however, give him any measure of the 
range and constancy of this volcanic ac
tion, or the part it pla:,'s in the machin
ery of the earth's crust. To gain some 
notion of this he wust imagine many 
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thousands of these vents scattered over 
'the sea-Soor or along the shores of the 
continents, all of which have been active 
in recent geological times. He must, 
furthermore, conceive that at every stage 
in the earth's history there have been 
similar, perhaps equally numerous, vol
canoes at work. It is doubtful if since 
the beginning of the geological record 
there has been a day during which some 
crater, great or small, has not been hurl
ing its gases toward the sky, scattering 
its dust over the fields of land and sea, 
and destroying with its attendant earth
'l.uakee, or by its emanations, the life of 
au- or water. Lying as they do along 
the shores or in the fertile islands of the 
ocean, these vast engines of destruction 
are a perpetual menace to many of the 
most fruitful and beautiful parts of the 
earth; they therefore have an element of 
human as well as scientific interest, lead
ing us to investigate the nature of their 
cause and their relation to the mechan
ism of this planet. 

In seeking to explain any of the su
perficial phenomena of our globe, it is 
well to begin the inquiry by consider
ing the way in which they are distrib
uted over its surface. In this way we 
are most likely to come upon a clew 
to the origin of any unexplained feature 
of the facts. A glance at the geographi
cal position of volcanoes suffices to 
show us that they are very peculiarly 
grouped in and about the great water
areas. Probably all of the active vents 
in the earth's surface lie on the Soor 
of the oceans or greater seas, or within 
a few score miles of their shores. We 
may, indeed, say that active volcanoes 
normally occupy the Soor of the greater 
seas as their proper field, and that this 
volcanic area. here and there overlaps 
the shore for a very small distance. 
Moreover, among the extinct volcanoes 
which lie far inland, we can often ob
serve that their activities ceased BOon 
after the elevation of the continent 
forced the sea-margin far from their 
bases. It was long ago perceived that 
these facts indicated a necessary con
nection between the eft'ects brought 
about by 1arge masses of water and the 
volcanic explosions. At first it was 
suggested that the sea-water penetrated 
through crevices to the heated inte-
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rior of the earth, and there, being con
verted into steam, was expelled through 
the volcanic vent along with the lava 
from a central molten mass. But it 
was directly seen that the facts were 
against this hypothesis; for why should 
the volcanic emanations not return to 
the surface by the same crevice which 
gave the water acceBB to the earth's 
interior? Why should the lava of lEt
na and other volcanoes rise against its 
own enormous preBBure to the height of 
twelve or fifteen thousand feet above 
the tube by which the sea-water gained 
access to its base? 

It has since been suggested that the 
water from the seas gains acceSB to the 
central heat while it is imprisoned in 
the fine interstices which lie between 
the grains of the rocks, passages which 
are too small to permit the exit of the 
gases. A curious experiment seemed 
for a time to make this notion seem 
poBBible. As. was shown by the distin
guished naturalist Daubree, if we take 
a vessel of metal and fix upon ita top a 
sheet of dense sandstone, so that the 
chamber is air-tight, then pla.ce water 
upon the top of the sandstone, and finally 
apply heat to the base of the metal cham
ber, the water will penetrate through 
the interstices of the none and genemte 
steam in the enclosed space, producing 
a pressare which is much greater than 
the gravitation-force which impels the 
water to descend through the stone. If 
we provide an avenue of escape for this 
steam bymea.ns of a pipe filled with mer
cury, we shall find that it will force the 
mercuryuJ.> the tube, much as the volcanic 
steam pushes up the lava in the cmter. It 
is evident that we have here what seems, 
at first sight, like a promising explanation 
of volcanic action: we have only to con
ceive that water penetrates through the 
interstices of the rock on the sea-Soor, 
just as it does through the slab of sand
stone in the experiment; that the in
ternal heat is represented by the lamp, 
and the volcanic tubes with their con
tained lava by the pipe containing mer
cury, to have the likeneBB complete. But 
a little consideration shows that this ex
planation will not serve us at alL It is 
true that the rocks beneath the sea-lloor 
contain a good deal of watet--all, in fact, 
that their interstitial spaces will hold-
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but this is equally true of the rocks be
neath all parts of the continents. The 
rain-water of any country, however slight 
in amount, is sufficient to fill the inter
stices of the rocks to repletion, if, in
deed, they were not so filled when they 
were formed on the sea-fioors. We 
know this hom mines in the land, as 
well as by many galleries which .s-~& 
trate below the sea-Ievel hom 
near the shore. We are, therefore, 
driven to another hypothesis whioh is 
entirely satisfactory. It was long ago 
suggested, though it has not been pre
sented in a perfectly clear form in our 
popular treatises on the subject. This 
explanation may be stated in a few 
words: 

When deposits of rocky matter are 
laid down upoa the sea-fioor, they con
tain a good deal of water. Such de
posita are never entirely compact; there 
are numerous little spaces between the 
grains of sand or mud, in or between 
the fossil shells and other animal re
mains, which form in most places a part 
of the strata as they are made. We see 
how large an element water is in such 
beds if we take up a portion of the mud 
from the bottom of any pooL It is 
probable that, on the average, this en
closed water amounts, at the time when 
the deposits are made, to as much as hom 
five to fifteen per cent. of the Dl888. At 
first this imprisoned water is at the or
dinary temperature of the sea-fioor, and 
so has no tendency to break out of its 
cells; but in the course of the geologic 
ages, a great many thousand feet of 
strata are slowly accumulated above the 
original level, all charged in the same 
way with a portion of the fluid in which 
they were laid down. We have now 
only to see a means whereby this rock
encased water can be raised to a high 
temperature-say to the heat of two or 
three thousand degrees, Fahrenheit-in 
order to bring it to the state of the 
steam which, escaping from rents of the 
earth, gives rise to the explosions of vol
canoes. 

This means of heating is provided by 
t:he continuance of the very process which 
builds the water into rocks, viz., by the 
deposition of strata and in the following 
manner: Heat is constantly escaping 
from the earth's interior, which, though 

probably solid, is extremely hot; the 
temperature of the central portion is' 
very likely to be measured by tens of 
thousands of degrees. Whenever we 
penetrate by wells or mines into the 
earth, we find a constant increaae of 
temperature as we descend. It is likely 
that beneath the aea-fioor this rate of in
crease is somewhere near the rate of one 
degree to every fifty feet of depth, vary
ing with the ease with which the heat 
finds its way out through the different 
kinds of rocks it encounters. Anything 
like this rate of increase would give us a 
temperature of several hundred thousand 
degrees at the earth's centre. It may 
well be the case that the internal heat 
does not increase with the same rapidity 
as we descend toward the central re
gions, but for a score or two of miles this 
increase most lik~ly continues at some
thing like this rate. It is thus easily seen 
that the heat of any mass of buried rock 
depends on the thiclmess of the matter 
deposited above the level, for it is that 
blanket of strata holding the heat in 
which causes its temperature to be 
above that of the earth's surface. In 
the case of a deposit made on the sea
fioor and covered by a blanket of strata 
ten thousand feet thick, the outftowiDg 
tide of heat will be restrained in its es
cape and the tem»81'ature of the buried 
matter will in time rise to about two 
hundred degrees above the tempera
ture which it had at first, or to near the 
heat of boiling water. Another ten thou
sand feet of strata may raise the tem
perature high enough to produce some 
of the sligntest volcanic explosioDB
those in which the rocks are not 
melted, but simply blown away-while 
with a deposit of one hundred thousand 
feet thick, the rocks might in time hold 
in enough of the outftowing heat to pro
duce the most intense volcanio activity, 
where the expanding gases act with more 
than the violence of gunpowder. 

H the reader has any difficulty in con
ceiving the effects of overlaid beds in 
bringing about a high temperature in 
strata, he may help mmself by a home
ly comparison. Let him imagine a ves
sel containing hot water exposed to the 
cold and covered with felt or other non
conducting material; the surface of this 
covering will have a certain temperature. 
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If now this vessel be covered with another 
thickness of felt, tbe temperature of the 
original B1ll'face will rise, and a certain 
gain of its heat will be made by each 
additional coating of non-conductive 
material. 

The only serious question is as to the 
thickness of the rooks which have been 
laid down on the sea-.floors. Hardly 
any geologist will doubt that it is en
tirely within bounds to assume that 
thickness much to exceed twenty miles. 
It may well have attained to twice or 
thrice that depth since the geologic 
ages began, for in our continents we see 
that the aggregate thickness of the suc
cessive beds exposed to view, despite 
the great erosion to which the lands 
have been exposed, amounts to some
where near one hundred thousand feet 
of strata. It must not be imagined that 
the deposits on the .floors of the sea 
were ever laid down in water having the 
depth of ten miles or more. T.he truth 
is, that the lloors have been gradually 
sinking as the lands have grown upward. 
The lands have furnished, from their 
shores and from the rivers, sediments 
which have gone to make the strata 
which the sea has deposited, and the 
ocean-lloors have slowly bent downward 
as they received these accumuJations of 
waste. As we shall shortly note, a very 
important part of the materials contrib
uted to the sea-bottoms comes from the 
volcanic ejections themselves. We thus 
see that in the water imprisoned in the 
deposits of the early geologic ages and 
brought to a high temperature by the 
blanketing action of the more recently 
deposited beds, we have a sufficient cause 
for the great generation of steam at high 
temperatures, and this is the sole e88en
tial phenomenon of volcanic eruptions. 
We see also by this hypothesis why 
volcanoes do not occur at points remote 
from the sea, and why they cease to be 
active soon after the sea leaves their 
neighborhood. While deposition of stra
ta is going on with moderate rapidity, 
as it generally is over the sea-.floors, the 
heat is constantly rising in strata and 
the tendency of the imprisoned water to 
pass into steam continually increasing. 
On the land areas, however, the rocks 
are constantly becoming cooler, and the 
expansive energy of the steam which 

causes the eruptions becomes propor
tionately less. 

Conceiving, then, the rocks at a depth 
of ten or twenty miles below the surface 
of the earth to be filled with steam at a 
temperature near two thousand degrees, 
Fahrenheit, we may readily explain a 
part of the phenomena of volcanic ac
tion, viz., the formation of the gases es
sential to their explosions. It remains 
for us, however, to account for certain 
facts concerning the movement of these 
gases toward the chance openings by 
which they find their way to the surface 
of the earth. It may well be asked, Why 
do these imprisoned vapors not make 
their way directly upward through the 
rocks, passing through the interstices 
which contain the water? The reason 
for this doubtless is, that as the cooler 
rocks above are very close-knit, they offer 
much the same obstacle to the migrations 
of the steam as is aft"orded by the iron 
walls of a boiler. The only way in which 
the imprisoned gas can escape is by a 
lateral motion in the level of heated and 
softened rocks toward any point where a 
break offers them passage to the surface. 
Such breaks, extending very deeply down 
into the rocks, are extremely common. It 
is clear that many volcanoes are situated 
in positions where it may be safely in· 
ferred that they have made avail of these 
ways to the open air (see p. 204). 

Let us imagine such a break or fault 
to be formed, leading down to the depths 
of imprisoned water where the rocks 
have a temperature of more than two 
thousand degrees, Fahrenheit. At once 
the water near the opening will make 
haste to avail itself of the chance of es
cape. As it is contained in every part 
of the imprisoning rock which is soft. 
ened by heat, the water in passing to the 
point of escape will drive the rock before 
it, much as the baker's dough is moved 
by the imprisoned gases of fermentation. 
As it comes to the surface the steam will, 
to a great extent, escape in advance of 
the liquid rock, blowinEr some portion 
of it to bits as it rushes mto the air; or 
the whole of the softened rock may be 
blown into dust, as in the greater erup
tions we have before noted. This dis
charge will terminate when the energy 
of the outrush of the steam is so far die 
minished that the column of lava in the 

.. 
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Showin& whore tho Lava hu Flowed throu&h a For.at, Sendwich Islands, 1 ees. 

in a deep coal mine we have 
horizontal galleries cut in 
beds of clay, with hard rocks 
above, we often find that the 
clay creeps upward from the 
bottom and inward from the 
sides until it fills the cavity. 
When cut out it continues 
the movement, putting the 
miners to much trouble in 
order to keep the way open. 
This shows us how, under 
the inconsiderable pressure 
of a relatively slight weight 
of overlying beds, rocks 
which seem tolerably hard 
may creep toward a point of 
relief. Then, again, in the 
movement of gases contained 
in rocks, we have evidence 
that, even when urged by 
pressures which are slight 
compared with those of the 
volcano, vaporous matter can 
travel for a considerable dis
tance through materials 
which seem to the eye to be 
compact. The pressure which 
impels natural gas toward 
the bored well through which 
it discharges is most likely 
not greater than a thousand 
pounds to the square inch. 
This is possibly not the hun
dredth part of that which im
pels the gases in great vol

volcanic pipes can by its pressure retain 
the vapor. Then there will be a pause 
of some duration. 

After a time the steam from regions 
horizontally remote from the point of 
escape will creep in toward the vent, 
accumulate pressure there, and so 
gradually reproduce the conditions of 
another explosion. As this imprisoned 
steam. works toward the point of esca~, 
it may drive before it the rock in which 
it is contained, and 80 furnish a contin
ued supply of melted material for the 
discbarge of ashes and lava; or, it may 
creep through . the interstices of the 
beds without forcing the softened rock 
to accompany it. We have many evi
dences of such a borizontal movement of 
gases alone, or of rock and gases com
bined, from our experience in mines and 
other subterranean explorations. When 

canic explosions; yet as a well will 
sometimes discharge ten to twenty mill
ion feet of gas per diem for years, it 
is evident that this store of gas must 
be derived from a very wide field. It 
is probable that in some cases it may 
journey for miles toward the outlet. 
If the rocks were hot it would be pos
sible for the imprisoned gas to make 
channels of escape by blowing the rock 
before it. We can, therefore, well imag
ine, in the case of the volcanic vapors, 
that owing to their far greater pressure 
and to the softer condition of the rocks 
they traverse, they may migrate for hun
dreds of miles to the point of escape. 

It seems necessary to suppose that our 
volcanoes are fed by the gases and lava 
from a wide field, for the reason that, 
notwithstanding the enormous amount 
of materials they throw out, the ground 
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about their bases rarely if ever seems to 
be lowered. For instance, in the case of 
Vesuvius, the water in the form. of steam, 
the lava and ashes which have emanated 
from it, have. since the Christian era, 
amounted probably in all to more than 
five cubic miles, yet there is no evidence 
that the cone or the country about it has 
permanently subsided in that time. It 
seems, indeed, here and there, to sway up 
and down from age to age, but the aver
age height above the sea remains essen
tially unchanged. Unless the supply of 
the ejected materials comes from. a very 
wide subterranean field, the surface of 
the region should show a decided sub
sidence. 

The foregoing considerations make it 
tolerably clear that volcanoes are fed 
from deposits of water contained in an
cient rocks which have become greatly 
heated through the blanketing etfect of 
the strata. whlch have been laid down 
upon them. The gas which is the only 
invariable element of volcanic eruptions, 
is steam; moreover. it is the steam of 
sea.-water. as is proved by analysis of 
the ejections. It breaks its way to the 
surface only on those parts of the earth 
which are near to where the deposition 
of strata. is lifting the temperature of 
water contained in rocks by preventing. 
in part, the escape of the earth's heat. 

From these theoretical considerations 
as to the causes of volcanoes it will, per
haps, be a relief to the reader to turn to 
the question of their place in the econo
my of the earth. Although volcanoes 
are agents of great destructive violence, 
we easily see that they render an im
me&BUl'&ble service to the earth by re
turning to its surface a great store of 
materials which are necessary to the 
functions of life and which are constantly 
being buried in the deeper parts of the 
crust, and so withdrawn from the activi
ties characteristic of the superficial part 
of the globe. Let us consider. in the first 
~ the action of volcanoes in return
mg buried water to the seas. We have 
seen that when strata. are deposited on 
the sea-ftoor they contain a large amount 
of water; it is probably safe to assume 
that on the average not far from. ten per 
cent. of the mass consists of this mate
rial. As the average depth of the oceans 

is not far from fifteen thousand feet, it 
is evident that the amount of water thus 
abatra.cted by the deposition of strata 
from the earth's surface. in the course of 
the geologic ages since the ocean came 
upon the surface of the earth, has been 
very great. If the thickness of the part 
of the crust which has been laid down 
on sea.-ftoors amounts to as much as one 
hundred and fifty thousand feet, the 
oceans ~ht have disappeared in their 
own depoSlta, and so the surface of the 
earth would have had a limit put to its 
most important processes. But by the 
operations of the volcano a large part of 
tlie imprisoned water is in time restored 
to the earth's surface, and so re-enters on 
its beneficent activities. 

With the steam from a volcano there 
comes forth also a considerable amount 
of the carbonio-acid gas which must be 
present in the air. else vegetation would 
cease to be. A very great amount of this 
substance is each ~ taken from the at
mosphere and bunedin theea.rth, not only 
by the plants and anjmats, the carbon of 
whose remains are buried in strata, but 
also by certain processes of decay of rocks, 
as where the fe1spar of granitic materials 
is converted into kaolin. About the only 
manner in which this carbon can find its 
way back into the air is through volcanic 
action. It is not likely that volcanic ac
tivity can 1'88tore enough of this carbon 
in the form. of carbonic-acid gas to com
pensate for the constant and rapid bu
rial of the substance in the earth, but it 
is certainly a means whereby a good 
deal of it is returned to the atmosphere. 
In certain cases the emanation of this 
combined oxygen and carbon from vol
canoes is in such volume that it is ex
tremely destructive to life; being a 
heavy gas, it ftows like water down the 
sides of the cone, carrying death to all 
animals with it. Such destructive etfects 
are limited to the first and last stages of 
an eruption. When a volcano is reduced 
to its last stages of activity. when it is 
only a smouldering vent, it often con
tinues to pour forth this gas long after 
it has ceased to produce any other evi
dence of its connection with subterranean 
processes. A good case of this is seen 
m the Solfatara, near Naples, where a 
small Cl'ater, long since extinct as a vol
cano. throws out enough carbonic acid 



226 VOLCANOES. 

to suft'ocate a d~, to the diversion of 
hard-hearted tourists and the profit of 
the proprietors of the brutal show. 

The solid matter thrown out by vol
canoes is the most important contribu
tion to the materials which the sea has 
at its disposal for the nourishment of 
its life and for the formation of strata. 
The quantity of the pumiceous and 
finely pulverized material is, as we 
have seen, enormous. When it falls upon 
the sea it either floats for a time or 
at once sinks into the depths. In either 
case it is, to a great extent, dissolved in 
the ocean waters, and so contributes to 
the store of materials which may be ap
propriated by the organic life of the sea. 
When it fa11a on the land, it is generally 
so incoherent that it is easily swept 
away by the rains, and so comes quickly 
into the ocean. The importance of this 
contribution to marine sediments has 
been overlooked by geologists, but it is 
easy to see that it may amount in mass to 
something like as much as the earthy 
matter which is brought to the sea by 
the rivers. The volcanoes of the Java 
district alone have within a century 
thrown out a maas of this fragmentary 
rock amounting probably to not less 
than one hundred cubic miles, and per
ha}>s to twice this quantity. Now, the 
Mississippi River carries out in the 
form of dissolved matte~ mud, and 
sand about one cubic mile in twenty 
years, or five cubic miles in a century; 
thus these volcanoes of the Java district 
ha'fe brought up from the depths of the 
earth and contributed to the sea many 
times as muck detritus as has been con
'feyed to the ocean by the greatest river 
of North America. Allowing for the 
greater porosity of the volcanic dust, it 
still seems not unlikely that the ejec
tions from a half dozen great volca
noes of the East Indian Archipelago, in 
the period of a little more than a cen
tury, from 1772 to 1883, far exceeded 
that brought into the oceans by all the 
rivers of North America in the same 
period. Although the 'folcanoes of this 
district are by far the most powerful 
which are known, we still cannot fairly 
reckon that their ejections represent 

anywhere near the half of the total 
quantity which came to the earth's sur
face from such vents during the above 
named period of one hundred and eleven 
years. For during this time some acoreB 
of great craters were in eruption, in
cluding Skaptar, in Iceland, Vesuvius, 
lEtna, various volcanoes in South Amer
ica and elsewhere. It seems, therefore, 
not unlikely that the solid materials con
tributed by volcanoes to the sea-floor, 
may, on the average, amount to as much 
as that taken by the rivera from the land. 

Among these solid substances which 
are ejected by volcanoes we find some of 
the moat indispensable elements of or
ganic life, including phosphorus, soda, 
potash, and other materials. The value 
of these materials to vegetation may be 
judged by the fertility which so often 
characterizes the regions in the imme
diate vicinity of volcanic cones which 
cast forth large amounts of ash. If the 
rainfall be sufficient this ash ~uickly de
composes into a fertile soil, which tempts 
the husbandman to replant the fields as 
fast as they are ra-vaged by the explo
sions. Were it not for the constant re
turn of these rarer and precious mate
rials to the superficial part of the earth 
by means of volcanic action, it is likely 
that the earth's surface would want many 
of the substances most necessary for or
ganic life. 

We thus see that volcanoes playa very 
important part in the physical history 
of our planet. The action is, in a large 
degree, restorati'fe. They help to main
tain the earth's surface in a condition in 
which it may nurture life. We note also 
that this internal heat of the earth, acting 
through volcanoes, serves to counteract 
certain injurious e1fects arising from the 
operation of the solar forces. The heat 
of the sun operating in the rivers and 
the waves wears away the materials of 
the land, buries them in the strata of the 
sea-floor along with a part of the water 
of the seas. The internal heat expels 
the most volatile and the most life-giv
ing portions of these substances, attord
ing them a chance to take their places 
once again in the activities of the sur
face. 
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1. 

OW N Oll tho coast of N w England, in 
sight of the op n sell, is an olu 

house. 11 royal governor built it, who hl18 
left behind relic of his provincial gran
demo In the garrets, to this day, are some 
rusty flint-locks, aptUl'ed, 8S the story 
goes, at Louisbmg". auu brought ba 'k in 
hiumph to nnn 3.is bml'y-guard-a troop 
of which no other nuthcuti record sur
viVl'H. Ther ia a full-Icngth portrait of 
him, too, in red coat and powder d ~;g, 
and tho em hroid r d waistcoat still pre
served by l1escenuantfl of his family, who 
delight in pointing uut that the back is 
mllue of sntin n.s tine R8 the fJ·ont. 'om 
of Lis silver is shown, into the harg-all, en
grav <l witlt the Jiolicl coat of ru"lllS that is 
cut on his grnvetltolle in the n ighborillg 
tOWIl. Altol-(ethcr, h WlIB n. very great 
lUan, who n1l\)" hy no monDS be forgotten. 

'VlIo ver flet' the olll houfle, then, 
fnlls to thinking with r spectlul seuti
m ntality n.bOl1t tho glorious da'yli IIf His 
Excellency. NowlIdllytl ilie plaee is much 
the WOJ e for \\on,r. The R \'OIUtiOll 
confiscated it, I believe. At all oventll, 
it has been so long in the hands of eyery
day folk!; that few viiOible trace ' of its 
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pristine grandeur remain. Its gray 
wooden walls shed their last flake of 
paint years ago; the orchard that stood 
about it-or rather what stray trees had 
survived the storms of a century or more 
-went for firewood when tho Temper
ance Movement so gravely threatened 
the trade in cider; and what little of 
the garden has not been ploughed. and 
sowed for years by the farmers who have 
tried. to make the land pay something, 
has long been a mere tangled mass of 
weeds, among which a few old-fashioned 
flowers forlornly try to preserve an air of 
respectability. 

:tor aU its decay, perhaps aU the more 
because of it, the place preserves a char
acter of its own. You cannot see the 
big chimneys rising sturdily above the 
irregular, weather-beaten roofs; you 
cannot enter the panelled council-cham
ber, with its carved. chimney-piece-the 
master work of some dead maker of fig
ure-heads; you cannot look at the old 
flock paper that still hangs in what was 
once the drawing-room, or peer into 
the queer cupboards, or up the cramped. 
stairways without visions of men and 
times that are dead and gone. Very 
unimaginative folks·fall to talking of the 
pompous old fellow who built the place ; 
and tell, with what authority I know not, 
of his ~ens and his chariots, and the 
barge m which he used to come down 
river in state and land at the stone 
pier where for fifty years there has not 
been water enough at half tide to float 
a dory. There are stories, too, of sud
den summons of the king's council, to 
drink the health of George the Second 
in the big council-chamber, whence they 
might be carried supine to bed up a 
dark staircase inaudible from the more 
domestic parts of the house; and tales 
of how after such bouts his hot-tem
pered. excellency would sit in a broad 
arm-chair on a kind of balcony, long 
since roofed over and made into a gar
ret, where a high wooden wall shielded. 
him from the sea-breeze, and the after
noon sun warmed the swollen veins that 
he had cooled. over night with Madeira. 

Naturally enough, people suppose 
that a great deal is known of the old 
governor, whose name is a household 
word. But, when you look into the 
matter you find that beyond certain 

dull official documents he has left no 
certain record behind him. What man
ner of man he really was there is no wri
ter of letters or diaries to tell 11& in
deed the only fact I have learned of him 
with any color of authenticity. is at once 
not exactly about him as he lived. and
if we may believe the fading traditions 
of his vice-regal pomp-queerly out of 
character. It is a story. half believed. by 
elderly people in the neighborhood, that 
his ghost would sometimes prowl about 
the old place at the bidding of an un
canny negress who survived. well into 
the nineteenth century. 
ShewasoneofthosestrangeA1ri~ 

who outlive generations of their masters 
until, for all that anybody rightly knows, 
they may count their age by centuries. 
Certainly she was once a slave, legally 
purchased by His Excellency himself, and 
duly manumitted, for long and faithful 
services. by his last will and testament. 
Certainly. too, she was the last living be
ing who remembered. him in the flesh. 
But what her memories may have been 
she seems never to have told. Bent half 
double, she would cower over her stove 
in winter; and in summer would some
times hobble out into the 81lll8hine. 
blinking about with small eyes, buried 
beneath her white wool in nut-like 
wrinkles. It was useless to question her 
about the old times. She made no c0-

herent answers but stood staring at who
ever spoke, wagging her shrivelled head, 
and mumbling strange savage words or 
crazy nothings. At least this was all 
that people could generally get out of 
her. But sometimes, report goes, when 
a present put her in rare good humor, 
or perhetps a warmer sun than usual 
kindled some fading sentiment of the 
tropical life for whiCh heaven had made 
her, she roused herself into something 
like human intelligence. At these times 
she would lay her skinny paw on the 
arm of whoever pleased. her, and ask if 
he would like to see the old governor. 
And if, with half-frightened curiosity, 
he answered yes, she would bid him go 
secretly that night and stand just outside 
the door of the old council-chamber. 

"Den I'll sit and tink of him, honey. 
-tink of him aU alone. And bime-b1. 
sure as you're 'live, you 'll see him walk 
in, jest as gran'--" 
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On such occasions, it is still aaserted, 
whoever took his stand in front of the 
old door, disused of late years, which in 
the governor's time admitted official 
visitors to the state apartments, would 
have a curious adventure. For a while, 

all would be quiet, save for the night
sounds that bear men company wherever 
they go, and for the distant murmur of 
the sea breaJring on the reefs and beaches 
beyond the harbor-mouth. By and by, 
this sound would grow half articulate, un
til it came to seem like a rolling of drums 
instead of pebbles. At last, of a sud
den, the drums would roll very loud, as 
though a gust of wind puffed the noise 
towa.rds you. And then, in the vague 
star-light, the old door would disappear 
as if by magic, and through the portal 
would strut Ito pompous little gentleman 
with a white wig, which gleamed for an 
instant as he removed his cocked hat on 
the threshold. The moment he paased in 
the vision would disappear; the drums 
would have faded back into the distant 
lOund of surf, and the old door, whither 
the startled specte.tor hurried, would be 
found tightly fastened with the rusty 
nails that had held it to for so long. 

It came to be believed, then, that by 
some ironical caprice of fate, the stout 
old governor, whose will had been law 
for thirty years, was subject, in his 
cushioned coffin, to the bidding of the 
cra.zy witch who alone survived of all 

that knew him ; and forced when she 
chose--the meanest of his servants- to 
come with his ghostly drummers for the 
diversion of any ploughboy or chance 
traveller who happened to please her. 

At last, those who tell this story say, a 
man who lived in the hOUBe--and oddly 
enough gave no credence to tales of 
the ghostly rambles of his distinguished 
predecessor-was aroused one night by 
footsteps in the council-chamber, which 
was commonly kept locked. S\ll'Jlrls.. 
ing that mischievous boys were about, 
he had taken his gun, loaded for such a 
purpose with powder, and had stamp
ed down to the scene of disturbance. 
Here, to his terrified amazement, he had 
found no human intruders, but Ito shad
owy company of bewigged gentlemen, 
seated, in the light of a lurid fire which 
had risen in the empty chimney, about 
Ito square table. At the head was the 
old governor himself, bending his dew
lapped cheeks over a wine glass, which 
he solemnly filled from a decanter en
graved with his arms. As the spectator 
looked on, the glass was filled, and His 
Excellency arose, not too steadily, with 

n 
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the air of one about to propose a toast, there from the day when the royal gov
while his guests, whose backs were turn- ernor first sat down to dinner in his new 
ed to their unbidden companion, bent hall you feel, whenever you see the place, 
politely forward, glasses in hand. What and the more you see it the more you 
he would have said can never be known. feel, that here men have lived and died 
Thoroughly alarmed, the looker-on rais- and passed into memories that are for
ed his gun and blazed away at the spec- gotten. Be you dull as you may, it sets 
tree, who vanished in the powder smoke. you dreaming. 

~-- --, •. --~ .-
- -----_. 

Then the 8SSai]a.nt turned and ran-
and from that time forth would never 
enter the council-chamber after dark. 
But his fears seem to have been ground
less. On that very night, it appeared, 
old Dinah lay dying. And with her died 
not only the last surviving memories of 
His Excellency, but also the pompous 
spectre with which she used to entertain 
her favorites. 

These tales, and perhaps a few more 
such, were the most authentic that I 
could find about the old house. What 
haunts it is not, I think, any definite 
tradition; but rather the atmosphere of 
tradition that gives to old places the 
quality we call romantic. More than if 
you knew just what had been doing 

II. 

A JIILE or two from the old house, 
across the creek that ebbs and flows past 
the ruinous sea-wall fringed with rock
weed, is a fisbing village, whose snug 
well-to-do houses cluster like barnacles 
on the low ledges that form the mouth 
of the river. Here I have passed much 
time, and so came to know Captain John 
Trefethen. 

The first time I saw him, I remember, 
was in the shop which serves at once for 
bazar, club-room and post-office to the 
t&vernless town. It was about noon, 
one summer day, and the mail was due. 
The dingy little building, with an over
grown stove in the middle, and a queer 
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medley of counters, and barrels, and 
boxes, and merchandize of ali kinds 
from spools and candy to anchors, was 
crowded with solemn-looking fishermen, 
mostly well on in life, sitting on whatever 
came handy, and talking 88 gravely as 
senators. When I appeared, such silence 
fell on the company that I should have 
felt uncomfortable, but for Captain John. 
He was a lank old Yankee, dressed in 
rusty blue flannel, and a stained Panama 
hat. He sat in one comer of the shop 
resting llls hands, which carelessly held 
a pair of frayed cotton gloves, on an 
ivory-headed stick. And with his curl
ing white hair, and long chin beard, and 
twinkling little blue eyes he made quite 
a figure. His rustic dandyism had ~
nity. You felt instinctively that his 
black cloth boots were not laughed at 
by the wearers of monstrous cow-hides 
who sat around him, but were rather re
garded as the proper daily apparel of a 
distinguished person. As I looked at 
him, he nodded with a friendly smile that 
displayed a palpably false set of teeth, 
anel invited me to sit down. From that 
time the fishermen accepted me as a nor
mal :fact. 

Still I knew little of sea-faring, or lo
cal politics and scandal; and they talked 
of little else. So it fell out that when 
I went for my mail, I would sit on a 
coil of rope beside Captain John. Al
ter a while we grew good friends. He 
had been to S8& in days when such busi
ness meant more than creeping along 
from one coast port to another. He 
had learned from something better than 
hearsay that the world does not end with 
the rocky islands that 1l0at on the hori
zon just off the harbor-mouth. But for 
all that he knew more of life than his 
neighbors, he talked less. The secret 
of his attraction, I think as I remember 
him, lay in his affable silence. When 
anybody spoke, Captain John would look 
at him in a friendly way an~ at most 
utter in his slow Yankee voice some 
brief commonplace. I do not remember 
a single phrase of his worth repeating; 
but I hardly ever bade him goodbye 
without feeling that between us knowing 
thin had been said. 
~en the mail was distributed and 

the company dispersing for their noon
day dinner, I would sometimes walk 

home with him. Once, I remember, he 
asked me into his neatly-kept cottage. 
But here he grew rather sU Instead 
of taking me to the kitchen, where he 
mostly lived, he insisted on ushering me 
into his darkened parlor, reserved for 
state occasions. And my call, when I 
was fairly seated in the hair-cloth rock
ing-chair, assumed the character of a 
solemn function. So I never repeated it. 

I carried away, however, a pleasant 
impression of the thrifty little place. In 
spite of its country }?rimness, the room 
had an attraction of Its own. There was 
a staring Brussels carpet, to be sure, 
and hair-cloth furniture, and wax 1l0w
ers; but there were some placid Indian 
idols too, and great shells from the 
South Seas, and along with some gilt
edged subscription books a row of bat
tered old volumes that looked worth the 
reading they had evidently seen ; there 
was a marvellously bright accordeon, too. 

" Taint much of an instrument, I 
s'pose," said the old captain as he saw 
me looking at it, "but it used to sound 
pleasant at sea, sir, and I like to have it 
round. That one's never been played on. 
Myoid one ain't fit to be seen." 

I left him soon, with some formal 
words about the pleasant look of his 
home. 

" It's quiet," he said, "That's what 
I like now. Didn't use to i but as I get 
on I begin to see things different." 

But if Captain Job was awkward in 
the presence of so unusual a phenome
non as a visitor, he kept all his old affa
bility at the post-oftice, where he could 
permit himself the luxury of silence. 
So, like everybody else, I said to him 
whatever came into my head. It was 
natural, then, that one morning, when I 
had lately been at the old house, and 
still felt its fascination, I should begin 
to talk of it to him. 

I bad come late for my mail that crisp 
autumn day, and met him on his way 
home from the post-oftice. He waited 
for me, I remember, at his gate, and 
stood leaning against the white fence 
that kept stray cattle out of his bright 
little 1l0wer garden. Of course his first 
question was how I had been lately. 
This I answered by telling him where I 
had been i and asking him if he knew the 
old house well. 
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.. Used to," he said curtly, .. But I 
ain't been up there for some years." 

Hardly noticing that his tone was not 
so affable 88 t18Ua1, I went on talking of 
what charm the place had for me, even 
though I knew nothing of its real his
tory, if indeed there were any to know. 
It was a spot, I said in one of those 
phrases that formed themselves when I 
talked to Captain John and went so far 
to make me take to him, where, without 
knowing why, you felt 88 if the dead 
were not dead after all, but only gone 
away. 

.. You ain't seen her, hev ye?" he 
asked suddenly. 

I looked up in surprise. His face had 
lost its canny Yankee good-nature, and 
had instead a look of anxious trouble. I 
asked whom he meant. 

"Seems 88 though abe ought to rest 
quiet now," he went on, without answer
ing. .. You aint seen her-hev ye? " 

I had seen nobody, I said; I had no 
idea what he meant. Whereat, without 
a word of greeting, the old fellow turned, 
and roughly dashed open his white gate 
and hobbled uJi» the pebbly garden path, 
and so out of mght around the comer of 
his cottage. 

m 
IN that part of the country there are 

few old graveyards. Nowadays, to be 
sure, each town has its cemetery filling 
with granite-bordered lots and veined 
marble monuments. But in old times 
the farmers, and the sailors, and the fish
ermen were content to rest each in some 
rocky comer of his own land. So now, 
when you wander through the fields and 
pastures, you often stumble on little 
mounds, buried in golden-rod and juni
per, and all manner of wild shrubs and 
flowers, that half hide the slate head
stones, if indeed there be any stone to 
preserve the name of the dead. 

The custom seems painful to many; 
but for me it has charm. When these 
simple folk died, they were laid to rest 
in land they Jmew and called their own ; 
the~ingle with dust they cared for; 
so as they are remembered they 
may be found· in places where they 
moved in life; and when they are for
gotten they are left to a quiet that is 

like absorption in the very nature they 
lived in. Sometimes, when I come to 
one of these neglected graves, I catch 
glimpses of an eternity less unwelcome 
than what confronts you in neat ceme
teries. For an instant I seem to know 
how the mossy rocks, and the restless 
ocean beyond the meadow, and the bright 
wild flowers, and the twisted trees, and 
men with all their works, and the stara 
that watch us, are but kindred forms of 
one vast, changing, changeless being. 

But even to philosophers such 
glimpses88 these are few and fleeting. As 
for me, when the :first thrill of reverence 
passes, human curiosity generally impela 
me to look for names. Thus it was that 
a few days after my abrupt parting with 
Captain Johnldiscovered what he meant. 
It was a pleasant autumn afternoon; I 
had rowed past the old house, which 
looked gravely down at the creek from 
amid a forest of lilacs. Swept on by the 
tide I had pulled lazily up the winding 
channel, now shut in by gray, rocky shores 
where stunted pines try to grow, now 
passing open pastures that slope gently 
up to higher woods. Here and there a 
cottage, or a weather-stained farm-build
ing nestled among the trees and weeds. 
Sometimes a foot-path led down the 
bank to a rough wharf, or a tumble
down fish-house that spoke of more active 
days in those waters where now the 
stroke of your oar surprises the drowsy 
fish. After a while I came to a broken 
dam that once shut in the tide for a mill 
burnt down years ago. Here I rested, 
for the channel above was choked with 
eel-grass ; and the banks widened into 
a broad salt meadow, dotted with hay 
stacks surmounting little clumps of piles. 
Before long the tide would turn ; rather 
than pull back against the current that 
soon would float me home, I made fast 
my boat, and clambered through a 
thicket and over the moss-gathering mill 
stones up the bank. 

Beyond the bushes was an open past
ure, with tempting walnut-trees on the 
farther side. I made my way towards 
them. Not far o~ two or three cows 
were gathered by a clump of bush~ 
close to the bars where they were walt
ing for their master. As I approached, 
one of them moved away from some
thing against which she bad been com-
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fortably rubbing her dun side, and 
switching her tail stirred the tall weeds 
enough to show that the aJIayer of her 
irritation was a slate head-stone, tilted 
to one side by the frosts of thirty or 
forty winters. I ~pped to see who lay 
there; and read that it was Drusilla, 
wife of Jno Trefethen, who departed this 
life on the 17th of October, 1836, aged 22 
years, 7 months, and 16 days. 

"Dear lilter, mother, wife and friend, 
Here in the dust yon lie 

Your sorrowing friends have laid you here 
To bid the world good-bye." 

So ran the epitaph, if I remember 
rightly. The stone is broken now. Some 
harder frost than usual, or some partic
ularly uncomfortable cow, has pushed it 
over, and in its fall the rhyme has been 
broken. When I went thither, a little 
while ago, I could not find the whole of 
it. 

As I knelt in the weeds before the 
lonely stone, wondering whether the 
Jno Trefethen whose wife lay under it 
could be myoid friend, I heard a voice 
behind me. Turning I saw at the bars 
the country fellow who had come for 
the cows. I knew him a little. He was 
a big, lumbering, red-bearded man of 
thirty or so, who had lived all his life in 
the old governor's house, which had been 
decaying in the possession of his fam
ily for two or three generations. He 
lounged heavily against the top rail on 
which his arms were crossed. He look
ed big and black against the westem 
sky, whence the aftemoon ann streamed 
about him. 

.. Seed her th'other night," he drawled 
in that aggressive tone with which a 
Yankee forestalls incredulity or other 
dift"erences of opinion. 

" Saw whom? " I asked. 
.. .Aunt Drusilly," said he. "She walks 

down to the honse. Used to skaar folks ; 
but Lord, there ain't no harm in her. 
Never was, 's fur as rve heerd" 

IV. 

I LEI'T my boat by the old dam in the 
eel-grass, and walked slowly down the 
grassy road with Tom. On the way, as 
he drove home the lazy cows, he told 
what he knew about Drusilla. 

. 
She was his father's sister, bom at the 

old house soon a&r his family bought 
it. .At that time they were less rude in 
their lives than they have grown in fifty 
years of ill-luck and hardship. But the 
hardship began almost as soon as she 
was big enough to remember. Before 
she was ten years old her mother died; 
and the little woman found more serious 
work on her hands than chasing fowls 
among the bushes, and clambering into 
the gnarled apple-trees. There were 
younger children, of whom Tom's father 
was one; and nobody else to look after 
them. So Drusilla had to work and 
worry, like a grown woman bom to such 
things, while stiff portraits of wigged 
and furbelowed ancestors followed Iter 
reprovingly with their painted eyes. 
For, to this day her family having little 
else to be proud of, fondly remember 
that in the time of His Excellency, her 
great-grandfather was a member of the 
King's council. Her surviving progeni
tor helped her little more than the dead 
ones; from all Tom could learn of him 
he was not much of a fellow. 

"Guess he took more'n was good for 
him right along," he said. "That's what 
was the end of him anyhow. Got tipped 
out of a dory rowin' down from the city 
when my father warn't but twenty years 
of age. Never found the remains." 

For several years, then, the littlehonse
wife had her hands full. She did her 
best; she kept the children alive and 
in some kind of order; and cooked, and 
sewed and picked up what little educa
tion she could find in the damaged calf
bound books that remained from her 
great grandfather'slibrary. And through 
it all she managed to grow so pretty that 
when she was seventeen, and Tom's fa
ther eight or ten, she was the prettiest 
girl for miles around. 

"'Tleast, " said Tom prudently, .. That's 
what father used t'say. But, then, he 
thought a sight of .Aunt DrnsiI1y, and 
I dunno but what his jedgment might a' 
got a little mite tilted." 

However this may have been, she was 
pretty enough to attract admirers, who 
disturbed the balance of her simple life. 
She grew careless and flighty. She 
thought more about dress, and less about 
the children, who, with the quick jeal
ousy of their years, proceeded to take 
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men into high disfavor. Among these 
objects of juvenile displeasure John Tre
fethen was the most marked. He would 
often row over of an evening from the 
village where he lived; and after a while 
Drusilla evidently was more upset when 
he did not turn up, than when he did, 
and generally by no means herself at 
times when he might be expected. 

" Th' old Cap'n was mighty good look
in' in them days," said Tom. "Dunno 
but what you might call him so now. 
An'he was a terrible fellow with the girls. 
Kep'it up late in life, too." 

At last Drusilla grew very sharp and 
cross with the children, who were not 
slow in answering, and at times, Tom 
guessed, the old house wasn't much 
better than a hornet's nest. The phrase 
pleased me; with its gray, weather-stain
ed shingles, and its queer labyrinth of 
rooms and closets and stairways and 
passages and garrets, it looks like one 
to this day. 

One night, when her father was away 
on some coasting voyage, Drusilla was 
unusually cross, and sent the children 
to bed early. She had a way, Tom said, 
of making 'em mind. So Tom's father 
went to bed as he was told, in such a 
temper that he could not sleep. He 
heard some one come to the house, he 
heard Drusilla welcome the visitor, and 
he recognized in the gruft' answer the 
voice of John Trefethen. Then they 
went into the house. The little boy 
tossed about in bed for a while, strain
ing his ears, as one does at night, and 
frightening himself with the ghostly 
cracklings and sighings that pervade old 
houses. At last he worried hlmseIf into 
real terror; and convinced that if he re
mained alone much longer some super
natural visitant would proceed to ex
tremities with him, he stealthily arose, 
and slipped down-stairs to the region of 
the kitchen, where human aid was with
in call The first thing he heard was 
Drusilla, crying as if her heart would 
break. And John Trefethen was roughly 
telling her not to be a fool 

These positive sounds were quite 
enough to drown the mournful minor 
tones of the voices of the night. Full 
of angry excitement, the little fellow 
listened at the door, and made out that 
John was going on a long voyage, to 

Calcutta or some such place ; and Dru
silla begging him not to leave her that 
way; and John answering very roughly. 
In a little while he heard John's heavy 
boots stamping towards the outer door. 
Drusilla hastened after him. 

"John," she cried, "John, don't leave 
me this way." 

"Damn it," said John, "what's the 
good of being a fool? You ain't the 
first that's been left, nor IOU won't be 
the last." And he slamme the door be
hind him; while Drusilla sank down with 
a sob. 

The little boy, in his white nightgown 
went gliding like the very ghosts he had 
been so afraid of, down through a dark 
passage, and through the shadowy coun
cil-chamber, where the old portraits 
peered at him in the darkness, and out 
through the long music room, where the 
stringless spinnet stood that the govern
or's lady used to play on, and 80 through 
a little back door to the wharf where 
John's dory lay swinging in the tidal 
current. In a moment John Trefethen 
stamped round the comer of the house, 
nervously whistling a country tune. 

"John Trefethen, " said the boy. 
"MyGod I" exclaimed John, stopping 

short, "who's that?" 
" It's me," said the boy. "What have 

you been doin' to my sister? " 
"Nothing," said John reassured. "Go 

to bed, you --little fool" 
"I won't," said the boy, "not until 

rve talked to you." • 
" Guess rve heard talk enough for one 

night," said John. "Get out 0' my 
way." 

.. No, I won't," said the boy. " And 
just you mind this. If you do any harm 
to my sister, rn kill yon." 

"Like to see you try," said John, push
ing him aside. 

The boy picked up a stone, and Hung 
it with all his might at his enemy. John 
dodged it with a rude laugh. Snatch
ing up a stick, the boy dashed at him 
and struck him in the face. In a rage 
John struck back, and laid the little fel
low senseless on the stones. 

In a moment mOl!8 John had picked 
the child up, and was carrying him ten
derly back to the house. He came 
round the comer again, past the council
door where old Dina1l used to call back 
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the dead governor, and under the draw
ing-room windows that had not been 
lighted. for years. When he came in 
sight of the kitchen, where he had left 
Drusilla, he saw that the girl had opened 

the door, and stoM with the light be
hind her, peering into the night. He 
laid his burden on the ground, and 
stepped forward. The girl heard him 
coming; she sprang toward him in the 
dark, and threw her arms round his neck. 

"Oh, John," she cried, nestling close 
to him, "I knew you couldn't leave me 
that way. You couldn't, could you? " 

The end of it all was that within less 
than a week the boy was well, and John 
and Drusilla were man and wife, and he 
off before the mast for Calcutta. Things 
in the old house went on as before. 
Some months after John sailed away, 
though, a baby came to remind them of 
him; and Drnsilla's small brothers and 
sisters vied with each other in lavishing 
on the new-comer attentions that in 
some degree repaid what the little mo
ther had done for them. 

After a while, John came back from 
his voyage with marvellous stories of the 
Indies, and barbaric presents for the 
whole family. The few weeks he passed 
at home were full of happy excitement 
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for Drusilla. But John was too much 
of a sailor to relish prolonged domestic 
happiness. Before long he was off again, 
this time for more than two years. After 
the first few months he gave up writing; 
and Drusilla did not say much, but as 
Tom put it, .. she aged considerable." 

At last her father came home with a 
paper which told them that John's ship 
had arrived in New York,-a piece of 
news that brightened up Drusilla incred· 
ibly. She went about singing as she 
used to in the old times ; she hurried 
through a new dress for the child, and 
spruced some of her own finery, expecting 
every minute that John would come. But 
no John came, and no letter, and what it 
meant nobody could tell At last a ship
mate of his turned up in the neighbor
ing town with news that as soon aft John 
had been paid off he had started on a 
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regular spree, and had. last been seen in 
a dance-hall, drunker, as Tom put it, than 
the Medea and Persians. 

At this news Tom's father swore ven
geance, and even Drwrilla's father, who 
ought to have sympathized. with John's 
wealmeBB, was BO much moved that he 
proceeded to get very dnmk in turn. 
But Drwrilla said hardly anything. Only 
she would stand every day at the kitchen 
door, looking wistfully up the road be
tween what trees were left of the old 
orchard, while her child played neg
lected at her feet. Somehow she had. 
never seemed to care as much for her 
own child as she had. for the little ones 
her mother left her. And now these 
had. outgrown her; they needed her no 
more, and were quite able to look after 
the baby, who cared more for them than 
for her. She didn't talk much, Tom re
peated, but she grew very ill-tempered, 
which wasn't surprising. 

Still no news came of John, and weeks 
had gone by. At last, one day, after 
standing as UBUa.l by the door for a 
long time, she shook her head mourn
fully, and went into the house. 

Before very long, they heard a jolly 
voice talking to the baby; and hurrying 
out, they found John, come home with 
the aggressive air of one who does not 
mean to answer questions. 

""Where's Drusilly?" he asked, when 
he had. kiBBed her sisters. They heard 
a foot-step in the kitchen. Drusilla. ap
peared at the door. She was pale as 
death. 

"Oh, John," she murmured, "if I'd 
known you'd come I wouldn't 'a done it." 
And she sank into John's arms. 

The poor child had. taken poison. An 
hour later she was deRd. They buried 
her in the pasture where I saw her 
gravestone. 

That was Drusilla's story. In telling 
it Tom had. rambled BO far from the visi
tations that had. started him on the tale 
that I had to remind him of it. Who 
had seen her? I asked. 

Lots of folks, he said, always in the 
same place. She would come just as 
she came the other night. Somebody 
approaching the kitchen door would see 
there a white figure shaking its head. 
As the looker-on approached, the shape 
would totter forward and finally would 

sink into the earth, much as poor Dru
silla had. tottered and fallen for the last 
time into her husband's arms. 

.. Folks say," said Tom, "that she 
comes there when the old Cap'n gets 
thinking about her. He was awful im
preBBed when she died, and hung round 
for a time kind of stupid-like, and then 
went oft' and got drunk. An' one day, 
when he was oft' my father seed Aunt 
Drusilly, just like she was that last time. 
Well, when the Cap'n come back again, 
he says, 'it's no use,' says he, 'the more I 
took the more I kep' thinkin' 0' the way 
she come and said, John, I wouldn', a 
done it.' So he set to work; and went 
to sea again, and at times, I ca.1'la.te he 
lived mighty hard. But 'twarn'tno good., 
whenever he come home he kep' sayin' 
that do what he would he couldn't get 
Drusillyout of his head. And every now 
and then, all the time, folks would see her 
standin'there in the kitchen door. Well, 
at last, time went on, and old Cap'n got 
on in life, and settled down over to the 
village, and begun to live 9.uieter, and 
one day he asks my father, kind 0' timid, 
if anybody'd seen her lately. 'No,' 
says my father, 'not this year or more.' 
, Well,' says the Cap'n, 'the quieter I live 
the less I think about her the way she 
looked that day. Seems as though by 
livin' quiet I kind 0' help her rest.''' 

"But how about the other night?" I 
asked. 

" Well," said Tom, "that's queer, that 
is. Next day, old Cap'n rowed over t' 
see us ; and we didn't say nothin'to him 
about it, but he let out that some darned 
fool had been talkin't' him about her 
and put her in his head the old way." 

v. 
THE next time I saw Tom was 1\ cold, 

clear winter evening. I had. come down 
to the town nearest the house whence I 
was to drive myself to the village where 
Captain John lived. Just as I was tuck
ing myself into a small sleigh, I heard 
BOme one hail me by name; and there 
was Tom in woollen cap and comforter. 
He had walked up to the city on some 
errand, it appeared, and was starting on 
his tramp home. The night was BO fine, 
the old house so little out of my way 
that it seemed inhuman not to offer him 
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• lift. Of course he accepted. He clam
bered in by my side; and we went jing
ling away from gas-lights down towards 
the woodland and the open country to 
seaward. 

Before long we were p&88ing the ceme
tery where the snow for once hid the 
staring ugliness of the marble. 

" That's growin'," said Tom, nodding 
towards the place. "It's 'bout the only 
thing in these parts that is. Times is 
dreadful hard. There was seven lyin' 
dead at one time last week up to the 
city, sir,-yes, seven at one time." 

Who were they, I asked, chiefly for 
the sake of answering. He rattled off 
some names that meant nothing. One 
of the dead, he said, was a lady whom I 
had doubtless seen rowing down river 
with five children; she'd been twice di
-.orced, he added, and was pretty nigh 
her third time; took in wash in'. The 
others were less specific. 

.. Tell you who's had a stroke," he went 
on. "Th' old Cap'n. Yes, sir; you won't 
lee no more 0' Cap'n John Trefethen." 
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So started he went on to tell me how 
the old gentleman had been brighter 
than ever this winter till one day last 
week, when he tum bled over in the post
office with an apoplexy. 

.. Ought to 'a been dead two days 
ago," said Tom, .. but them Trefethens 
die awful hard. He's been lyin' there, 
not knowin' nobody, and breathin' so 
hard that you'd think they was baulin' 
in an anchor. Hear him 'cross the street. 
He's gettin' slim to-day though. Most 
likely his anchorll get hauled in 'bout 
ten o'ck." 

Why that hour, I asked. 
"Tide turns," said Tom sententious

ly ; and relapsed into silence, 8S we left 
the cemetery behind us and turned into 
a woody road, dark with evergreens 
even in the mid-winter. This led to the 
old house, and to little else. The lonely 
silence of the night, broken only by the 
jingle of our sleighbells, began to affect 
me in a way that I found uncanny. I 
was glad Tom was with me. I dreaded 
the solitary drive back. And I kept 



"I think I heard the wordl--' You couldn't Itave me, could you l' 'I 



THE LAST OF THE GHOSTS. 239 

picturing to myself the white-headed old 
Captain, his sharp features softening 
into the dignity of death, in the little 
village beyond the creek. 

At last we came to the gate of the old 
house. As we turned in, I could hear 
the surf breaking with massive lazineB8 
on the reefs beyond the harbor mouth. 
In the still cold night air the sound 
seemed strangely near, and fraught with 
some kind of intelligence. Tom lifted 
his head and listened. 

" Tide's tumiD':' he said. 
As we drove on toward the house, I 

could see the creek and the little bay in 
its mouth were brimfull of ice-cakes, 
which stood out in ghostly relief against 
the granite rocks, dark for once in the 
midst of the whiteness about them. In 
an instant more, the old house rose 
grimly before us. 

At one of the doors was a light. 
"Some one has heard us coming," 

said I, relieved a~ ~his si~ of life. 
"My Godl" whispered Tom. "Look 

there." Be had clutched my arm and 
WM pointing toward the door. 

In the open door-way stood a young 
girl, the light streaming from behind her. 
But for all that her face was in shadow 
I could see, I know not how, the pitiful 
look with which she was peering into 
the night. 

.. It's Aunt Drusilly," said Tom, in 
awe-stricken tones strangely at variance 
with the careleB8 way in which he had 
told me tales of the apparition. 

The horse had stopped, snorting and 
shivering with what might be either cold 
or terror. As we looked in silence at 
the girl, I felt rather than saw a change 
come over her face. For an instant there 
was about her a great glow of joy. She 
stretched out her arms in welcome. She 
started forward. I think I heard the 

words--" You couldn't leave me, could 
you?" 

Then the cold star-light night was 
dark and empty again; the old house 
gray with no sign of life; and only the 
white snow about us, and the lazy surf 
beyond the harbor mouth, and the faint 
ring of sleigh-bells as our horse shivered 
in the darkness. 

Tom spoke first. 
.. Old Cap'n's dead,;' he said. 

VI. 

So it was. As the tide turned that 
night Captain John had drawn one quiet 
breath, and died. What his last thought 
was no one can rightly tell ; but just as 
he died there came acroBS his face a look 
of surprise and joy. It was on his feat
ures the next day when I saw him in his 
coffin. 

That night is now a good while ago. 
The old honae stands as it had stood 
since the days of His Excellency, grow
ing grayer as the years begin to lengthen 
into centuries. But Drusilla has been 
seen no more. Just as the last vision 
of the dead governor faded out of his 
panelled hall when the crazy wench to 
whom he had been the grandest earthly 
figure faded from the earth, so when John 
Trefethen went out with the winter tide, 
the form of Drusilla, whom he could not 
make himself forget, faded from the post 
where she had watched through the forty 
years when she was to him a living 
memory. So as in the old house His 
Excellency's grand life and Drusilla's 
humble one passed in turn into memo
ries they have passed now into dreams. 
And dreams they will be until the old 
house itself shall fade into a dream that 
shall no longer have potency to set men 
dreaming. 



WHAT THE WILL EFFECTS. 

By William James. 

CiIj~~=:!:\1~ science of Man in'- The only conception at the same time 
our generation bas renovating and fundamental with which 
started on a new career. Biology bas enriched Psychology, the 
Our ancestors consid- only e88ential point in which" the new 
ered him as something Psychology" is an advance upon the old, 
set over against Nature is, it seems to me, the very general, and 
and opposed to all her by this time very flUDiJiar notion, that all 

laws and ways. We, on the contrary, our activity belongs at bottom to the type 
are beginning to regard him as Na- of reflex action, and that all our con
ture's flower, possessing nothing not sciousness accompanies a chain of events 
ultimately drawn from her influences, of which the first was an incoming cur
-her showers, her breezes and her soil. rent in some sensory nerve, and of 
Psychology bas shared in the general which the last will be a discharge into 
awakening. We begin to hear the some muscle, blood-vessel, or gland. 
phrase "the new Psychology." .. Phys- This chain of events may be simple and 
iological Psychology," " Psychophysics" rapid, as when we wink at a blow; or it 
have become the titles of accredited de- may be intricate and prolonged, as when 
partments of literature. To know how we hear a momentous bit of news and 
to handle a chronograph, or a Bunsen deliberate before deciding what to do. 
cell, and to dissect out a frog's sciatic But its normal end is always some activ
nerve, even if not a dog's, are beginning ity. Viewed in this light the thinking 
to be held as important requisites in a and feeling portions of our life seem 
professor of mental science, as that po- little more than half-way houses towards 
lite learning and power of introspection, behavior; and recent Psychology accord
which were formerly an all-sufficient ingly tends to treat consciousness more 
equipment for his work. and more as if it existed only for the 

Rich as are already in some respects sake of the conduct which it seems to in
the results of this natural-history meth- troduce, and tries to explain its peculi
od of studying human nature, it must &rities (so far as they can be explained 
be confessed that, in the main, what at all) by their practical utility. Mr. 
it bas brought forth is more an ac- Spencer, by his broad description of 
cumulation of materials from which to mental life as "adjustment to the envi
draw future conclusions than any very ronment JJ bas done more than any Eng
important new conclusion itself. None lish writer to popularize this view. My 
of the old classical problems of Psycho 1- writing of this article is just as much a 
ogy have received their definitive quie- self-maintaining reaction of mine upon 
tus at the hands of the zoological school; my environment as my flinching from a 
and what animates the enthusiasm of us blow would be. 
disciples is less the sense of the great Some reactions are involuntary and 
things which we have already done than others are voluntary; and the first point 
of those which we are probably upon the which" the new Psychology JJ scores, is 
eve of doing. In many departments of that the voluntary reactions are all de
psychology, however, genuine progress rived from the involuntary. This is a 
has been made, not only in the way of point easy to make clear. In a former 
collecting materials, but in that of clear- article (see" The Nature of Instinct," 
ly conceiving their relations. The Psy- voL L, p. 355) I discussed the involun
chology of Volition is an example; and, tary reactions. They are commonly di
if the reader is so disposed, we will spend vided into three kinds, reflex acts, 
an hour together in asking what happens manifestations of emotion, and instine
according to recent Psychology, when- tive or impulsive performances. Butfrom 
ever we exert our wilL a scientific point of view these distine-
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tions are unmeaning, for the physiologi
cal process is in all our involuntary ac
tions essentially one and the same. The 
other day I was standing at a railroad 
station with a little child, when an ex
press-train went thundering by. The 
child, who was near the edge of the plat
form, started, winked, had his breathing 
convulsed, tumed pale, burst out crying, 
and ran frantically towards me and hid 
his face. Here were so many involun
tary discharges let loose by the same 
stimulus. But there was no essential 
difference between them from the point 
of view of their causation and mode of 
execution. The winking and starting 
we name reflex, the effects on pulse, 
brea~ and tear-glands emotional, and 
the rnnmng and hiding, instinctive acts ; 
but these terms are obviously mere 
practical conveniences; and in all con
cxete cases of reaction upon an impres
sion organs of all classes, glands, blood
veasels, and muscles of every description, 
are a.tfected at one and the same time. 

Now in these involuntary reactions the 
creature can know what he is going to 
do only after he has done it, if I may 
express myself by such an Irish bull. 
Every time we first perform an action of 
this sort, it takes uS by surprise. I have 
no doubt that that child was almost as 
astonished by his own behavior as he was 
by the train, and more than I was who 
stood by. Of course, if such a reaction 
has already many times occurred, we 
learn what to expect of ourselves, and 
can then foresee our conduct even 
though it remain as involuntary and un
controllable as it was before. 

But in voluntary action preperly so 
called the act is foreseen from the very 
first. The idea of it alwal.!' precedes its 
execution. This, as all will admit, is the 
aine qud non and essence of every vol
untary action. And it is an immediate 
consequence of this that no act can p0s
sibly be voluntary the first time it is 
performed. Until we have done it at 
least once, we can have no idea of what 
sort of a thing it is like, and do not 
know in what direction to set our will to 
bring it about. One cannot will into 
the void. Most of us have never moved 
our ears ; none of us have stopped our 
hearts. If we Jmew how to start we 
might set to work to learn these feats. 
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But we can't tell in which direction to 
begin, or what particular sort of effort 
to make. It is like suddenly telling a 
man to utter any sentence he pleases 
in the Ethiopian tongue. The problem 
is altogether indeterminate. What we 
need is a more definite idea of just what 
we are to do. Now what constitutes our 
definite idea of just what any movement 
is? If the reader will carefully consider 
the matter, he will be able, I think, to 
give only one answer. Our idea of a 
movement is our image of the way in 
which we shall feel when it is in process 
of doing or is done. Our idea of raising 
our arm for eumple, or of crooking our 
finger, is a sense, more or less vivid, of 
how the raised arm, or the crooked fin
ger, feels. There is no other idea than 
this, or any other mental material out of 
which an idea might be made. We can
not possibly have any idea of our ears' 
motion until our ears have moved. This 
is why most of us cannot make even a 
vain effort to move these organs. They 
have never moved. If we wished to 
learn to move them (and many of \18 

might learn, with perseverance) the first. 
thing would be to move them passivelJi 
with our fingers in the right direction, 
until we had a pretty clear idea of how 
the movement felt. Only then collld we, .. 
begin to train our voluntary power. 
This is why we begin to teach children 
to write by "holding their band," to-, 
look through a telescope by telling them 
to hold one eyelid closed; and in gen-. 
era! why the acquisition of all feats of 
address is accelerated by a bystander· 
helJ?ing our recalcitrant members into. 
P081tion. Without such aid we must 
wait for some random contortion to hit 
the right attitude and give us an idea of 
just what it is at which we are to aim. 

It thus appears that voluntary activity 
must be regarded as always of a second
ary and never of a primary sort. It 
must come consecutively to activity of 
an involuntary kind. The movements 
which it consciously intends must once 
have been performed with no intention, 
or it could not intend them. Our fore
fathers were hazy as to this. They 
thought the will could exert its effects e:c 
abrupto. We now see clearly that it can 
only go to work on reminiscences of ear
lier movement; that a creature without 
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memory can have no will; and that all 
the contractions of which the most com
plex volitional utterances are composed 
must originsJIy have been random or 
instinctive expressions of our automatic 
life. - The works of :&in, Maudsley 
and Sully copiously illustrate this depend
ence of voluntary action upon a pre-ex
isting machinery, and the growth of the 
will out of a blind impulsive soil 

So much for the first point in the Psy
chology of the Will The second point 
which modern Psychology scores, is one 
which may strike the reader as less 
obviously true. Having made him see 
that before the Will can go to work it 
needs a store of recollections of how 
various movements may feel, I must 
now make him see that it needs nothing 
else, and that such ideas of movement 
are not only indispensable conditions of 
volition, but sufficient conditions as welL 

Dr. Carpenter long ago gave the name 
of "ideo-motor actions" to a class of per
formances with which all of us are fa.
miliar; and which, if I mistake not, he 
seemed to pla.ce among the curiosities of 
our volitional life. The truth is that these 
ideo-motor actions are not curiosities, 
but true types and patterns of normal 

• . volition, simply stripped of complication 
and disguise. The actions I have in 
mind are such as these. Whilst ta.1king, 
I become conscious of a pin on the fioor, 
or of some dust on my sleeve. Without 
interrupting the conversation I brush 
away the dust or pick up the pin. I 
make no express resolve, but the mere 
perception of the object and the fieeting 
notion of the act seem of themselves to 
bring the latter about. Similarly, I sit 
at table after dinner and find m~ 
from time to time taking nuts or nusins 
from the dish and eating them. So far 
as deliberate resolution gOes my repast 
is long since done; but the sight of the 
dish awakens a rapid idea of the possi
bility of eating the fruit, and this idea, 
not meeting any e:cpre88 contradiction, 
fatally passes over into action. It needs 
for this no separate fiat of the will; it 

• or course I do not m..an tbat .. man caJlIIot commit .. 
murder voluntarlJ, untU be has committed ODe InYOInn .. 
rll,. Snch acte .. mardara are eo...",.., ~ of 
movements, croucblng, 8princ1ng, otabblng and the like. 
What I mean Is that be can perform no ODe elemental")' 
movement voluntart17 nnl_ It has been aIreadJ Involun· 
tarlly performeel. 

is enough that no positively hindering 
idea should be there. 

We all know what it is to get out of 
bed on a freezing morning in a room 
without a fire, and how the very vital 
principle within us protests against the 
ordeal. Probabl, most of us have lain 
on certain mornmgs for an hour at a 
time unable to brace ourselves to the 
resolve. We think how late we shall be, 
how the duties of the day will suffer; 
we say "I ffl'U8t get up, this is ignomin
ious," etc.; but still the warm couch 
feels too delicious, the cold outside too 
cruel, and resolution faints away and 
postpones itself again and again just as 
it seemed on the verge of bursting the 
resistance and passing over into the de
cisive act. Now how do we ever get up 
under such circumstances? If I may 
generalize from my own experience, we 
more often than not get up without 
any struggle or decision at all. We sud
denly find that we have got up. A. fortu
nate lapse of consciousness 0CC1UB; we 
forget both the warmth and the cold; 
we fall into some reverie connected with 
the day's life, in the course of which the 
idea flashes across us, "Hollo I I must 
lie here no longer"--an idea which at 
that lucky instant awakens no contra.
dictory or paralyzing suggestions, and 
consequently produces immediately its 
appropriate motor effects. It was our 
acute consciousness of both the warmth 
and the cold during the period of strug
gle, which pa.raJ.yzed our activity then 
and kept our idea of rising in the condi
tion of wish and not of will. The mo
ment these inhibitory ideas ceased, the 
original idea exerted its effects. 

This case seems to me to contain in 
miniature form the data for an entire 
psychology of volition. If we wisely 
generalize its teachings we shall say that 
anywhere and everywhere the sole known 
cause for the execution of a movement is 
the bare idea of the movement's execution, 
and that if the idea occurs to a mind 
empty of other ideas, the movement will 
fatally and infallibly take place. 

The hypnotic subject passively acting 
out every motor suggestion which his 
operator makes, seems to embodv this 
simplest of all possible cases. Ask him 
what he is thinking of before you make 
the suggestion, and he will say "noth-

• 
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ing." But seldom are our minds as 
empty as his. Usually they contain 
other ideas in addition to that of the 
movement in question, and according as 
these additional ideas are of one sort or 
another, we get one or another kind of 
result. H they are entirely irrelevant 
to the idea of the movement they neither 
help nor hinder its eft'ects ;-8Uch were 
presumably the topics of our conversa
tion when we picked up the string from 
the Boor. H they harmonize with the 
idea of the movem~t, they re-enforce its 
efficacy over the muscles i-when the 
idea of rising comes in the midst of an 
exciting vision of what is to be done when 
we are dressed, we fairly leap from bed. 
But if the additional ideas conflict with 
the idea of the movement, they block the 
path of its discharge and inhibit its 
motor efticacy altogether. The thought 
of the cold room thus blocked the dis
charge of the idea of rising. The thought 
.. We have eaten enough I" would have 
checked the raising of our hand, had it 
(lome whilst we were about to extend 
the latter towards the confectionery on 
the dinner table. 

There is nothing paradoxical about 
this blocking of one process in the nerve
centres by another. The physiology of 
recent years has shown that any and 
every process, almost, may, under cer
tain conditions, arrest activities going 
on elsewhere; and" inhibition" now fig
ures, In text-books of nervous science, 
as a function almost as wide-apread and 
characteristic as stimulation itself. Just 
which are the processes which will inhib
it, and which are those which will re-en
force each other, are matters for deli
cate experimentation to decide. AU our 
thoughts correspond to processes in the 
cerebral hemispheres. We know that 
certain thoughts con1lict with others and 
that certain acts are only possible so 
long as oblections to them do not pop 
into our mmds. This seems, introspec
tively, to be a logical consequence of the 
contrasted inner natures of the ideas 
themselves. The" new Psychology" is, 
of course, far from denying this ; but she 
insists that the logical law is a mechan
ical law as well, and that the brain-pro
cesses to which the contrasted ideas sev
erally correspond, are such as dam each 
other up and stop each other's discharge. 

The immense complicacy and subtilty 
of these mutually inhibitory ~rocesses 
appears from the number of actions that 
are thought of every hour of the day by 
an ordinarily active mind, and which yet 
give rise to no sensible movement. The 
other things which are thought of at the 
same time do not naturally conspire 
with these actions. They are not con
sented to. (JonBent, in short, is a word 
which describes most of our activity far 
more accnrately than l,'olition does. Vo
lition implies something positive, ener
getic, and akin to effort. Consent is 
passive; and three-fourths of our daily 
conduct consists in simply taking off the 
brakes. and letting ideas and impulses 
have their way. Volition, properly so
called, if there were any, would in these 
eases lie in refusing consent. I think 
every man's consciousness will bear wit
ness to the truth of this. 

Not that the refusing of consent need 
imply energetic volition either. Quite 
as little as the execution of a movement 
does its inhibition always require an 
express effort or command. Either of 
them may reqnire it, as we shall pres
ently see. But in all simple and ordi
nary cases, just as the bare presence of 
one idea will prompt a movement, so the 
bare ~resence of another idea will pre
vent Its taking place. Try to feel as if 
you were crooking your finger, whilst 
keeping it straight. In a minute it will 
fairly tingle with the imaginary change 
of position; yet it will not sensibly 
move; because its not really moving is 
also a part of what you have in mind. 
Drop this idea, think of the movement 
purely and simply, with all brakes o~ 
and presto! it takes place with no effort 
at all. 

A waking man's behavior is thus at all 
times the resultant of two opposing neu
ral forces. With unimaginable fineness 
some currents among the cells and fibres 
of his brain are playing on his motor 
nerves, whilst other currents, as unim
aginably fine, are playing on the first 
currents, damming or helping them, al
tering their direction or their speed. 

• It alwa)'1 takea plloca In_albl)' even when the bnJtee 
are 00. The Al<111 of mob mucle-ruden u Kr. IrriDIr 
Blohop dependA on the fact tbat hardl)' lUl)'Olle In thlnklna 
of a 1II00ement Is able entfrely to IIIlP~ the tendeacy to 
carr)' It oat. The mnllOle-nader feela tbla teadeDcy In the 
.. .Agent' ... band wblch III laid npon hili penon. 
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The upshot of it all is that whilst the 
currents must always end by being 
drained off through some motor nerves, 
they are drained off sometimes through 
one set and sometimes through an
other; and sometimes they keep each 
other in equilibrium so long that a su
perficial observer may think they are 
not drained off at all. Such an observ
er must remember, however, that from 
the physiological point of view a gest
ure, an expression of the brow, or an ex
pulsion of the breath, are movements as 
much 88 an act of locomotion is. A 
king's breath slays 88 well as an assas
sin's blow; and the outpouring of those 
currents which the magic imponderable 
streaming of our ideas accompanies need 
not always be of an explosive or other
wise physically conspicuous kind. 

The ide88 which per:J:: more gener
ally than any others' 'bit muscular 
activity, and keep us quiet, are those of 
pains and pleasures; the pains of move
ment and the pleasures of the8tatus quo. 
The paralyzing effects of the bed's warmth 
and of the cold in the room are cases in 
point. And conversely, the ideas which 
more generally than any others incite to 
movement are those of the pleasures to 
be gained by action, and the pains con
nected with repose. A hasty philosophy 
has universalized these facts, and grave
ly insisted that the only po88ihle inciter 
to voluntary action is the idea of pleas
ure, and its only po88ihle inhibitor the 
idea of pain. Ethically, this might be 
true; that is, it might be (88 utilitarians 
contend) that the ideas of pleasure and 
of \lain are the only rational motives for 
acting or for desisting from activity. I 
will express no opinion as to whether 
this be true or not in ethics; but I 
know that its counterpart in psychology 
is absolutely false. Be it or be it not 
admitted that the idea of pleasure ought 
to be, it certainly cannot be admitted 
that it is the only idea which moves a 
man to action. If there is anyone point 
which "the new Psychology," with its 
derivation of the wiJI from involuntary 
impulse, makes plain, it is that. Our 
first acts, of every sort, are blind, made 
for no motive, properly so called, but fa
tally stimulated into being by sensations 
due to determinate outer things or inner 

states. Our next acta are from ideas 
or representations of these things and 
states. Our last acts (88 we see them in 
the thoroughly cultivated man) are from 
ideas of some abstract good, be the good 
pleasure, or something which may ex
clude pleasure, 88 "duty" is often felt to 
do. Pleasure is apt to be throughout a 
secondary complication to the drama of 
stimulation and desire.· It regulates, 
but need not operate; it steers, but need 
not propel And when the idea of it 
does ;t?ropel, and becomes itself the mo
tive, It is only 88 one among many ideas 
which have this privilege coequally. H 
one idea, such 88 that of pleasure, may 
let loose the springs of action, surely 
other ideas may; and experience alone 
can decide which ide88 have this power. 
It decides that their actual name is legion. 
Innumerable objects of desire and pas
sion innervate our limbs just 88 they 
light up a fever in om- breasts; and 
ninety-nine times out of a hundred we no 
more act for the pleasure connected with 
the action, than we frown for the pleasure 
of the frowning, or blush for the pleas
ure of the blush. Blind reactive impulse 
at the beginning, ideational coercion of 
some sort at the end, such are the poles 
between which the evolution of human 
conduct swings. Ask the common 
drunkard why he falls so often a prey to 
temptation. He will sal that half the 
time he cannot tell. It IS a sort of ver
tigo. His nerve-centres are a sluice-way, 
pathologically unlocked by every passing 
conception of a bottle and a glass. He 
does not thirst for the beverage ; the 
taste of it may even appear repugnant; 
and he perfectly foresees the morrow's 

• An activity prompted by any cau .. or motiye wbatao
ner briDp a certalll pleuure with It whO!D 8IlClIlNIIfull7 
completed (eopecIaUy If the completloll luoh·. the oy~ ... 
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of coeI. But the hedoulat In poycholDl1 III like ODe who 
should .y that 110 _er can poaeIbly tIO to _ tor any 
a&b. .... motiYe than to bum Ita ooeI. The Inoiclmtal .,..... 
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cIeIlberetaly propoaed pu~ of the aotIvity. Ie made eyer)"
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remorse. But when he tbinb of the 
liquor or sees it, he finds himself prepar
ing to drink, and does not stop himself; 
and more than this he cannot say. 

This is why volcanic natures like the 
lIahomets, the Luthers, and the Bona
partes are usualll fatalists. They find 
themselves bursting into action with an 
energy at which they are themselves as
tonished., as if some god or demon had 
released a spring. But there is an in
toxication in this outpour which makes 
them welcome and adopt it, whitherso
ever it may lead, coupled., in men of the 
heroic mould, with an ability to meet its 
consequences whatever they may be. 

To sum uJ> our results so far. We 
are an organized machinery for muscu
lar explosion, placed in an environment 
full of things which pull and clamp the 
triggers of the machinery in various 
preappointed ways. This is our invol
untary life. But the things leave im
ages behind them, and so do the dis
charges themselves, with their conse
quences in the way of pleasure and of 
pain. .All these images in turn incite 
to new discharges, and reinforce and 
inhibit each other just as their originals 
did. This is our voluntary life, so far 
as we have studied it; and the great 
conclusion we now reach is, that the only 
thing which can either incite or check a 
t'Oluntary movement is the cerebral pro
ce88 which corresponds to an idea. A 
priori, of course, there is nothing strange 
m an ideational process doing this. For, 
in our ignorance of the intimate nature 
of nerve-action, it seems as likely that 
an ideational centre should discharge 
into a motor-nerve as that any other sort 
of centre should. 

So much for the middle stage of voli
tion, which we will call, for convenience, 
the volition of consent. In the volition 
of consent the idea which serves as mo
tive or temptation is sufficient of itself to 
engender action if no other idea stands 
in the way. But there remains a volition 
of effort, which seems a widely dift'erent 
thing. Often the idea which serves as 
our motive or reason for action seems 
too weak to produce action unless aided 
by another force. Of this force we seem 
conscious in the effort of will which we 

have to make whenever we do a clliIi· 
cult thing. This seems the act of will 
par ezcellence i and it would be the play 
of Hamlet with the Prince left out, 
were I to end my tale here, and not give 
some account of this last and moat mys
terious feature of the case. 

The older psychologists treated the 
effort of will as the only spiritual force 
which can infiuence immediately the 
material world. Its point of application 
might be muscles or brain-cells-that 
was an inessential part of their theory, 
but the mode of its application, its rela
tion to the bodily process with which 
it is connected, was altogether different 
from the relation of any bare idea to the 
bodily process to which it corresponds. 
The idea was inert and passive, a mere 
concomitant. The effort, on the con
trary, was a force, which passed from 
the mental to the physical world. 

Now it seems to me that if there is 
anything which recent advances in M
chology ought to teach, it is that this is 
a mistaken view, and that the feeling of 
effort has no such exceptional position 
between the inner and the outer worlds. 
Either all states of consciousness are 
forces, or none are; either all feelings 
react upon the brain-states which they 
accompany, or none do. Ideas react as 
much as efforts. What effort does when 
it comes to the aid of ideas is not to 
aupplmat the idea8 in making the bodily 
macbiBe obey, but to hold the ideas toM, 
so that they may acquire strength and 
stability enough to make the machine 
obey. The ideas are the spiritual things 
which the body obeys quite as much 
when the effort is, as when it is not, there. 
A very few words ought, it seems to me, 
to make this clear. 

Every man alive knows what it is to 
be under the empire of passion. Either 
he has had a fever of desire upon him 
for the acquisition of a possession-a 
horse, or boat, or house, or land; or he 
has loved a woman's eyes; or some ambi
tion or other has seized him in its fiery 
grasp. Let us now suppose a man with 
a passion the circumstances of which 
make it thoroughly unwise, and then ask 
ourselves what constitutes the clliIiculty 
for him of acting as if this were the 
case-for clliIiculty there is, as we all 
well know. Certainly there is no phytt-
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ical difficulty. It is as easy physically to 
pocket one's money as to pay it out, and 
as easy to walk away from as in the direc
tion of a coquette's door. The difficulty is 
mental; it is that of getting the idea of 
th~ wise action to stay before our mind 
at alL When any strong emotional state 
whatever is upon us the tendency is for 
no images but such as are congruous 
with it to come up. If others b, chance 
offer themselves. they are mstantly 
smothered and crowded out. If we be 
joyous we cannot keep thinking of that 
tomb which certainly awaits us-try it 
now, sanguine reader 1 If lugubrious, 
we cannot think of new triumphs, 1l0w
era and ~ring; nor if vengefu1, of our 
oppressor s community of nature with 
ourselves. The cooling advice which we 
get from others when the fever-fit is on 
us is the most jarring and exasperating 
thing in life. Reply we cannot, so we 
get angry; for by a sort of self-preserv
ing instinct which our passion has, it 
feels that these chill ideas, if they once 
but gain a lodgement, will work and 
work until they have frozen the very vi
tal spark from out of all our mood and 
brought our airy castles in ruin to the 
ground. Such is the inevitable eft'ect 
of reasonable ideas over others-if they 
can once get a quiet hearing j and passion's 
cue accordingly is always and everywhere 
to prevent their still small voice from 
being heard at alL " Let me not think 

. of that 1 Don't speak to me of that I" 
This is the sudden cry of all those who 
in a passion perceive some sobering con
siderations about to check them in mid 
career. "Haec twi erie janua leU," we 
feel. There is something so icy in this 
cold-water bath, something which seems 
80 hostile to the movement of our life, 
so purely negative, in Beason, when she 
lays her corpse-like finger on our heart 
and says "Halt 1 give up 1 leave off! go 
back \ Bit down \" that it is no wonder 
that to most men the steadying inAu
ence seems, for the time being, like a 
very minister of death. 

The strong-willed man, however, is 
the man who hears the still small voice 
un1linchingly, and who, when the death
bringing consideration comes. looks at 
its face, consents to its presence, clings 
to it, a.tJirms it, and holds it fast, in 
spite of the host of exciting mental 

images which rise in revolt against it 
and would expel it from the mind. Sus
tained in thiS way by a resolute effort of 
attention, the moral idea erelong suc
ceeds in calling up its own congeners 
and associates, and ends by changing 
the man's consciousness altogether. 
And with his consciousness his actions 
change. The new ideas, as soon as they 
are stably in pOBBeBsion of the mental 
field, infallibly produce their motor ef
fects. The struggle, the difficulty is all 
in their getting poBBeBBion of the field. 
The strain of the will lies in keeping the 
attention firmly fixed upon them, in 
spite of the fact that the spontaneous 
drift of thought is all the other way. 
That is what takes the moral effort. 
And when the moral e1fort has victo
riously maintained the presence of the 
moral ideas, its work is over. The mys
terious tie between the ideas and the 
cerebral motor-centres next comes into 
play, and, in a way which we cannot 
even guess at, the obedience of the bod
ily organs follows as a matter of COUl8e. 

In all this one BeeS that the imme
diate point of application of the volun
tary e1fort does not lie in the physical 
world at all, but in the mental world. 
It is an idea to which our will applies it
self, an idea which, if we let it go, would 
slip away, but which we will not let go. 
Consent to the idea's undivided pres
ence, this is effort's sole achievement. 
Its only function is to let this feeling 
of consent into the min And for this 
there is but one way. The idea to be 
consented to must be kept from 1Iicker
ing and going out. It must be held 
steadily before the mind until itjill8 the 
mind. Such filling of the mind by an 
idea, with its congruous associates, is 
consent to the idea, and to the fact 
which the idea represents. There is no 
other possible sort of consent than this. 
If the idea be that of the beginning or 
stopping of some bodily movement of 
our own, we call the consent, thus Ja.. 
borionsly gained, a volition. The move
ment in this case becomes real as soon 
as we agree to the notion that it shall be 
real. Nature here "backs" us instanta
neously and follows up our inward will
ingness by outward changes of her own. 
Nature does this in no other instance 
than this one of our own bodily move-
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menta. I may consent to the table 
dancing across this room ; but that will 
not make it dance, as ml legs would 
dance if the consent applied to them. 
My legs themselves will refuse to dance 
if my spinal cord be diseased. B\1t 
these dift'erences in the way in which 
nature acts at dift'erent places and times 
do not aft'ect the payc~ology of my voli
tion in the least degree. As far as my 
mind is concerned, it is just as good and 
true willing when I say to the table's 
moving "flat," as when I say "flat" to 
the movement of my own legs. The 
will, mentally considered, is consent to 
afoot of any kind, a fact in which we 
ourselves may play an active, a neutral, 
or a suft'ering part. The fact always ap
pears to us in an idea: and it is willed 
by its idea becoming victorious over in
ternal and external difficulties, banish
ing contradictory ideas and remaining 
in stable possession of the mind. 

I think it will not be possible to find 
a single case of voluntary eJlOrt to which 
this description does not apply. Take 
violent muscular exertion for eum:ple. 
The feeling of muscular exertion consista 
of an immense number of in-coming sen
.tiona, due to the contraction of the mus
cles of our glottis, chest, jaws, body and 
limbs, and to our strained joints and 
~ents and squeezed or twistAMl skin. 
The only volition which is required to 
bring about the actual state of museu
Jar exertion is a sincere and genuine 
consent that aU these sensations shall 
be real. But when we are lazy, or ex
haustAMl with fatigue, the sensations in 
question are very unwelcome, and the 
idea of being iUled with their reality 
is repugnant to the mind. When once 
we have brought ourselves to face it, 
however, to say to the muscular sensa.
tiona, "Be our reali~, however disagree
able you may prove, to utter our "flat," 
in a word, the contractions and their ef
fects occur, and the muscular exertion 
is realized to its full extent. The d'ort 
of will required for muscular exertion 
consiata then, like aU other eft'orta of 
will, in the forcible holding last to an 
incongenia1 idea. 

It is a strange fact, this, that the iixed 
idea of a set of muscular feelings should 
immediately be followed by bodily 
changes which make those feelings real. 

But it is not an uneumpled fact, because 
there is no idea whatever which is not 
immediately followed by 80me bodily 
change. We call many of these changes 
emotional. The peculiarity of the emo
tional changes is that the sight or idea 
of some olQect is needed to produce 
them. We cannot weep, for eumple, 
by dint of thinking of the feeling of our 
tears, but only by dint of tbjnJring of an 
outward cause of grief. The odd thing 
about the changes called voluntary is 
that we provoke them by thinking of 
how they themselves are going to feel. 
This is no doubt due to some anatomi
cal cause. The brain-centres for imag
ining the contraction of our voluntary 
muscles, etc., must be connectAMl with the 
motor-nerves in an altogether special 
way. But, neglecting aU these varia.
tiona, there resulta from the aggregate 
of facts which we have reviewed a lesson 
for brain-physiology which is as simple 
as it is important: There can be no cen
trea in the upper brain which are e:cclu
sively motor. .All its parte must be motor 
and sensory alike-sensory at aU times, 
motor when not inhibitAMl by each other. • 
In other words, they aU have a perma
nent sensory properly, and intermittent 
motorfunctio718. Their sensory proper
ty is ideation. 

When they inhibit each other, there 
is no outer movement, but in the mind 
a conilict of ideas. .All that conscious
ness embraces is the swaying to and fro 
of the ideas, and the final repose of the 
attention in the one which gains the day. 
Now this repose of the attention may 
come about spontaneously, or it may 
come with moral eft'ort. The work of 
moral eft'ort then, when we come to re
duce it to ita simplest expression, is 
neither more nor less than the work of 
attending to a difficult idea. mort of 
volition and d'ort of attention, psy
chologically considered, are, in short, 
two names for an identical thing. Mus
cu1ar discharges and arrests are aU con
secutive to the central phenomenon in 

• The hlIIder paRot the brain ~ DOt reepoDd to el_ 
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volition, which is this bare attention to 
the idea.. The only BOrt of resistance 
which our will can possibly ~ence is 
the resistance which certain Ideas offer 
to being attended to at all. This resist.
ance may come from an intrinsic and 
more or less permanent uncongeniality 
in the ideas. I know a person who. on 
BOme days, will turn to anythin~ rather 
than to the noon-da.y lesson m logic 
which he has to get up, poke the fire, lIet 
chairs straight, dust the Hoor. snatch the 
newspaper, trim his nails, take down any 
book which catches his eye. waste the 
morning anyhow and everyhow. in 
short, rather than attend to that tedious 

. and accursed thing. Or the resistance ::aJi come from an e:ctrinsic uncong~ 
.. ty, due to the temporary po88eBBion 

of the mind by ideas of an incom~tible 
BOrt. Such are the cases of pa8810n we 
talked of a while ago ; such would be the 
thought of an ordeal we must go through 
on the morrow. visiting us in the midst 
of a dinner party. at a theatre. or other 
scene of pleasure. where our cares had 
temporarily been lulled to sleep. Under 
such circumsta.nces we sh1 away like 
frightened horses from the mcongruous 
topic, the moment we get a glimpse of 
its ugly profile on the threshold of our 
thought. 

To attend to it, under ,such circum
stances. is, however. the moral act ; and 
it is the only moral act which, as spirits, 
we are ever called upon to perform. The 
effort which such attention implies 
seems to be indeterminate in quantity. 
as if we might make more or less as we 
chose. If it be really indeterminate. our 
future acts are ambiguous, or unprede&
tinate : in common parlance our wills are 
free. If the amount of eftOrt be not in
determinate. but be related in a fixed 
manner to the ideas themselves, in such 
wise that whatever idea at any time fllls 
our consciousness was from eternity 
bound to flll it then and there, and com
pel from us the exact effort of attention, 
neither more nor less, which we bestow 
lIpon it; then our wills are not free, and 
aU our acts are foreordained. The ques
tion of fact in the ~will controversy is 
thus extremely simple. It relates BOlely 
to the amount of eftOrt of attention 
which we can at any time put forth. 
Are the duration and intensity of this 

eftOrt fixed functions of the idea attended 
to or not? Now as I just sa.id, it seems 
as if the attention were an independent 
variable, as if we might exert more or 
leBS of it in any given case. When a 
man has let his thoughts go for days and 
weeks until at last they culminate in 
BOme particularly dirty or cowardly or 
cruel act, it is ~ to persuade him in 
the midst of his remorse, that he might 
not have reined them in ; hard to make 
him believe that this whole goodly uni~ 
verse (which his act BO Jars upon) ~ 
quired and exacted it of him at that fatal 
moment, and from eternity made aught 
else impoesible. I must confess that I 
sympathize with such a man, and favor 
the ~will belief. But the question 
will never be decided by purely empiri
cal or scientific evidence ; and free-will 
and determinism, as actual creeds, will 
probably always be just what they are 
to-day, postulates of rationality, namely, 
di«erent UBumptions which di«erent 
thinkers make, because BO each of them 
is able to cast the world into what seems 
to him persona.lly the most intelligible 
form. 

We have thus answered the question 
with which we started, of what happens 
when we exert our will We wim~ly jill 
our mind with an idea which. but JOr our 
effort would Blip away. But it is impos
sible before we close not to look for a 
moment into the vista. of moral reftec
tions which this reply throws open to the 
view. 

In the first place it makes it plain that 
the will has as much to do with our be
liefs and faiths as with our movement&. 
It is, in fact, only in consequence of a 
faith that our movements themselves en
sue. We think of a movement and say, 
ee let it ensue I so far as we are concerned 
let it be part of reality I " This is all 
that our mind can do-physical nature 
must do the rest. And this is aU that 
our mind does in any theoretic belief, 
such as that in the divine or undivine 
nature of the essence of life. In e&pOUS- • 
ing any such belief, who can do more 
thah say of it .. as far as I am concerned, 
let that view of life stand. Let it be 
real. Let my mind be fllled up with the 
thought of it, let no clliBculties drive 
it from my sight"? But, as aU sober-
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minded thinkers know, there are great 
difficulties in the way of holding any un
waverin« view of life. The unutterable 
complexity of this huge world that gir
dles us about, seems sometimes as if it 
were expressly meant to defy our "t
tempts to conceive it as a unity. Beliefs 
and unbeliefs shake us ~ fits.. The 
thoughts of the dayspnng and the 
thoughts of midnight drive each other 
out. No sooner are we settled in the 
mood of spiritual trust than some new 
brutality on thepart of Nature overturns 
our peace; no sooner at ease in a mate
rialistic parti pris than we catch a phrase 
of music, or a friend dies, or we see 
some dewy mominB break over the hill
tops of the world, and then the ice 
cracks, and all our questions and hopes 
are afloat and alive again. 

Now whereas in all practicalaftairs, in 
all matters where the willing produces 
an immediate result, it is universallyad
mitted that the men who can will, who 
can hold on to unwelcome or elusive 
ideas, are a higher kind of men than 
those who cann.ot,-more evolved, more 
fit for life, more helpful to the race : it 
is a singular fact that in these theoretic 
questions it is commonly BUPJlosed to be 
a sign of weakness and infenority if one 
let one's will have anything to say. One's 
ideal attitude towards 1hdh, we are 
carefully taught, should be that of utter 
passivity. The truth must come and 
stamp it.sell in its own person authen
tically upon our unaiding and unresist
ing minds. If we let our satisfactions 
or dissatisfactions in1luen.ce the manner 
of our reception of it, we shall surelyfail 
to get it pure. 

Now if one had a perfectly single set 
of interests, it would be tolerably easy 
to live up to the professions of this creed. 
If one were a pure sentimentalist, with 
no sense for Nature's cold mechanics, 
one might keep an utterly cloistered faith 
and live with one's head in the sand of 
some creed which utterly defied physi
ology and physics, and yet have a per
fectly good intellectual conscience, and 
consider that this was nothing but yield
ing to evidence of an objective sort. So 
too if one were a good bull-necked ma
terialist by nature. Having no yeam
ings for the Infinite, it would cost noth-

• Compue t.be Immortal BlOUlll'UlID lInnrDlIII'l Yene. 

ing to give the Infinite up, nor to say 
that the mechanical pbifosophy had 
written itself in oharacters of living light 
on the virgin tablets of one's pure in
telligence. But these ostrich-like atti
tudes are both of them getting harder 
than ever to maintain. With civilization, 
~pathy and sensibility and the love of 
life are ever growing more acute and 
exacting ; and, tolling obstinately within 
us . like never to be silenced bells, they 
demand that the element which we call 
divine in things shall be an essential and 
eternal element as well But there too, 
on the other hand, like a great ocean 
spread outside of us, lies the world with
out a ~urpose of the mechanical philos
ophy, m which what is divine appears as 
a mere accident; and no modem man's 
ears can be quite deaf to the tumbling 
of that ocean's waves. 

So long as our mind is assailed in two 
such diiferent ways, it is quite idle to 
talk of its being passive and will-Iessuntil 
the objective truths shall have written 
themselves down. They write down no 
messages which are both coherent and 
universal Nor if (conscious of the im
mensity of our iporance) we resolve to 
go without a UDlversal message for the 
present, and to wait till more light comes, 
can we be passive and will-less any more 
easily. For one must alwa~ wait in 
some dominant mood or attitude; and 
the mere resolve itself of waiting and 
not making what is called a snap-deoi
sion, often demands volition of the most 
energetic sort. The theoretic life of a 
cultivated modem man requires, in fact, 
as vigorous a co-operation of his will as 
his practical life does. Look at the men 
who at the present day feel life on all 
its sides, and yet who are incapable of 
volition in intellectual atfairs, and imag
ine that there ou~ht to be some sort 
of truth with which they can remain 
in passive equilibrium. Their feelings 
make them shiver at the materialistic 
facts; whilst their loyalty to science 
makes them dread to be dupes of their 
feelings. They become one mass of in
decision, plaintiveness and defeat. so far 
as they take the philosophic life seriously 
at all; and remain facing the same urgen
cies and the same difficulties to the end, 
unable to deal with them, unable to drop 
them, and worrying their span of time 

n 
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a.way between disconsolately wishing 
certain things were true, yet dreading to 
a.ftirm them in the teeth of other facts. 

But the men of will do not let "I dare 
not wait upon I would," in any such sorry 
fashion. They choose their attitude and 
know that the facing of its difficulties 
shall remain a permanent portion of 
their task. Whether it be the material
istic idea, the spiritualistic idea, or the 
waiting idea, which they adopt, they do 
it resolutely and strike the major key. 
They hold fast to it in the teeth of the 
opposite ideas which ever urge them to 
let go their grasp. They find a zest in 
this difficult clinging to truth, or a 
lonely sort of joy in pressing on the 
thorns and going without it, which no 
passively warranted possession of it can 
ever confer. And thereby they become 
the masters and the lords of life. They 
must be counted with henceforth; they 
form a part of human destiny. No more 
in the theoretic than in the practical 
sphere do we care for, or go for help to, 
those who have no head for risks, or 
sense for living on the perilous edge. 
But just as surely as time Hows on and 
as our consciousness grows more com-

plex, so surely does our theoretic life 
lie more and more upon the perilous 
edge. And, just as in every siege and 
shipwreck. there is found some daunt
less heart, whose example pours new 
life into his company; so in the wars 
of speculation and the shipwrecks of 
faith it is the same. Ever there rises 
up the prophet, the hero of belief, who 
drinks more deeply than any of the cup 
of bitterness; but his countenance is so 
unsbaken and he speaks such mighty 
words of cheer, that his thought be
comes our thought, and to later genera
tions he seems a being half divine. 

But if we ask how this is possible, and 
how one may one's self set about it to 
get this sovereign mood. of will, the only 
answer is to point to the hero who can 
hold to ideas that are difficult and elu
sive, and say "10, be as this man I" VeUe 
non di8citur, said Seneca. The only 
thing which no theory, no printed di
rections, can teach us, is how to will. 
What it might do, what it might have 
dune, we can be taught; what it shall do 
depends on the inalienable ell88nce of 
each individual man. 

UPON A WINTER MORNING. 

By Maybury Fleming. 

WBBN hoary frost doth shroud the grass, 
And bare d~th sitteth in the trees, 

And life is come to sorry pass, 
And morning lacketh drowsy bees-

Then think I of my lady's mouth, 
And of the violets in her eyes; 

So, roses warm the wintry drouth, 
And death, by thinking of her, dies. 



THE LANTERN-BEARERS. 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 

L 

-...-.. ..... HEBE boys congregat
ed every autumn about 
a certain easterly fisher 
village, where they 
tasted in a high degree 
the glory of existence. 
The place was created 

seemingly on purpose for the diver
sion of young gentlemen. A street or 
two of houses, mostly red and many of 
them tiled; a number of fine trees clus
tered about the manse and the Jtirkyard, 
and turning the chief street into a shady 
alley; many little gardens more than usu
ally bright with dowers; nets a-drying, 
and fisher-wives scolding in the back
ward parts; a smell of fish, a genial 
smell of seaweed; whiffs of blowing sand 
at the street.oorners; shops with golf
balls and bottled lollipo{»s; another shop 
with pen!!y pickwiob {that remarkable 
cigar) and the London Journal, dear to 
me for its sta.rtliDg pictures, and a few 
novels, dear for their suggestive names: 
such, as well as memory serves me, were 
the ingredients of the town. These, 
you are to conceive posted on a spit 
between two sandy bays, and sparsely 
1Ianked with vj)]ep enough, for the boys 
to lodge in with their subsidiary parents, 
not enough (not yet enough) to cock
oily the scene: a haven in the roob 
in front: in front of that, a file of gray 
islets: to the left, endless links and sand 
Wl'eaths, a wilderneu of hiding-holes, 
alive with popping rabbits and soaring 
gn1la: to the right, a range of seaward 
crags, one rugged brow beyond an
other; the ruins of a mighty and an
cient fortreBB on the brink of one; coves 
between-now charmed into sunshine 
~:t, now whistling with wind and 

oroUB with bursting surges; the 
dens and sheltered hollows redolent of 
thyme and southernwood, the air at the 
clii!'s edge brisk and clean and pungent 
of the se..-.in front of all, the Bass Rock, 
tilted seaward like a doubtful bather, 
the surf ringing it with white, the solan-

geese hanging round its summit like a 
great and glittering smoke. This choice 
piece of seaboard was sacred, besides, 
to the W1'6Cker; and the Bass, in the eye 
of fancy, still lIew the colors of King 
James; and in the ear of fancy the 
arches of Tantallon still rang with 
horse-shoe iron, and echoed to tile com-
mands of Be1l-the-Cat. . 

There was nothing to mar your days, 
if you were a boy summering in that 
part, but the embarrassment of pleasure. 
'You might golf if you wanted; but I 
seem to have been better employed. 
You might secrete yourself in the Lady's 
Walk, a certain Sunl688 dingle of elders, 
all mOBBed over by the damp as green as 
grass, and dotted here and there by the 
streamside with 1'0011688 walls, the cold 
homes of anchorites. To fit themselves 
for life, and with a ~ eye to acquire 
the art of smoking, It was even common 
for the boys to harbor there; and you 
might have seen a single penny pick
wick, honestly shared in lengths with a 
blunt knife, bestrew the glen with these 
fi~l:=:ticeS. Again, you might join our 

. parties, where we sat perched as 
thick as solan-geese, a covey of little 
anglers, !:t, and girl, angling over each 
other's h to the much entanglement 
of lines and loBS of podleys and conse
quent shrill recrimination-shrill as the 
geese 'themselves. Indeed, had that 
been all, you might have done this of
ten ; hut though fishing be a fine pas
time, the podley is scarce to be regarded 
as a dainty for the table; and it was & 
poinl of honor that a boy should eat 
all that he had taken. Or again, you 
might climb the Law, where the whale's 
jawbone stood landmark in the buzzing 
wind, and behold the face of many coun
ties, and the smoke and spires of many 
towns, and the sails of distant ships. 
You might bathe, now in the 1iaws of 
fine weather that we pathetically call our 
summer, now in a gale of wind, with the 
sand scourging your bare hide, your 
clothes thrashing abroad from under
neath their guardian stone, the froth 

n 
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of the great breakers casting you head
long ere it had drowned your knees. 
Or you might explore the tidal rocks, 
above all in the ebb of springs, when 
the very roots of the hills were for the 
nonce discovered; following my leader 
from one group to another, groping in sli!B!i tangle for the wreck of ships, 
w' in pools after the abominable 
creatures of the sea, and ever with an 
eye cast backward on the march of the 
tide and the menaced line of your re
treat. And then you might go Crusoeing, 
a word that covers all extempore eating 
in the open air: digging perhaps a house 
under the margin of the links, kindling 
a fire of the sea-ware, and cooking ap
ples there-if they were truly apples, for 
I sometimes suppose the merchant must 
have played us off with some inferior 
and quite local fruit, capable of resolv
ing, in the neighborhood of fire, into 
mere sand and smoke and iodine ; or~
haps pushing to Tantallon, you DUght 
lunch on sandwiches and visions in the 
grassy court, while the wind hummed in 
the crumbling turrets; or clambering 
along the coast, eat geens· (the worst, I 
must suppose, in Christendom) from an 
-adventurous geen-tree that had taken 
root under a ~ where it was shaken 
with an ague of east wind, and silvered 
after gales with salt, and grew so foreign 
among its bleak surroundings that to 
eat of its produce was an adventure in 
itself. 

There are mingled some dismal mem
-ories with so many that were joyous. 
Of the fisher-wife, for instance, who had 
cut her throat at Canty Bay; and 0 of how 
I ran with the other children to the top 
oof the Quadrant, and beheld a posse of si
lent people escorting a cart, and on the 
.cart, bound in a chair, her throat ~d
aged, and the bandage all bloody-hor
ror I-the fisher-wife herself, who contin
ued thenceforth to hag-ride my thoughts, 
and even to-day (as I reeall the scene) 
darkens daylight. She was lodged in 
the little old jail in the chief street; but 
whether or no she died there, with a 
wise terror of the worst, I never inquired. 
She had been tippling; it was but a 
dingy tragedy; and it seems strange and 
hard that, after all these years, the poor 
-crazy sinner should be still pilloried on 

·Wlldcberrla 

her cart in the scrap-book of my memory. 
Nor shall I readily forget a certain house 
in the Quadrant where a visitor died, 
and a dark old woman continued to 
dwell alone with the dead body; nor 
how this old woman conceived a hatred 
to myself and one of my cousins, and in 
the dread hour of the dusk, as we were 
clambering on the garden-walls, opened 
a window in that house of mortality 
and cursed us in a still voice and with a 
marrowy choice of language. It was a 
pair of very colorless urchins that ded 
down the lane from this remJn'kable ex
perience t ButIrecall with amore doubt
ful sentiment, compounded out of fear 
and exultation, the coil of equinoctial 0 

tempests; trumpeting squalls, scouring 
daws of rain ; the boats with their reefed 
lugsails scudding for the harbor mouth, 
where danger lay, for it was hard to 
make when the wind had any east in it ; 
the wives clustered with blowing shawls 
at the pier-head, where (if fate was 
against them) they might see boat and 
husband and soDS-their whole wealth 
and their whole family-engulfed under 
their eyes j and (what I saw but once) 
a troop of neighbors forcing such an un
fortunate homeward, and she squalling 
and battling in their midst, a figure 
scarcely human, a tragic Hamad. 

These are things that I recall with in
terest ; but what my memory dwells u:r.?n 
the most, I have been all this while Wlth
holding. It was a sport peculiar to the 
place, and indeed to a week or so of our 
two months' holiday there. Maybe it 
still douriahes in its native spot; for 
boys and their pastimes are swayed by 
periodic forces inscrutable to man ; so 
that tops and marbles reappear in their 
due season, regular like the sun and 
moon; and the harmless art of knuckle
bones has seen the fall of the Roman 
empire and the rise of the United States. 
It may still dourish there, but nowhere 
else, I am persuaded; for I tried myself 
to introduce it on Tweedside, and was 
defeated lamentably; its charm being 
quite local, like a country wine that can
not be exported. 

The idle manner of it was this : 
Toward. the end of September, when 

school-time was dra"!'ing near and the 
nights were already black, we would be
gin to sally from our respective villas, 
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each equipped with a tin bull's-eye lan
tern. The thing was 80 well known that 
it had wom a rut in the commerce of 
Great Britain; and the grocers, about 
the due time, began to ga.rnish their win
dows with our particular brand of lu
minary. We wore them buckled to the 
waist upon a cricket belt, and over them, 
such was the rigor of the game, a but
toned top-ooat. They smelled noisomely 
ofblistered tin; they never bumed aright, 
though they would always bum our fin
gers ; their use was naught; the pleasure 
of them merely fanciful; and yet a boy 
with a bull's-eye under his top-coat ask
ed for nothing more. The fishermen 
used lantems about their boats, and it 
was from them, I suppose, that we had 
got the hint; but th8U'8 were not bull's
eyes, nor did we ever play at being fish
ermen. The police carried them at their 
belts, and we had plainly copied them in 
that; yet we did not pretend to be p0-
licemen. Burglars, indeed, we may have 
had some haunting thoughts of ; and we 
bad certa.inly an eye to past ages when 
lanterns were more common, and to cer
tain story-books in which we had found 
them to figure very largely. But take 
it for all in an. the pleasure of the thing 
was substantive ; and to be a boy with a 
bull's-eye under his top-ooat was good 
enough for us. 

When two of these &BBeB met, there 
would be an anxious "Have you got 
your lantem?" and a gratified "Yes I" 
That was the shibboleth, and very need
ful too; for, as it was the rule to keep 
our glory contained, none could recog
nize a lantem-bearer, unless (like the 
pole-cat) by the smell. Four or five would 
sometimes climb into tlie belly of a ten
man lugger, with nothing but the thwarts 
above them-for the cabin was usually 
locked, or chose out some hollow of the 
links where the wind might whistle over
head. There the coats wou1d be unbut
toned and the bull's-eyes discovered; and 
in the ch:\~Fg glimmer, under the 
huge windy of the night, and cheered 
by a rich steam of toasting tinware, these 
fortunate young gentlemen would crouch 
together in the cold sand of the links or 
on the scaly bilges of the fishing-boat, 
and delight themselves with inappro
priate talk. Woe is me that I may not 
give some specimens-some of their 

foresights of life, or deep inquiries into 
the rudiments of man and nature, these 
were so fiery and so innocent, they were 
so richly silly, so romantically young. 
But there is a kind of fool abroad, whose 
folly is not even laughable ; and it is this 
fool who gives the note of literary decen
cy. And the talk, at any rate, was but a 
condiment; and these gatherings them
selves only accidents in the career of the 
lantem-bearer. The essence of this bliss 
was to walk by yourself in the black 
night; the slide shut, the top-coat but
toned; not a ray escaping, whether to 
conduct your footsteps or to make your 
glory public: a mere pillar of darkness 
in the dark ; and all the while, deep down 
in the privacy of your fool's heart, to 
know you had a bull's-eye at your belt, 
and to exult and sing over the knowl
edge. 

n. 
IT is said that a poet has died young 

in the bieast of the most stolid. It may 
be contended, rather, that this (some
what minor) bard in almost every case 
survives, and is the spice of life to his 
poBBe880r. Justice is not done to the 
versatility and the unplumbed childish
ness of man's imagination. His life 
from without may seem but a rude 
mound of mud; there will be some 
golden chamber at th~ heart of it, in 
which he dwells delighted; and for as 
dark as hispathway seems to the observer. 
he will have some kind of a bull's-eye at 
his belt. It would be hard to pick out 
a career more cheer1288 than that of 
Dancer, as he :figures in the "Old Bailey 
Reports," a prey to the most sordid per
secutions, the butt of his neighborhood, 
betrayed by his hired man, his house 
beleaguered by the impish school-boy, 
and he himself grinding and fuming 
and impotently fleeing to the law against 
these pin-pricks. You marvel at first 
that anyone should willingly prolong a 
life so destitute of charm and dignity; 
and then you call to memory that had 
he chosen, bad he ceased to be a miser, 
he could have been freed at once from 
these trials, and might have built him
self a castle and gone escorted by a 
squadron. For the love of more recondite 
joys, which we cannot estimate, which, 
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it may be, we should envy, the man had 
willingly foregone both comfort and con
sideration. "His mind to him a king
dom was;" and sure enough, digging 
into that mind, which seems at first a 
dust-heap, we unearth some priceless 
jewels. For Dancer must have had the 
love of power and the disdain of using 
it, a noble character in itself; disdain 
of many pleasures, a chief part of what 
is commonly called wisdom; disdain of 
the inevitable end, that finest trait of 
mankind j scorn of men's opinions, 
another element of virtue j and a.t the 
back of all, a conscience just like yours 
and mine, whining like a cur, swindling 
like a thimblerigger, but still pointing 
(there or thereabout) to some conven
tional standard. Here were a cabinet 
portrait to which Hawthorne perhaps 
had done justice; and yet not Haw
thorne either, for he was mildly minded, 
and it lay not hi. him to create for us 
that throb of the miser's pulse, his fret
ful energy of gusto, his vast arms of 
ambition clutching in he knows not 
what: insatiable, insane, a god with a. 
muck-rake. Thus, at least, looking in 
the bosom of the miser, consideration 
detects the Fet in the full tide of life, 
"With more, mdeed, of the poetic fire 
than usually goes to epics; and tracing 
that mean man about his cold hearth, 
and to and fro in his discomfortable 
house, spies within him a blazing bon
fire of delight. And so with others, who 
do not live by bread alone, but by some 
cherished and perhaps fantastic pleas
ure; who are meat salesmen to the ex
ternal eye, and possibly to themselves are 
Shakespeares, Napoleons or Beethovens; 
who have not one virtue to rub against 
another in the field of active life, and 
yet perha{>s, in the life of contempla
tion, sit Wlth the saints. We see them 
on the street, and we can count their 
buttons; but heaven knows in what 
they pride themselves I heaven knows 
where they have set their treasure I 

There is one fable that touches very 
near the quick of life: the fable of the 
monk who passed into the woods, heard 
a bird break into song, hearkened for a 
trill or two, and found himself on his 
return a stranger at his convent gates j 

for he had been absent fifty years, and 
of all his comrades there survived but 

AI 

one to recognize him. It is not only 
in the woods that this enchanter car
ols, though perhaps he is native there. 
He sings in the most doleful places. 
The miser hears him and chuckles, and 
the days are moments. With no more 
apparatus than an ill-smelling lantern I 
have evoked him on the naked links. 
All life that is not merely mechanical is 
spun out of two strands: seeking for 
that bird and hearing him. And it is 
just this that makes life so hard to value, 
and the de~ht of each so incommuni
cable. And lust a knowledge of this, and 
a remembrance of those fortunate hours 
in which the bird has sung to us, that 
fills us with such wonder when we turn 
the pages of the realist. There, to be 
sure, we find a picture of life in so far as 
it consists of mud and of old iron, cheap 
desires and cheap fears, that which we 
are ashamed to remember and that which 
we are careless whether we forget; but 
of the note of that time-devouring night
ingale we hear no news. 

The case of these writers of romance 
is most obscure. They have been boys 
and youths; they have lingered out
side the window of the beloved, who was 
then most probably writing to some one 
else ; they have sat before a sheet of pa
.per, and felt themselves mere continents 
of congested poetry, not one line of which 
wouldftow; they have walked alone in the 
woods, they have walked in cities under 
the countless lamps; they have been to 
sea, they have hated, they have feared, 
they have longed to knife a man, and 
maybe done it; the wild taste of life has 
string theirpalate. Or, if you deny them 
all the rest, one pleasure at least they have 
tasted to the full-their books are there 
to prove it-the keen pleasure of suc
cessful literary comp,c?sition. And yet 
they fill the globe Wlth volumes, whose 
cleverness ~ires me with despairing 
admiration, "and whose consistent falsity 
to all I care to call existence, with despair
ing wrath. If I had no better hope 
than to continue to revolve among the 
dreary and petty businesses, and to be 
moved by the paltry hopes and fears with 
which they surround and animate their 
heroes, I declare I would die now. But 
there has never an hour of mine gone 
quite so dully yet; if it were spent wait
ing at a railway junction, I would have 
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some scattering thoughts, I could count 
some grains of memory, compared to 
which the whole of one of these romances 
seems but dross. These writers would 
retort (if I take them properly) that this 
was very true; that it was the same 
with themselves and other persons of 
(what they call) the artistic tempera
ment; that in this we were exceptional, 
and should apparently be ashamed of 
ourselves; but that our works must deal 
exclusively with (what they call) the 
average man, who was a prodigious 
dull fellow, and quite dead to all but 
the paltriest consideratioD& I accept 
the issue. We can only know others by 
ourselves. The artistic temperament (a 
plague on the expression I) does not 
make us difl'erent from our fellow-men, 
or it would make us incapable of writing 
novels; and the average man (a murrain 
on the word !) is just like you and me, 
or he would not be average. It was 
Whitman who stamped a kind of Bir
mingham sacredness upon the latter 
phr8ae; but Whitman knew very well, 
and showed very nobly, that the average 
man was full of joys and full of a poetry 
of his own. And this harping on life's 
dulness and man's meanness is a loud 
profession of incompetence; it is one 
of two things: the cry of the blind eye, 
I cannot see, or the complaint of the 
dumb tongue, I cannot utter. To draw 
a life without delights is to prove I have 
not realized it. To picture a man with
out some sort of poetry-well, it goes 
near to prove my case, for it shows an 
author may have little enough. To see 
Dancer only 88 a dirty, old, small-mind
ed, impotently fuming man, in a dirty 
house, besieged by Harrow boys, and 
probably beset by small attorneys, is 
to show myself 88 keen an observer 
88 • • • the Harrow boys. But these 
young gentlemen (with a more becom
ing modesty) were content to pluck 
Dancer by the coat-tails; they did not 
suppose they had surprised his secret 
or could put him living in a book: and 
it is there my error would have lain. 
Or say that in the same romance-I 
continue to call these books romances, 
in the hope of giving pain-say that in 
the same romance, which now begins 
really to take shape, I should leave to 
speak of Dancer, and follow instead the 

Harrow boys; and say ht I came on 
some such business 88 that of my lan
tern-bearers on the links; and described 
the boys 88 very cold, spat upon by llur
ries of rain, and drearily surrounded, 
all of which they were; and their talk 
88 silly and indecent, which' it certainly 
was. I might upon these lines, and had 
I Zola's genius, turn out, in a page or 
so, a gem of literary art, render the 
lantern light with the touches of a mas
ter, and lay on the indecency with the 
ungrudging hand of love; and when 
all was done, what a triumph would my 
picture be of shallowness and dulness 1 
how it would have missed the point 1 
how it would have belied the boys 1 To 
the ear of the stenographer the talk is 
merely silly and indecent; but ask the 
boys themselves, and they are discuss
ing (88 it is highly proper they should) 
the possibilities of existence. To the 
eye of the observer they are wet and 
cold and drearily surrounded; but ask 
themselves, and they are in the heaven 
of a recondite pleasure, the ground of 
which is an iU-amelling lantern. 

m 
FoB, to repeat, the ground of a man's 

joy is often hard to hit. It may hinge 
at times upon a mere accessory, like the 
lantern. It may reside,like Dancer's, in 
the mysterious inwards of psychology. 
It may consist with perpetual failure, 
and find exercise in the continued chase. 
It has so little bond with externaJs (such 
as the observer scribbles in his note
book) that it may even touch them not; 
and the man's true life, for which he 
consents to live, lie altogether in the 
field of fancy. The clergyman, in his 
spare hours, may be winning battles, 
the farmer sailing ships, the banker 
reaping triumph in the arts: all leading 
another life, plying another trade from 
that they chose; like the poet's house
builder, who. after all is cased in stone, 

By his fireside, as I~potent fancy prompts, 
Rebuilds it to his liking. 

In such a case the poetry runs under
ground. The obsener (poor soul, with 
his documents I) is all abroad. For to 
look at the man is but to court decep-

.. ... 
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tion. We shall see the trunk from 
which he draws his nourishment; but 
he himself is above and abroad in the 
green dome of foliage, hummed through 
by winds and nested in by nightingales. 
And the true rea.1.ism were that of the 
poets, to climb up after him like a 
squirrel. and catch some glimpse of the 
heaven for which he lives. And thetrue 
realism, always and everywhere, is that 
of the poets: to find out where joy re
sides, and give it a voice far beyond 
singing. 

For to miss the joy is to miss all In 
the joy of the actors lies the sense of any 
action. That is the explanation, that 
the excuse. To one who has not the 
secret of the lanterns, the scene upon 
the links is meaningless. And hence the 
haunting and truly spectra.l unreality of 
realistio books. Hence, when we read 
the English realists, the incredulous 
wonder with which we observe the hero's 
constancy under the submerging tide of 
dulness, and how he bears up with his 
jibbing sweetheart, and endures the 
chatter of idiot girls, and stands by his 
whole unfeatured wilderness of an exist
ence, instead of seeking relief in drink 
or foreign travel Hence in the French, 
in that meat-market of middle-aged 
sensuality, the disgusted surprise with 
which we see the hero drift sidelong, 
and pra.ctica.lly quite untempted, into 
every description of misconduct and dis
honor. In each we miss the personal 
poetry, the enchanted atmosphere, that 
rainbow work of fancy that clothes what 
is naked and seems to ennoble what is 
base; in each, life fa.lls dead like dough, 
instead of soaring away like a balloon 
into the colors of the sunset; each is 
true, each inconceivable; for no man 
lives in the external truth, among salts 
and acids, but in the warm, phantasma
goric ohamber of his brain, with the 
painted windows and the storied wa.lls. 

Of this falsity we have have had a re-

cent example from a man who knows 
far better-Tolstoi's Powers of Darlcne88. 
Here is a piece full of force and truth, 
yet quite untrue. For before Mikita 
was led into so dire a situation he was 
tempted, and temptations are beautiful 
at least in part; and a work which dwells 
on the ugliness of crime and gives no 
hint of any loveliness in the temptation, 
sins against the modesty of life, and even 
when a Tolstoi writes it, sinks to melo
drama.. The peasants are not under
stood; they saw their life in fairer col
ors; even the deaf girl was clothed in 
poetry for Mikita, or he had never fallen. 
And so, once again, even an Old Bailey 
melodrama., without some brightness of 
poetry and lustre of existence, falls into 
the inconceivable and ranks with fairy 
tales. 

IV. 

IN nobler books we are moved with 
something like th~ emotions of life ; and 
this emotion is very variously provoked. 
Weare so moved when Livine labors in 
the neld, when Andre sinks beyond emo
tion, when Richard Feverel and Lucy 
Desborough meet beside the river, when 
Antony" not cowa.rdl;~K!ts off his hel
met," when Kent haa . ·te pity on the 
dying Lear, when, in Dostoieft'ky's De
spised and Rejected, the uncomplaining 
hero drains his cup of suft"ering and vir
tue. These are notes that please the 
great heart of man. Not only love, and 
the nelds, and the bright face of danger. 
but sacrifi.ce and death and unmerited 
suffering humbly supported, touch in 
us the vein of the poetic. We love to 
think of them, we long to try them, we 
are humbly hopeful that we may prove 
heroes also. 

We have heard, perhaps, too much · of 
lesser matters. Here is the door, here 
is the open air. Itur in amiquam 8il
vam. 
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THE CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO. 

'By John C. Ropes. 

~ii~~~~~iB1LEu~prob~ 
bly true that no 
campaign t hat 
ever was made 
bus been explor
ed and studied 
so carefully as 
that which cul
minated in the 
battle of Water

L 

loo, it ~ equally certain that it would be 
difficult to find elsewhere an instance 
where national and personal feeling have 
so plainly influenced ~torians and af
fected their critic~ms. Were it not for 
~ fact, there would be no excuse for 
reviewing th~ almost worn-out subject, 
-there would be no need for so doing. 
But to those who are familiar in any 
degree with the various works on the 
events of 1815, it must frequently have 
seemed that a really impartial narrative 
of the facts and a fair summing up of 
the criticisms were yet to be looked for. 
The present papers are submitted as an 
essay in this direction. 

On June 12, 1815, the Emperor left 
Paris, and that night slept at Loon, 
where Soult, his chief of staff: had es
tab~hed his headquarters. Orders had 
already been given for the concentration 
of the army on the frontier of Belgium 
near the town of Charleroi. The First 
Corps, 20,000 strong, under the Count 
d'Erlon, was marching from Valen
ciennes; the Second, under Reille, num
bering upwards of 24,000 men, from 

Avesnes; the Third, under Vandamme, 
from Rocroi, 19,000 strong; the Fourth, 
under Gerard, about 16,000 strong, from 
Metz; the Sixth, under the Count de 
Lobau, numbering over 10,500 men, had 
already moved from Loon; while the 
Imperial Guard,· counting nearly 21,000 
men, which had left Paris some days be
fore, was now marching from Compicgne. 
Each of the five corps carried with it 
from 30 to 50 cannon; the Guard nearly 
100. Each corps contained a dimion 
of cavalry; but there was, besides, the 
Reserve Corps of Cavalry, under the 
command of the newly created Marshal 
Grouchy, containing 13,500 men and 
horses. The entire army numbered 
125,000 men, all veteran troops. 

From Charleroi a fine turnpike runs 
almost due north to Brussels. On the 
west of this road lay the army of the 
Duke of Wellington, composed of Brit
~h, German, Dutch, Belgian, Hanoveri
an, and other troops,--of whom, exclu
sive of those required for garrison duty 
and the like, something over 90,000 men 
could take the field, On the easterly 
side of the turnpike was the Prnssian 
army, 120,000 strong, under Marshal 
BlUcher. These two armies were sta
tioned, for the sake of subsistence, in 
the various towns and villages of Bel
gium, from Brussels on the north to 
Charleroi on the south and from Liege 
on the east to Ostend on the west. 
Wellington's headquarters were at Brus
sels,-Bltlcher's at Namur. Both armies 
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Qual,. B, .. Road. 

were much scattered; it would require 
from one to two days to effect a concen
tration of either of them. Once concen
trated and acting in concert, they would 
be much more than a match for the force 
which Napoleon was bringing against 
them; but neither of them separately 
could be expected to make a successful 
stand against the French army. Their 
bases of supply lay in precisely opposite 
directions,-that of the English being 
on the sea, at Ostend and Antwerp; 
that of the Prussians on the Rhine, in 
the direction of Liege and Maastricht. 
If either army should be so badly de
feated as to be forced to retire on its 
base, it would, therefore, by that move
ment become definitely separated from 
the other army. 

Napoleon, as has been said, was con
centrating his army on the Sambre near 
Charleroi. He expected that the Prus
mans would be the first to concentrate, 
and that they would give battle near the 
frontier. Blucher's headquarters were 
at Namur, much farther to the front than 
Wellington's, which were at Brussels. 
The fierce and energetic temperament 
of the old Prussian Marshal was well 
known, and Napoleon rightly calculated 
on his being willing and eager to give 

battle, and exceedingly averse to falling 
back. Of Wellington's cooperation Na.
poleon had of course to take his chance, 
but, relying on the cautious and delib
erate policy of the English general, and 
taking into account also the time which 
would be nece88ll.l'J to effect a concen
tration of the miscellaneous force which 
he commanded, Napoleon expected that 
he would be able to fight his battle with 
the Prussians without the interference 
of the English. Successful in this bat
tle, as he hoped to be,-the Pru88ian 
army defeated and retreating on their 
base in the direction of the Rhine,
Napoleon could now turn his attention 
to the Duke, secure from any interfer
ence on the part of Blucher. If, how
ever, the Prussian army should fail to 
effect a concentration, or should for any 
reason decline an engagement, it would, 
80 he calculated, most probably retire in 
the direction of its base, and leave him 
comparatively free, for the moment at 
least, to attack the English if they were 
willing to give him battle. 

It is necessary to fix this plan clearly 
in the mind, and not to confound it 
with anything else, as, for instance, with 
a plan to press on to Brussels between 
the two armies, if the Charleroi road 
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should be found open and undefended,
a plan which some writers have supposed 
to have been entertained by the French 
Emperor. Such a movement 88 this 
would expose the communications of the 
French army, between Charleroi and 
Brussels, to the attacks of either or both 
of the allied armies. Napoleon's plan 
W88 much more practicable than this. 
It was, let us repeat, founded on his be
lief that the PruSSllmS would be fowHI 
in force near the frontier, and would 
give battle before the English could be 
ready to assist them ; that in this battle 
they would be beaten and would have 
to retire to the e88tward towards their 
base of supplies, leaving him then op
J!.OBOO only by the Duke's army. But 
if, contrary to his expectation, Blucher 
should retreat without a battle towards 
his base of supplies, then, the allied 
armies being separated, Napoleon could 
deal with either of them, 1\8 he might 
prefer. His first and definite object, 
therefore, W88 to find and attack the 
Prussian army, if it should be found 
willing, as he expected it would be, to 
accept battle. Included in this plan WI\IJ 
the detachment of a part of his force to 
prevent Wellington from giving 88sist
&nce to his ally. 

Accordingly we find him writing to 
Davout from Avesnes on the 14th: "I 
shall cross the Sambre to-morrow. If 
the Prussians do not retire, we shall 
have a battle." And, on the same day, 
to Joseph: "To-morrow I shall go to 
Charleroi, where the Prussian army is, 
which will give rise to a battle or the 
retreat of the enemy." It seems quite 
clear that he W88 calculating on having 
to deal only with the Prussian army,
that he felt he could safely leave the 
Duke's army out of account in the first 
battle of the campaign. We shall see 
how these expectations were justified. 

The army of Napoleon W88 composed, 
as we have said, entirely of veteran 
troops. It was also in excellent order 
and condition. It was a homogeneous 
army; all the men were Frenchmen. The 
troops were eager to fight, to retrieve 
the reputation of the French arms, to 
recover their lost renown. It was pre
pared for a desperate struggle. The 
Emperor in his address to the army, 
dated at Avesnes on the fow-teenth of 
June, had roused the spirits and deter
mination of the soldiers to their highest 
pitch. He had reminded them that this 
was the anniversary of Marengo and of 
Friedland; he had pointed out that they 
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were about to encounter superior num
bers; he had told them to conquer or 
die. Nevertheless it is a mistake to call 
this army, as many writers have done, 
the finest which Napoleon ever took into 
the field. In two points, especially, this 
army was not the equal of that, for ex
ample, which he commanded at Auster
litz. In the first place it had not the 
inestimable advantage of being led by 
those brilliant officers, then in the early 
prime of manhood, who had been brought 
to the front in the turmoil of the Revo
lutionary struggle. Of the two who were 
at Waterloo, Ney and Soult, one, Soult, 
was performing the functions of chief of 
staff; Ney was the only one of the Mar
shals who commanded troops on that fa.
tal field. Not that the corps-oommand
ers lacked experience or devotion. They 
were unquestionably excellent officers, 
who had seen many years of faithful 
service. But Napoleon's earlier exploits 
had been ~ a large extent rendered prac-
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ticable only by the exceptionally able 
men who were his own contemporaries, 
-Massena, Lannes, Davout, Murat, and 
the rest. Secondly, there was in this 
army of 1815, and there could not but 
be, a certain amount of distrust, of lack 
of entire confidence, on the part of the 
soldiers towards their superiors, the re-

suIt of the so recent overthrow of the 
Empire in 1814, which had been associat
ed in their minds with BUBpicions of 
treasonable conduct on the part of cer
tain officers of high rank. The absten
tion from active service, or the voluntary 
exile, on the return of Napoleon from 
Elba, of some of their former leaders, 
puzzled and disquiet.oo. the troops. These 
feelings were aggravated by the deser
tion of Bourmont and several other offi
cers on the eve of the opening of hostil
ities. And while the devotion of the 
soldiers to the Emperor remained un
shaken, while it is certain that never in 
his life was he able to infuse more cour
age and energy into the men than he 
succeeded in doing in this short cam
paign, or to obtain from them more gal
lant and persistent efforts, yet it is also 
certain that his corps had often been 
handled with more enterprise and skill, 
and it seems probable that the total rout 
of the army was due in part to the lack 

of confidence of which we have spoken. 
With all these deductions, however, 

Napoleon's army was decidedly the 
best of the three. That of the Prus
sians contained some troops raised in 
those parts of western Germany 
which had until lately been connect
ed with France, who were supposed 
to be more or less disaffected, and 
many of the soldiers in the old Prus
sian regiments were young and inex
perienced in warfare. Of the four 
corps-commanders, Ziethen, Pirch, 
Thielemann and Btllow, the latter 
only had shown any marked capacity. 
As for the Duke of Wellington's army, 
it was, as he himself said, the poorest 
he had ever commanded. Only about 
40,000 were English troops or troops 
in the pay of England, like the King's 
German Legion. Of the remainder, 
Belgians, Hanoverians, Nassauers and 
Brunswickers, the Duke had but a 
poor opinion,-perhaps too poor an 
opinion, for many of them fought 

well. Still, many of them fought in
differently or not at all. A large part 
of the army of Wellington consisted 
of as good troops as there were in the 
world, but the army, considered as a 
whole, lacked cohesion. The soldiers 
did not speak the same language, they 
did not look up to the same generals; 



THE CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO. 263 

The Duke of WollinK!on. (From a .t •• 1 enara.ina aft.r a portrait by 5" William ee.chey, R.A., 1814.) 

the only thing that gave this miscella.
neous collection of troops any sort of 
unity was the fact that it was command
ed by the famous English general who 
had in Spain beaten so many of Napo
leon's marshals. 

Wellington and BlUcher regarded a 
French invasion of Belgium as })ossible, 
perhaps probable, but it was obyiously 
out of the question to predict in advance 
which of the routes available for his pur
poee Napoleon would choose. He might 

move toO the westward of the Charleroi 
turnpike, for instance by way of Mons, 
with the intention of operating upon the 
communications of the English army 
with the sea. This was the course which. 
Wellington always thought would have 
been his wisest course, and which, eyen 
after the campaign opened, he thought 
Napoleon was pursuing. Or, Napoleon 
might move on Naruur or on some point 
further east, upon the communications 
of the Prussian army. In either of these 
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cases, the course which the allied armies have said, that it would have been far 
would be obliged to take would be wiser for the allied generals to concen
utterly different from that which would trate their armies early in June, so as 
be called for should Napoleon choose to have them well in hand on the first 
the other direction. And then he might news of the approach of the French. 
advance, as he actually did, by the Char- It is not correct to say that Wellington 
leroi and Brussels road, in which case and Blucher were surprised; but it is 
another line of conduct would be de- impossible not to see that their arrange
manded. In this event, BlUcher had ments for fighting Napoleon in the event 
agreed to concentrate his army at Som- of his making, as they thought it very 
bref, and Wellington to concentrate his likely he might make, and as he actually 
at Quatre Bras, the two places being did lUake, a sudden and dangerous at· 
connected by an excellent road. Mean- tack, were defective, leaving, as they did, 
time, however, the allied commanders the concentration of both their widely 
deemed it sufficient to remain as they scattered armies to be effected after 
were, their armies widely scattered in they should have received the news that 
their cantonments, until it should be Napoleon had reached the frontier with 
definitely ascertained in which direction a powerful army and was advancing in 
the approach of the enemy was to be full force. Moreover, the points selected 
looked for. The frontier WII.8 carefully for the concentration were so close to 
watched, and it was expected that the real the frontier, that it was hardly to be ex-

Troop' PUling through the Village of Waterloo. (r:,om" An Illustrated Record of Important Eventi in the Annala at 
Europe," etc. London, 1817.) 

advance of the French, when it came, 
-if it should come, which, of course, 
was by no means certain-would with
out difficulty be detected in season to 
concert adequate measures of resistance. 
But there can be little doubt, as many 
critics, both English and Continental, 

pected that the movement could be car
ried out without the interference of the 
enemy. 

Napoleon's orders for the concentra
tion and forward movement of his army 
were, as a whole, carried out with reason
able success. Early on the morning of 
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the 15th of June the 
Sambre was crossed 
at several points, 
and the Prussian 
pickets retired on 
their supports. 
These troops be
longed to the corps 
of General Ziethen, 
and that officer has 
always r e c e i v e d 
great credit for the 
masterly way in 
which he handled 
his corps through
out the day, delay
ing the advance of 
the French, and 
b r in gin g off his 
troops without seri
ous loBS to St. Am
and and Ligny, vil
lages near Som bref, 
where Blucher hau, 
as we have seen, de
cided to concentrate 
his army. Orders 
for Pirch, Thiele
mann and Bnlow to 
collect their corps 
and march to the 
support of Ziethen 
were at once sent 
out. Unfortunately 

Napoleon. (From a portrait in the pOII.aaion of Franklin B. Ric •• Esq., Wore.,t.r. M .... ) 

the order to Bnlow was badly worded, 
and did not clearly convey the idea that 
a battle was expected; the consequence 
of which was that that energetic officer 
did not arrive in time to take part in the 
engagement of the next day. 

The French marched in three columns. 
The two on the right, under the Em
peror, were chiefly engaged with the 
Prussians, and their advance, consisting 
of the Third Corps, under Vandamme, 
reached the vicinity of the village of 
Fleurus at evening. The Second Corps, 
under Reille, fonned the head of the left 
column, and after80me skirmishing with 
the Prussian rear guard, which retireu 
in the direction of its own army, the 
leading division reached at evening the 
village of Frasnes on the Charleroi turn
b~ about two miles south of Quatre 

There was, as was natural in the march 
of an army recently organized, and com-

posed of soldiers who had not taken the 
field for nearly a year, more or less 
delay. The First and Fourth Corps 
were not all across the river by nightfall, 
and the whole Sixth Corps bivouacked on 
the south side. The corps-commanders 
seem to have been rather lacking in that 
energy and activity which the situation 
demanded. In the middle of the after
noon, Grouchy and Vandamme, who were 
pushing the Prussians in the direction 
of FleUl'Us at the head of the cavalry 
anu the Third Corps respectively, were 
80 impreBSed by the attitude of the 
enemy that they halted and sent back 
to the Emperor for further orders. Na.
poleon at once rode to the front and di
rected the attack himself, actually in his 
impatience sending into the fight the 
headquarters guard of cavalry. One 
may fairly suspect that the Emperor was 
more or leBS right in the criticisms he 
80 often made at this time about his gen-

-
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Entrance to the Forelt of Soi,ni .. , where the Two Road. from Bru ... I. Meot, (From " An IIh .. tratod Record,") 

em,-that they bad got too cautious 
and had lost the enterprise and audacity 
they had fonnerly pOBsessed. 

Napoleon himself had a hard day of 
it. From three o'clock in the morning 
till eight in the evening he had been 
personally directing one of the most dif
ficult and important of military opera
tions, the crossing of a river by a large 
army, opposed by a considerable force, 
well commanded, fighting gallantly, and 
taking every advantage of position. This 
was not a case, it must be remembered, 
where his own army had been concen
trated before the crossing began,-as, for 
instance, was the case with the Army of 
the Potomac in the Fredericksburg and 
Chancellorsville campaigns, or with Na
poleon's own army when he crossed the 
Danube just before the battle of W 110-

gram. On the contrary, his corps were 
converging from distant points, they 
had been steadily marching for days, 
they were inevitably more or less fa
tigued, and, as is always the case at such 
times, the trains were behind the col
umns. That he should by the close of 

the first day have reached with the heads 
of his two columns the points selected 
in advance, overcoming the obstinate 
and skilful resistance of the Prussian 
general, was perhaps quite as much as, 
under the circumstances, he had any 
reason to expect. 

Late in the afternoon Napoleon re
ceived a notable accession to his forces 
in the person of Marshal Ney. Why 
that able officer was not with the 
army from the first, has never been 
satisfactorily explained. But he was not 
sent for until the troops had actually 
begun to move. As a consequence, he 
arrived in haste, and attended by only a 
single aide. Napoleon gave him com
mand of the First and Second Corps, 
and Ney, after riding to the front at 
Fmsnes, and satisfying himself that 
nothing further could be attempted in 
that quarter that evening, returned to 
seek Napoleon, and had 1\ two hours 
conference with him at Charleroi be
tween midnight and two o'clock in the 
morning. He then returned to his com
mand. 
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That Ney received from the Emperor 
during the 15th or at this midnight con
ference, orders to press on to Quatre 
Brss, no one now believes. On this 
point, as in others, Napoleon's Memoirs, 
written, as they were, at St. Helena, 
where he could have access neither to 
the records nor to those who 
made the campaign with him, 
are in error. The orders 
which were given on the 15th 
were for the Second Corps to 
march on Gosselies, a village 
on the Brussels turnpike be
tween four and five miles 
north of Charleroi, and for 
the First Corps to march 
there also to support the 
Second Corps in an attack 
on the enemy if he should 
be encountered. The order 
to the Count d'Erlon, who 
commanded the First Corps, 
which was in rear of the Sec
ond, was reiterated, and he 
was strictly enjoined to join 
the Second Corps at Gosselies. * The 
advance of the cavalry and one division 
of infantry to Frasnes was apparently 
done on Ney's own responsibility, and 
was unquestionably a judicious step. 

Word was sent to Brussels early in 
the morning, of the crossing of the 
Sambre, but for some reason or other 
Wellington did not receive the news 
until five in the afternoon. He instantly 
issued orders for his dift'erent divisions 
to be collected at convenient places and 
to be ready to move ata moment's notice. 

Putur. in the Hollow wh.r. Wellinilon', R ... rv .. Lay 
Durin, the Battl • • 

He himself did not leave Brussels, nor is 
it known that he despatched any officers 

• Cb.n"11e otrangelyln ftTOr •• to tble, bavlng appar
nil)' omltttJd to notice Order'll V. and VI. In tbe Doell
mnlA Incid1ta. Cbeaney'. Waterloo Lectureot, 3d ed., pp. 
118, 119. 

to the front to ascertain the exact facts. 
He took no steps for a concentration of 
the army, except as above stated. Not a 
single brigade was ordered to Quatre 
Bras, and the only brigade that was sta
tioned in that neighborhood, along the 
turnpike, that of Prince Bernhard of 

Ligny. 

Saxe Weimar, was ordered to Nivelles, a 
town some six or seven miles west of 
Quatre Bras, to join the other brigade 
of the division-Bylandt's. What is par
ticularly remarkable is that the Duke 
seems to have been unmindful of the 
agreement stated above, by which, in the 
event of Napoleon's advance being on 
the Charleroi and Brussels pike, he was 
to occupy Quatre Bras. H "Nivelles 
has been attacked, and if it is quite cer
tain," the order reads, "that the enemy's 
attack is upon the right of the Pruseian 
army and the left of the British army," 
the third division of British infantry 
(Alten's) is to be moved from Braine Ie 
Comte eastward to Nivelles. But that 
was all. The reserves, Picton's division 
and other troops, at and near Brussels, 
though ordered to be prepared, were 
not ordered to march. 

At ten o'clock that night a despatch 
from BlUcher arrived, announcing the 
crossing of the river at Charleroi by 
Napoleon in force. New orders were 
thereupon issued,-three divisions, one 
of which was Alten's, were to occupy Ni
velles, one was ordered to Braine Ie 
Comte, a village seven or eight miles west 
of Nivelles ; two more divisions of in
fantry and the great mass of the cavalry 



The Cherie through the Streets of Ligny. 
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were directed to proceed to Enghien, a 
town some twenty-five miles northwest 
of Quatre Bras. Orders were also given 
for the reserves, consisting of the divis
ion of Sir Thomas Picton and other 
troops, to march south on the Oharleroi 
turnpike as far as Waterloo, where the 
road to Nivelles branches off to the 
southwestward, there to halt and await 
further instructions. After giving these 
orders, the Duke went to the Duchess 
of Richmond's ball 

It is plain that these dispositions were 
made by Wellington in tne belief that 
he was likely to· be attacked west of the 
Oharleroi and Brussels road. Had they 
been aotuall]' carried out, Ney would 
have found Quatre Bras unoccupied on 
the morning of the sixteenth, the nearest 
force of the enemy being at Nivelles, six 
or seven miles away. The Duke could 
bardl~ have collected a sufticient force 
to drive Ney out of Quatre Bras, and, 
very possibly, would not have attempted 
to do so. That the combined operation 
which, two days later, so suooessfully 
united the allied. armies, would under 
these circumstances, have been planned, 
or, if planned, would have been carried 
out, is certainly very doubtful. 

But this piece of good fortune was 
!lot to happen to the French Emperor. 
During the 16th the solitary brigade on 
the turnpike had been put in position 
at Quatre Bras by its commander to re
sist an attack by the French, and in the 
evening it had a smart brush with Nets 
skirmishers. It was determined to rem
force it by the other brigade of the divis
ion, Bylandt's, which in the early morn
ing of the 16th arrived at Quatre Bras 
from Nivelles with the Prince of Orange, 
who oommanded the corps to which 
these brigades belonged. To him and 
to his chief of sta&; Rebecque, who as
sumed the responsibility while the Prince 
was absent in Brussels, to Perponcher 
who commanded the division, and to 
Prince Bernhard who so promptly col
lected his brigade and occupied the 
cross-roads, is due the credit of main
taining unbroken the communication 
between the allied armies on the day of 
the battle of Ligny. 

Early on the morning of the 16th the 
Duke left Brussels, and rode to Quatre 
Bras, passing on his way thither Picton's 
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division and the other troops who had 
been, as we have seen, ordered to halt 
at Waterloo. He arrived at the front 
between eleven and twelve, and, seeing 
the posture of affairs, at once sent back 
for these troops to continue their march. 
He also sent orders for the troops at 
Nivelles to proceed to Quatre Bras with
out delay. He then rode off to see 
Marshal mflcher. 

It is said by some authorities that 
Blflcher accepted battle only on the en
gagement of Wellington to support him ; 
but this can scarcely be so, inasmuch as 
he had formed his line of battle before 
Wellington arrived. The Duke prom
ised him that he would push down the 
turnpike as soon 88 he was in sdicient 
force to do so, and even, at the solicifa.. 
tion of Gneisenau, Blflcher's chief of sta&; 
agreed. that, if not attacked himsel1, he 
would move down the Namur road in 
rear of the Prussian right. But it is 
clear that the Marshal had made up his 
mind to fight a battle, with or without 
the support of the English army, 88 
Napoleon had calculated he would do-as 
was pointed out in the beginning of this 
article. Up to this moment, there had 
been, since the campaign opened the 
day before, no sort of coOperation be
tween the allied armies. Had Wellington 
ridden over to see Blflcher on the alter
noon of the 15th, he would probably 
have seen enough to induce him to agree 
with the Prussian marshal that the main 
attack of the French was to be looked 
for on the east of the Oharleroi road, 
and he might in that case bave ordered 
a concentration of his army at Quatre 
Bras. But, having had no such oppor
tunity for observation or consultation, 
he was obliged to guess at the probable 
direction of the French main attack, and 
he guessed wrong. Hence, at noon of 
the 16th, only a third of his army was 
within reach; and Blflcher, who had 
been compelled to rely on his own un
aided judgment, had determined, as Wel
lington found, to fight at Ligny, whether 
the English were, or were not prepared 
to support him. The conference over, 
the Duke returned to Qua~ Bras, reach
ing there about three in the afternoon. 

Whether it was that his exertions on 
the previous day had fatigued him, or, 
as seems more probable, that he found 
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it exceedingly difficult to make up his 
mind what to do, certain it is that Na
poleon did not take advantage of the 
early morning hours. He made no exel'
tion to get the main body of the army 
into position until nearly nine o'clock in 
the morning. Perhaps he thought the 
troops would be the better for a rest, 
and, very likely, the army was not all 
closed up. A.t any rate, it was half past 
nine when Gerard, who commanded the 
Third Corps, and who was still on the 
river, received his orders to march to 
the front. It was not until about ten 
o'clock that the first order to Ney, order
ing him to proceed to Quatre Bras, arriv
ed. It is not easy to see the reason for 
this long delay. A.t that time of the year, 
the sun rises in Belgium at four o'clock, 
and every hour was of advantage to the 
enemy in giving them knowledge of the 
situation and time to concentrate their 
forces. 

It is certainly true that Napoleon had 
at this time lost a good put of the alert
ness and energy of his earlier years. 
Men ofive and forty, especially when they 
have become stout, are rarely as active as 
they were at thirty. The Emperor was 
also a suft'erer from some local maladies 
which occasioned him a ~ deal of an
noyance, not to say SU&ring, and con
siderably diminished his capacity for 
fatiguing exertion. On this morning of 
the 16th, for instance, he neglected to 
verify by personal observation the in
formation sent him by Grouchy at 5 and 
6 A.,JL, that the Prussians were moving 
large bodies of troops to St. Amand and 
Ligny. Instead of exerting himself to 
ascertain the facts, he employed his time 
in estimating the probabilities and in 
mapping out for his army a course of 
action which was, as he was soon to 
learn, wholly unsuited to the existing 
situation. 

Accordingiy, on the morning of the 
16th, Napoleon had. no definite knowl
edge of the strength of the Prussian 
force opposed to him. He estimated it 
at not over 40,000 men, and he therefore 
thought that it would in all probability 
retire on its supports without otfering 
battle. It appears from his letters to 
Ney and Grouchy, written about eight 
o'clock that morning, which are evident
ly the result of much thought and are 

very clear and full, that he had. decided, 
if this should prove to be the Prussian 
policy, to follow them up as far as Gem
bloux, then, leaving his right wing un
der Grouchy to observe them, to march 
himself with all speed. at the head of 
the Sixth Corps and the Guard, to jom 
Ney, in a movement directed. against the 
English in the direction of Brussels, a 
movement which he strictly enjomed 
Ney to be all ready to make the mo
ment the order should arrive. In these 
letters, too, he stated his plan for the 
management of the arm1. during this 
campaign, conducted, as It must be, in 
the face of two opposing armies; he 
gave to Ney the left wing, consisting of 
the First and Second Corps, and to 
Grouch, the right wing consisting of 
the Third and Fourth Corps, reserving 
the Sixth Corps and the Guard for his 
own immediate direction. In his cam
paign in Germany in the autumn of 
1818, the separated armies of the allies 
had. caused him no little embarrassment 
by the policy which, after the battle of 
Dresden, they for a while adopted, of 
falling back before Napoleon in person 
and giving battle only to his marshals. 
Some such strategy as this he seems to 
have suspected might be followed by 
Blflcher in this campaign. And it may 
well be that he delayed operations that 
morning in part, at least, because he 
could not readily make up his mind how 
far, in such a case, it would be prudent 
to go in pursuit of the Prossians, leav
mg his left wing opposed by the whole 
of Wellington's army. 

Finally, however, between nine and 
ten in the morning, the question solved 
itself in the way most advantageous to 
Napoleon. It was ascertained that the 
Prussians still held their ground at and 
about Ligny. A battle was now, of 
course, unavoidable. It was now possi
ble to inilict upon the Prussian army, or 
upon that part of it which was before 
him, a defeat close to the Brussels turn
pike. It remams to be seen how this 
opportunity, so favorable to the success 
of Napoleon's plans, and to which he 
was indebted solely to the temerity of 
the Prossian Marshal, was improved. 

Before we proceed to the narrative of 
the battle of Ligny it is neceBBa1'Y to say 
a few words about Ney and his two corps. 
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It will be recollected that the Em~ 
ror had, on the 16th, by a dispatch, dat
ed 3 p ... , before Ney had joined him, 
ordered d'Erlon to maroh to Gosaeliee, 
and support Reille in attacking any 
force of the enemy they ~ht find 
there, and that the order to loin the 
Second Corps at Gosaelies had been re
iterated later in the day. Then, early in 
the morning of the 16th, the Emperor's 
chief of staft' sends Ney a dispatch, re
questing to be informed if the First 
Corps has executed this movement, and 
what are the exact positions of the 
two corps. What answer Marshal Ney 
returned to this request, we do not 
know, but it is plain enough that there 
had been ample time since the middle 
of the previous afternoon to get the 
First Corps into position at Gosselies. 
As soon as Ney got his instructions to 
march to Quatre Bras, he at once or
dered both corps up to Frames, where 
he himself was with the leading division 
of the Second Corps-Bachelu's. Beille, 
with the two divisions of this co~s, 
those of Foyand Prince Jerome, which 
were at Gosse1ies,-the other division, 
Girard's, being with the main army,
started shortly before eleven, and 
marohed with such celerity over the 
broad. ChaUB8~ that his troops were de
ployed and in line of battle beyond 
~es before sa p... The distance was 
from six to six and a half miles. There 
was nothing to prevent the leading di
. vision of the First Corps, Dnrutte's, 
from followi.ng on the heels of Jerome's 
division, and it would have arrived at 
Frames certainly before three, had it 
started as soon as the Second Co~ had 
got out of the way. That it did not 
start promptly is proved by the fact, as 
we shall soon see, that a statf officer 
from headquarters, carrying a dispatch 
dated Fleurus at a quarter past three, 
who had five miles to ride before he 
could strike the Brussels pike, came up 
with the advance of the leading division 
of the First Corps before it had arrived 
at Frasnes. He must have ridden at 
least ten miles before getting to the 
head of the column,-that is to say, he 
could not possibly have given the order 
to Dnrutte before half past four o'clock, 
leaving Fleurus as he did at or soon 
after a quarter past three. But if Du-

rutte had not made the six or six and a 
half miles between Gosse1ies and Fras
nes by half-past four o'clock, he certainly 
could not have started before one o'clock, 
an hour or more after the last regiments 
of the Second Corps had left Gosselies. 

Returning now to Fleurus: the Em
peror, finding that the Prussians re
mained in force at and about Ligny, 
ordered the Third and Fourth Corps, 
and Girard's division of the Second 
Corps, the Imperial Guard, and the 
bu1k of the cavalry, to take position in 
front of Fleurus, and, while the move
ment was going on, he made his cus
tomary personal recoDDAjMADce of the 
enemy's position. Accompanied by an 
aide or two, he went out on foot to the 
line of the pickets, he carefully exam
ined the ground, he climbed up into 
the windmills. He made up his mind 
that there was a considerable body of 
troops opposed to him, and he saw 
enough to decide him as to the way in 
which the attack should be made ; but 
from the peculiar character of the ground 
he failed to recognize the presence of 
such a large force as the Pruasians had 
actually assembled. 

Towards noon, the French army, with 
the exception of the Sixth Corps, which 
remained near Charleroi, advanced from 
Fleurus and its vicinity. The Pnusiana 
held in strong force the village of St. 
Amand on their right, and that of Ligny 
on their centre. It looked as if they 
were expecting aid from the English,
down the road running from Nivelles 
through Quatre Bras to Namur. Na~ 
leon directed his principal attack, which 
was to be made by the corps of Van
damme assisted by the dmsion of Girard, 
against st. Amand, with the intention of 
turning the Prussian right, at the same 
time alSo assailing their centre at Ligny 
with ~rard's corps. Shortly before the 
battle opened,-at two o'clock-he sent 
a dispatch to Ney, informing him that 
he was about to attack a Prussian corps 
posted between Bombreft'e and Bry, or
dering him to attack whatever force 
there might be in front of him at Quatre 
Bras, and, after having vigorously driven 
that force, to fall back on the main 
army, and endeavor to surround the 
Prussian corps with which the main 
army was engaged. At half-past two 
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the Sixth Corps from Char- st. , pparentlywith the in 
leroi to Fleuros, a distance of seven miles of turning the French left. The Em
and a half. peror, in doubt what troops these might 

Napoleon's eye, experienced as it was, be, unable to think they could be sent 
undoubtedly deceived him in regard to by Ney, as they would be looked for on 
the strength of his antagonist's force. the Prussian right and rear, behind St. 
Instead of one corps, the Prussian mar- Amand and near Bry, and yet unwilling 
hal had three, ,000 men, to ey were a de 
e had very n en. For fro army, postpo 
e task of infh g defeat con tack and sent to 

n an army of n's prep- tain t turned out 
arations were We may bod d'Erlon's corps. 
agree that the to Ney afte were seen to 
was no more than was called for by the thell" steps, and to retire in the d1reetIon 
duty imposed on him of acquiring and of the chaussee. Napoleon resumed the 
holding Quatre Bras against We~n's attack; the Guard, with little difficulty 
army. But there is really no conceIVable and almost no 1088, charged. through the 
reason why Lobau should not have re- village of Ligny, and seized the heights 
ceived an order to advance at the same beyond. Some twenty pieces of cannon 
time as Vandamme and Gerard,-whyhis were taken The Prussian centre was 

rps should no the field 0 ht was forced 
render as d ssible the tire e of Ligny was 

uooess which N mised him- did not de 
If in his con1li of the First he found it ap 

Prussian army ngly sup- ing er it to execu 
sed was all tha nt of him. sam hich he had p 

It was obviously on the cards that the to Marshal Ney, it is not easy to see. 
enemy might receive reinforcements dur- He was aware at or before half-past six 
ing the action; hence Napoleon should what corps it was, and there were yet 
have had all his available force in hand two hours of daylight. Had he directed 
when the battle opened. this body of 20,000 men, of the three 

The action began at half-past ·two, and arms, upon the Prussian rigM and rear, 
. was not long bel th bstinate re- his . t have been, 
mstance experien damme and eno right wing of th 
Girard. on the Ie on the sian have been w 

ntre made it they had surro e victory woul 
fore them the f Marshal been ne ; in all pro 

Itlcher. At 3. n sent a the been no battle of 
second order to g to the 100. eon, ignorant 
order of 2 P.M., and urging him to carry cause of the appearance of the First 
out the direction therein given, to Corps on his left, and of course equally 
manmuvre in suoh a way as to fall upon iBnorant of the progress of the action at 
the Prussian right and rear, by the Quatre Bras, probably thought it better 
heights of Bry and st. Amand. not to interfere with the control of 

The battle then went on with great Ma.rshaJ Ney over both the corps which 
bstinacy and d .. The Be- had tell to him. J 
erity of the Fre the Prus- afte re can be no q 
laD right indu Itloher to tha great mistake 

strengthen that e at the a f this unexpec 
xpense of his leon, see- info 
g this, prepare he Guard 

upon and to the ng 0 e village of 
Ligny, thus piercing the centre of the 
Prussian army. Suddenly, about half
past five, when the blow was about to be 
struok, word was brought that a large 
body of troops were seen approaching 

attle of Ligny, 
a de eat or e Prwurians, nei er e
moralized nor disintegrated their army. 
It weakened it by the 1088 of more than 
15,000 men, but after the battle it was 
practically as able to fight as ever. Nor 
was it the result of the battle to separ-
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The Farm of S.lIe Alliance. 

ate the Prussian from the English army. 
On the contrary, there was nothing to 
prevent the Prussians falling back in the 
direction of Brussels, if they should be 
willing for 8 short time to abandon di
rect communication with their base of 
supplies. 

Returning now to the left wing. As 
soon as the two divisions of the Second 
Corps under Foyand Prince Jerome ar
rived. shortly before two, Ney attacked 
the troops in his front, consisting at that 
time only of Perponcher's division of 
Dutch-Belgian troops, the brigades of 
Prince Bernhard and Bylandt, the 
Prince of Orange being in command. 
Though making 8 stout resistance, they 
were pushed back, and Wellington, on 
his return from his interview with Blfl
cher, at three o'clock, found the French 
everywhere advancing. About half-past 
three, however, Picton's division arnved 
from Waterloo, where it had been, as we 
have seen, halted some hours. Soon 
afterwards other troops, Brunswickers 
and Hanoverians, came up from Brus
eels. The combatants were now nearly 
equal in number, but the French were 
largely superior in cavalry and artillery, 
and were decidedly getting the best of it, 
when. about five o'clock, Alten's British 
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division arrived from Nivelles. All 
through the first part of the action Ney 
was momentarily expecting the First 
Corps to arrive, but, as we have seen, it 
did not come. For many years the 
truth in regard to the wanderings of 
this corps was unknown. Many writers 
supposed that Napoleon ordered it from 
Ney to join the main anny. But it is 
now ascertained that the staff officer who 
carried the 3.15 order to Marshal Ney, 
mistaking its purport and ignorant of the 
tenor of the two o'clock dispatch which 
had preceded it, had the incredible pre
sumption to take it upon himself to turn 
the column of the First Corps off from 
the turnpike near Fl'&8nes, and to direct 
it towards St. Amand, causing, as we 
have seen, only delay and bewilderment 
in the army which was fighting at Ligny. 
Ney, on learning of this accident, at 
once recalled the corps, but no portion 
of it returned in season to take part in 
the action of Quatre Bras. Deprived of 
the corps of d'Erlon. and reinforced only 
by the heavy cavalry of Kellermann, 
N ey made every effort to secure success. 
But though his troops fought with the 
greatest dash and persistence, though 
his cavalry rode down the Brunswick 
and Belgian horse, and on more than 
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one occasion, favored by the ta.ll grain, 
broke and overwhelmed British regi-

m ents, 
th 0 ugh 
his guns 
mowed 
down the 
squares 
in which 
the fear of 
his cavalry 
compelled 
the ene
my's in
fantry to 
stand, the 
continual 
reinforce
ments of 
f res h 
troops 
coming up 

Pathway Around Oubid. of Farm En- from Ni-
cloture. velles and 

Brussels 
just enabled Wellington to hold his 
ground through the afternoon. But 
this was all His Belgian and Han
overian troops were terribly cut up, 
and most of them were badly de
moralized. His English regiments 
suffered greatly both in officers and 
men. His situation was most crit
ical. Had the First Corps arrived 
to Ney's assistance, or even half of 
it, Wellington would beyond ques
tion have been driven from the field. 
But, instead of this, Cooke's division, 
composed of two brigades of the 
English Guards, came up about balf
past six from Nivelles, and Welling
ton, who had throughout the after
noon maintained himself with won
derful pluck and skill against Ney's 
formidable assaults, was now able 
to take the offensive himself. By 
eight o'clock the French bad. retired 
to Frames, leaving the allies masters 
of the field. 

While too much cannot be said 
in praise of the Duke's conduct of 
this desperate action, it is certainly 
true that his luck stood him in good 
stead on this bloody field. His mis
taken idea of the movements of 
the French led him, as we have seen, 
to order his troops anywhere but to 

Quatre Bras. Even Picton bad. been 
balted for several hours at W at~rloo, 
and just arrived in time to prevent 
the utter rout of Perponcher's division. 
Some, certainly, of the troops that 
reached the scene of action came there 
on their own responsibility, on hearing 
the firing. The division of the Guards, 
the arrival of which assured the safety 
of the army, marched from Braine Ie 
Comte to Nivelles without orders; and, 
bad. the aide who found it at Nivelles 
been obliged to ride seven or eight 
miles farther to Braine Ie Comte, and 
bad. the division been thereupon obliged 
to march from Braine leComte to Quatre 
Bras after receiving the order, it could 
not have come up in season to be of any 
use. Captain Mercer, in his most inter
esting "Journal of the Waterloo Cam
paign," who marched that day from 
Strypen to Enghien by orders, and from 
Enghien to Braine Ie Comte and thence 
to Nivelles and Quatre Bras without or
ders, gives a vivid and exciting picture 

of the hurried marching to 
the sound of the crumon that 

In the Viii." of Wavre. 

• . 

afternoon along the roads leading to 
Quatre Bras. 
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It will be admitted without dispute 
that Wellington's force at Quatre Bras 
could not have contended successfully 

On the Road from BNnel, to Waterloo. 

against Ney's two COrpS. If both these 
corpS had been present at the begin
ning of the action, Wellington would 
very likely have retired in the direc
tion of Brussels, and, in that case, he 
might no doubt have arranged for a 
junction of the allied armies, such as 
that which actually took place. But 
even if the corps of d'Erlon had kept 
to the turnpike, it could not have 
been present in full force at the be
ginniug of the action-ite different 
divisions would have come up succes-
8ively. Hence it is extremely unlikely 
that Wellington would have fallen 
back without fighting. Wellington, as 
we know, clung to the cross-roads with 
great obstinacy; he was continually ex
pecting reinforcements himself; and it 

.; 

Tho Approach to Li,ny. 

is altogether probable that the two rear 
divisions of the First Corps, when they 
arrived, which in the natural course 
of things would have been near five 

o'clock, would have found the Duke's 
force so involved that its orderly with
drawal would have been impracticable. 
In other words, if d'Erlon had come up 
in due course of time, the motley force 
under Wellington would not have been 
merely forced to retire, it would have 
been routed. The bad effect of the rout 
of a portion of the Anglo-Hanoverian
Belgiau army in the first engagement of 
the campaign, it is not easy to over es
timate. Tha.t Wellington, with all his 
coolness and firmness, would have taken 
the risk of trusting such an army 8.8 his 
under these circumstances in a battle 
with the Emperor himself at Waterloo, 
is extremely unlikely. But if he had 
not been willing to take this risk, the 
prospect of any combined operations 
conducted by his army and that of Mar
shal Bll1cher would have practically van
ished. Moreover, had Ney routed the 
English with the aid of the First Corps, 
he might have been able to send ten or 
fifteen thousand men by the Namur road 

Charleroi Road no .. Quatre Sr ... 

in the rear of the Prussians, as the Em
peror had directed in the 3.15 order. 
And it must be remembered. that for the 

delay of the First Corps in 
starting from Gosselies, 
without which the Emper
or's staff officer could not 
possibly have found the 
head of d'Erlon's column 
on the chaussee en route 
for Fratmes, and for the 
blunder of that staff officer, 
Napoleon was in no wise 
responsible. 

We may fairly say, there- . 
fore, that while Napoleou's dispositions 
for and at the battle of Ligny were in
adequate to the emergency, and while 
he might, so far as we can judge, by 
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other dispositions haye inflicted a deci- munication with their bases of supply; 
sive defeat upon the Prussians, who had and, trusting that the English would be 
rashly accepted battle v.ithout the assist- equall~' able to fall back in good order 
ance of their allies, his arrangements on on the turnpike to some p1a.ce where 
the left were entirely sufficient for the they could aecel)t battle and where the 
occasion, and nothing but accident pre- two armies could be united, Gneisenau, 
vented the rout of the fraction of his instend of retreating on Namur or Liege, 
army which was all that the English gen- withdrew the armv to Wane. The next 
eral.. hampered as he W88 by the conse- morning the Prussian staff officers rode 
quences of his elTOneous conjecture 8.8 oyer to Quatre Bras, and the plan was 
to the direction of the French advance, definitely settled. The Duke agreed to 
was able to get together at Quatre Bras. fall bat'k to Mont St. Jean, to a strong 

As Blncher towards the close of the position with whit'h he W8.8 perfectly 
battle of Ligny had been unhorscd and familiar, and Blucher agreed to reinforce 
injured, his chief of staff, Glleisenau, him there with all his disposable force. 
ga.'\"e the order in his name for the whole The allied commanders were now at last 
army to fall back upon W ane, b~' mads acting in t'ooperation ; their plan was a 
rWllling generally parallel "it.h the feasible one; if it should he carried out 
Brussels turnpike. From Wavre there as planned, their success would be de
are country roads leading to the turn- cisiye; and while there was, of course, 
pike, one striking it near the yillage of the danger that Wellington might be 
Mont St. Jean, IlDd another, just south defeated before Blncher could get over 
of the first, at the ,illage of Planchenois. to his assistance, it WaR a fair risk to 
As we haye pointed out, there was noth- take, and JUoreoYer it was the only thing 
ing to prevent the PnlSSians from retir- to do, unless Brussels W8.8 to he abandon
ing in this direction, if they were willing ed, and the junction of the two armies 
to give up, for the time being, direct cOIn- effected to the north of that capital 

(Concluding pal",r In the April number.) 



THE YELLOW ELMS. 

By Bessie Chandler. 

8m: lay within her chamber, pale and ill, 
Bound to her bed b1.1h:el bonds of pain ; 

Outside the leaves were . g-all was still 
Save for the dripping of the duD, sad rain. 

The elms that year were yenow all the way 
From tops to those low boughs that fringe and graoe 

Their tall, straight trunks, like little curls that stray 
And cling, caressing, 'o'er a woman's face. 

And through the leaves, as through a yello"!, pane, 
The light shone in, all golden, on her bed, 

And every morn. unwitting of the rain, 
.. Another sunny day," she, smiling, said. 

She never knew how gloomy, dark, and gray 
Those long days were. In time we came to bless 

The elms, that gave her sunshine every day, 
And robbed the rain of all its dreariness. 

Is the world grown as sunny as I ween? 
I cannot see it clearly as of old, 

For, like the elms, your love has come between 
My life and me, and turned it all to gold I 

THE NIXIE. 

'By Fanny Van de Grift Stewnson. 

N U G L Y ensconced 
in one corner of a 
first...class rail way 
carriage, an athletic, 
good-looking young 
man stretched his 
long limbs lazily, half 
opened his eyes, 

closed them again, yawned mightily, and 
then sank back into luxurious slumber. 
He had entered the carriage from a 
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country station, equipped with a trout
basket and fishing-tac1de, and was evi
dently bent on whipping the streams 
which wound among the neighboring 
hills. It was very early, and raw and cold 
with the chill of an English morning. 
Willoughby, having tipped the guard 
generously, and his destination being yet 
some three quarters of an hour distant, 
shut his eyes with the comfortable as
surance that he might finish his morn-
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ing's nap in peace. He had scarcely, 
however, 1I0ated away into that delect
able land of "negative gravity" when he 
was startled into sudden wakefulness by 
an animal-like shriek of terror so close 
at hand that it tingled in his ears. The 
train was passing through a tunnel, and, 
as often happened at that early hour, the 
lamp in the roof had been neglected, and 
the carriage was filled with smoke and 
darkness; the tunnel was long, but at 
last a glimmer of light began to pene
trate the gloom. It was with a glow of 
anger against the corruptibility of the 
guard he had himself bribed, that Wil
loughby discemed the outlines of a small 
figure crouched in the opposite bench ; a 
child, he had at first thought, which ac
counted for the quality of the shriek; 
and then, with increasing annoyance, a 
school-girl Willoughby turned over in 
his mind the terms of his coming inter
view with the faithless guard. His pri
vacy, for which he had paid liberally, 
had been violated, and his comfort de
stroyed. Sleep, so rudely assaulted, had 
lIed his eyes. He leaned back and gazed 
sullenly out of the window at the coming 
day, alas too fair, too clear, belying the 
promise of a hunting morning. 

The BUD rose higher, and BOOn 1I0oded 
the windows with dazzljng light. The 
young man drew down the blinds, and 
turned his disapproving gaze upon the 
pitiful intruder. He wondered idly, as 
she shrank before him, what mistaken 
chance had led her into a first-class car
riage, from which she must certainly be 
ousted at the first stoppage, every detail 
of her appearance being so frankly sug
gestive of that station in society for the 
members of which third-class carriages 
are specially designed. The new, blue 
cotton gown of ungainly cut, with 
straight short sleeves; the large, coarse 
boots, hardly soiled as yet with use ; the 
&tift' straw hat scantily trimmed with a 
mean red ribbon-the hat not a fit, 
the gown not a fit, the shoes not a 
fit-marked the girl unmistakably as 
the recent recruit of some charita
ble or reformatory institution. To ar
rive at an explanation of her stealthy 
entrance and incongruous position, 
was not difticult; the girl was a run
away. A second glance at her face cor
roborated the silent confession of her 

attire. The small dark eyes, darting 
hither and thither, were scouting for 
danger, and had the exp'ression of a 
wood animal troubled Wlth the vague 
suspicion of instinct at a loss. The 
shaJl81:ess gown hinted here and there of 
delicately turned contours, but also of 
the angularities of early girlhood, and 
poBBibly of privation and ill-treatment. 

Willoughby was young, and the sym
pathy of youth with rebellion somewhat 
softened his heart towards the fugitive 
-lIeeing, perhaps, from good to evil; 
but a fugitive. At every unusual sound 
or movement, the girl shrank and quiv
ered, recalling to the young man's mem
ory an incident of his boyhood. Once, in 
his schooldays, when he was hiding in 
the branches of a tree with an interdict
ed novel, a hare, hard pressed by the 
hounds, took refuge in the grass beneath 
him. Her repressed starts of terror, 
her wild dilated eyes filled him with pity. 
But what a hypocrite and time-server is 
the boy; though he could not betray 
the hunted thing, when the dogs, fol
lowed by the sportsmen, closed in upon 
her, he shut his eyes with a sick heart, 
and joined with the others in their loud 
acclamation. 

These reminiscences, and some pointed 
re1lections that were passing through 
Willoughby's mind, were cut short by 
the slowing of the train to a station. 
On the impulse of the moment, he step
ped to the door, squaring his shoulders, 
and spreading his arm as a shield to 
screen the interior of the carriage. To 
give countenance to the scrutiny of pos
sible pursuers, he called an old woman 
carrying an armful of water-lilies, and 
chaft'ered for her wares until the train 
was again in motion. " What a silly un
kindness is the kindness of the senti
mentalist,» he thought, as he threw the 
moist flowers on the seat beside him; 
"because I once saw a hare caught by 
hounds, I aid and abet a workhouse brat 
to escape from her safest friends; and 
to what end? Her destination can but 
be, after an aimless round, the shelter 
whence she came; or failing that, de
struction. " He turned to his fellow
traveller. 

"Well, my f:: girl," he began, in 
the condescen' tone of the moralist, 
"where are you bound for?" 



THE NIXIE. 279 

I< I don't know," was the answer he re
ceived and expected. 

"Wby did you run away?" 
The girl, who bad been casting furtive 

glances at the bunch of lilies, frowned, 
then smiled with an expression that 
startled him with a curious sense of 
famjJjarity, and plucking first at the 
breast of her gown, knocked upon the 
top of her bard head gear. Frowning 
again, she suddenly straightened her 
legs, bringing the heavy leathem boots 
on a level with Willoughby's knees. 

"At least that is better than going 
barefoot, or having no clothes at all," re
plied the young man to her pantomimic 
protest. "I fear you are an ungrateful 

" 
A wave of terror swept over the girl's 

face. "Let me go I Let me go I" she 
cried, leaping to the opposite window. 
As Willoughby dragged her back, for in 
another moment she would have broken 
the glass and cut her hands, she beat at 
him savagely. She did not repeat her 
attempt to escape, but cowered on the 
seat where he dropped her, regarding 
him with the stare of a cat at bal' 

I< I don't wonder, JJ thought Willough
by, "that the death of the hare sticks in 
my throat, for I feel like a hound. The 
girl is honestly running away, while I, 
who presume to lecture her, am deeing 
in a sham, half-hearted way, to sneak 
back, after my few hours of stolen free
dom, like a cur with my tail between 'U!J 
legs, to a round of conventions as gall
ing to me as the penitentiary rules are 
to her." 

With a changed voice and manner, 
he now addressed himself to the task of 
soothing the girl As his advances were 
received with quick alarm, he fen back on 
his boyish experiences as a ~pper, and 
simulated sleep, watching, meanwhile, 
the eft'ect through his lashes. The girl 
gradually ceased panting, and the lurk
ing terror in her eyes gave place to a 
sly intelligence. For a long time she 
remained perfectly quiet. Willoughby, 
tired of his constrained attitude, was 
about to speak, when she made an abrupt 
movement, evidently to test the genu
ineness of his slumber. Once more she 
made the experiment, and then, to the 
young man's dismay, darted forth a 
BWift band, detached one of the lilies, 

hid it the folds of her gown, and re
lapsed into quietude. Willoughby was 
SUlprised at the shock this gave him. 
He knew, now, that the 1litting resem
blance to an intangible image that he 
could not lay hold of, had been playing 
odd tricks in some remote comer of his 
brain, and that he was unconsciouslJ 
fitting this charity stray upon a ped
estal, and arranging her young limbs in 
a classic pose. With the annoyance one 
feels at losing a word, or the continuity 
of a thought however trivial, he racked 
his mind for the clue which was playing 
hide and seek with his memory. 

But these fruitless excursions into 
ctd-de-aac8 of the past were abruptly 
cheeked. It had been a long run since 
the last station, and Willougbly found 
himself at the end of his journey. He 
was taken unawares, and had no plans. 
That the girl must come to grief sooner 
or later, he felt sure, but a coin or two 
might postpone the evil moment. He 
hastily gathered his "tmps," and tossed 
into her lap several half-crowns ; as the,. 
left his hand he saw that he had 8oCC1-
dentally included a sovereign with the 
silver. Gold could only be a question
able and dangerous possession for the 
girl, and yet an unaccountable shame
facedness prevented his reclaiming it. 
As a last thought he laid upon her 
knees the bunch of lilies, wliich ac
cording to all rules, should have been as 
coals of fire on her head. She accepted 
them, however, without a blush, and in
stead of thanking him, lifted the comer 
of her skirt to show the pilfered dower. 
smiling in Willoughby's face with a min
gled slyness, and frankness, and shy
neBS that again sent his memory dying 
on a barren quest. 

The young man walked musingly a 
few paces, paused irresolutely, almost 
with the intention of returning, but the 
whistle of the engine, and moving wheels 
decided the question. He had given up 
his ticket and passed through the gate, 
when his attention was arrested by the 
sound of a gruft'voice saying "Now you 
come here I None of that, lOU know. 
You must give up your ticket.' A band 
clasped his. The girl had followed him 
from the train, and now stood, appar
ently waiting for his decision with the 
doubtful confidence of a dog uncertain 
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of its master's intentiOD& The money 
he had thrown her lay scattered on the 
ground, but the lilies she held to her 
breast. 

Willoughby, feeling the position a little 
ridiculous, for the girl, now she stood be
side him, was taller and older than he had 
supposed, gently loosened his hand, and 
addressed the gats-keeper in a concili
atory tone. " I think," said he, "she has 
lost her ticket; but you see she has 
money," picking it up and offering it as 
he spoke. The man touched his cap, 
named the fare, pocketed a little more 
with a "thank you, sir," and "I suppose 
she's a little--?" tapping his forehead 
significantly. 

"It seems so," said the young man, 
shifting his fishing implements about 
uneasily; "look here; take this, and see 
that she has a ticket on the return train, 
and look after her, like a good fellow, 
when it comes." 

The leering curiosity of the rustics 
who hung about the station brought a 
:Bush to his cheeks, and he turned with 
an angry stride towards a green lane 
which led, as he knew, through thick
growing beeches, skirted a field or two, 
and finally lost itself in a bit of forest 
land traversed by one fairly broad, and 
several narrower streams. The former 
he meant to follow back to its tributaries 
in the hills, where the trout cooled their 
sides in many shadowy pools dear to the 
fisher's heart. The morning fragrance 
of grasses, and blossoming weeds, and 
growing com, and the exuding gums of 
trees, rose balmily as with the breath of 
waking day, and the joy of living thrilled 
in the air. Willoughby snift'ed with ex
panded nostrils like a young horse, and 
fell into the long, easy stride of the prac
ticed walker. The girl gave him a few 
moments' vantage, watching apprehen
sively over one shoulder and the other, 
and then, hampered in her movements 
by the clumsy boots, and the folds of 
her gown, plodded heavily in his rear. 

Willoughby, who was whistling softly 
to himself, mounted a stile that lay in 
his way, and from the top tumed and 
looked out over the fair landscape. The 
figure of the girl, painfully trudging 
toward him, instantly caught his eye. 
With an impatient gesture, he sat down 
and waited for her to overtake him. As 

she came nearer, he noted with surprise 
the glow of color that was on her cheeks 
and lips. The spirit of the morning that 
had quickened his pulses, had moved 
even the dull current in the veins of the 
workhouse waif. Willoughby found 
something :pathetic in the thought. He 
gave her his hand, and helped her over 
the stile, checking his steps involuntarily 
to her limit. He fell into a confused 
reverie. Before his mind's eye rose .. 
naion of his father's house, now filled 
with summer visitors ; ladies, with their 
bazaars, their tennis, their "work," and 
their 1lirting; dull, urbane old gentle
men; dull young gentlemen whose sul
len hearts were gnawed by tedium. In 
Willoughby's distorted imagination these 
really estimable persons revolved stupid
ly, like the spokes of a wheel, round a 
common centre, Lady Maud Ponsonby. 
He knew that Lady Maud was his des
tined bride; she knew it, and their re
spective parents knew it, though no word 
had been spoken. It seemed more that 
it must be, because there was absolute
ly no reason why it should not be. 
These meditations, which had somewhat 
damped the buoyancy of his spirits, were 
interrupted by a J?luck at his sleeve. 

"There is a nver yonder," said the 
girl, pointing across the fields j "a 
river." 

"How came you to be taken to the-
the institution?" asked Willoughby, ir
relevantly, with a start. 

"They caught me in a trap, and shut 
me up, and put these upon me," was the 
indignant reply, "but they shall not do 
that again j ti?-ey cannot catch me now. 
They catch b~ too," she added j "I 
cannot understand it; can yOU"? " 

"I suppose I can," answered Wil
loughby. "Look there, at yonder thiev
ing rascal, how he is pecking away at 
the grapes-" 

They were passing the end of a walled 
garden. A gate stood open, and just 
inside, a hothouse door swung on ita 
hinges. A blackbird, taking advantage 
of the gardener's negligence, was busy at 
the amber fruit. In .. moment the girl 
was beside him, adding .. couple of 
bunches and a handful of vine leaves to 
the lilies she still carried. The bird 
chirped angrily, but did not move. 

"I cannot allow this," said Willough-
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by; .. take back those grapes, and shut 
the door." 

"No," said the girl; .. I want them, 
10 why should I put them back?" 

.. You know very well, they are not 
yours to take." 

"Not mine? But you saw me gather 
them I" 

.. You know that they belong to the 
man who planted the roots, and built 
the glass house," persisted Willoughby, 
irritated at having this primitive lesson 
in morality foroed from him. Had it 
been the escapade of a youug lady, he 
knew he should have joined, and found 
it great sport; but the thought of the 
workhouse made preaching incumbent 
on him. 

"No, they are not bis," said the girl; 
"the man did not make the root; he 
could not. And the sun, and the air, 
and the rain, made the fruit grow upon 
it. The man shut the root in a prison, 
and now you say he claims its children. 
I do not understand that." 

"If you think you are justified in help
ing yourself to whatever you may fancy," 
asked Willoughby, "why then did you 
not openly take the lily when we were in 
the train ?" 

"Everybody knows," replied the girl, 
" that there are many dangerous things 
abroad. A snake under a strawberry 
plant may not want to eat the berry, 
'but if you do, you must be very cautious 
in gathering it, or be may strike you. 
Then the large and more terrible creat
ures who are greedy like the blackbird, 
and wish to keep more than they need
with them, one must be wary indeed 1 I 
thought you were oJW of those at first." 

"Oh," remarked Willoughby. 
.. Yes; I was afraid of you, then. I 

am not, now. You did not really care 
for my taking the gmpes, you only 
feared some one might see me, and I 
should be caught in your company." 

The girl's unexpected shrewdness of 
observation, the absence of vulgarity in 
her speech or manner, coupled with her 
reformatory dress, began to puzzle Wil
loughby exceedingly. "Where have 
you lived aU your life?" he asked ab
ruptly. 

.. There," was the answer, with a wave 
of the hand that swept half the horizon. 
There was not much information to be 

derived from a statement 10 comprehen
sive. 

Willoughby tried again. "How old 
are you?" 

"Oh-a hundred-a hundred thou
sand thousand days. And you, how old 
are you?" 

"Just turned my twenty-third year," 
answered Willoughby, shortly . 

"I shouldn't have thought you were 
so old." 

" ~ suppose, then, I must look younger 
than I am," said he, not quite vIeased 
that he had given so strong an lDlpres
sion of youth. 

" On the contrary, you look very, very 
old," said the girl; but this assertion 
was still less to Willoughby's taste. 

By the time they reached the forest 
belt the sun was high, and Willoughby, 
feeling the fatigue of walking at a pace 
so much slower than his custom, would 
have stopped to rest, but the girl pushed 
on eagerly to the river. Here, Wil
loughby leaned his rod against a tree, 
and disem'barraased himself of his trout
basket, which at present contained a pack
et of sandwiches, and a half bottle of 
claret. Ha~ arranged these matters 
to his satisfaction, he turned to resume 
his conversation with the girl, whose 
quaint remarks and savage ignorance of 
the ordinary Convenance8 of life, he was 
beginning, in spite of himself, to find 
both interesting and amusing. To his 
amazement, she was apparently disrob
ing herself. Her hat lay upon the ground, 
with the ribbon that had bound her 
hair into a pigtail beside it. The bodice 
of her gown she was in the act of remov
ing; holding it up, she laughed derisively, 
and tossed it far out into some bram
bles. 

"Come," she said, beckoning to Wil
loughby; "we must take care of the lilies 
first." Gathering them together, she 
laid several in the crown of the hard hat 
that had left a mark across her brow, 
ballasted the hat with pebbles, and sent 
it floating down the stream. The coarse 
shoes, one after the other, their respec
tive stockings in their toes, and freighted 
with lilies, followed the hat. 

" I say," cried Willoughby, "you had 
better stop there 1 People do come this 
way." 

In another second his own "deer-

.. ... 



282 THE NIXIE. 

stalker" was seized, weighted, filled 
with the remaining lily pods, and this 
frail shallop joined the argosy. Shaking 
the drops from her hair, which had 
trailed in the water, the girl rose and 
turned towards the young man. "Do 
not look so strangely," she said; "they 
may not live long, but they shall at 
least die at home." 

.. Who are you?" cried Willoughby, 
passing his hand across his eyes. "Who 
are you?" 

.. Come," she said; .. come and eat, 
you are ti.red." 

She laid the stolen grapes on a ilat 
stone, and began to fold a vine leaf 
into the form of a cup. Willoughby, at 
her bidding, spread his contribution 
to the feast beside the grapes. The 
girl raised a warning finger, filled her 
green cup at the stream, deliberately 
spilled a portion, murmuring a few in
audible words, and oft'ered the rest to 
Willoughbl· 

"Is it-IS it a-libation 1" he asked, 
incredulously. 

.. It is," she answered; .. and now eat 
and drink, and rest." 

A. short time before, Willoughby 
would not have hesitated to oft'er the 
girl stumbling at his side a sip of gin 
from the mouth of a square bottle; but 
since she had cast oft' the clumping 
boots, and the pinching, dragging bodice 
of her gown, she moved with an alert 
grace that even Lady :Maud might have 
envied. The world over, it is the same ; 
beauty in the female develops chivalry 
in the male. And now Willoughby was 
abashed by the difficulty of dispensing 
his wine gracefully. The cork was al
ready loosened; he drew it with his 
penknife, awkwardly filled the sylvan 
cup, and offered it to the girl, who had 
been watching his proceedings with 
uneasy curiosity. She touched the brim 
with shrinking lip. 

.. You have given me blood to drink I " 
she gasped. 

Willoughby snatched the leaf from 
her hand, and, so strong is the sympathy 
of imagination, fancied that he, too, 
tasted blood in the cup. The meal was 
finished in silence, Willoughby swal
lowing his sandwiches with an uncom
fortable sense of gro88Ue&s, while the 
girl fed daintily on grapes. They drank 

clear water alternately from the same 
vine leaf, and even Willoughby, who 
was accounted to have a delicate palate 
for wine, and had accompanied the 
butler to the cellar that very morning 
to make sure of his favorite vintage, 
began to regard the bottle that stood 
between them with aversion. 

.. Let us bury it," suggested the girl 
So they made a hole in the soft 

ground, digging with the joints of Wil
loughby's most tenderly cherished rod; 
and there an excellent half bottle of 
La Rose doubtless lies to-day. As they 
patted and shaped the tiny grave, the 
young man's thoughts wandered back 
to the morning, when, suave and cyni
cally self-possessed, he drank a cup of 
tea in the grey semi-darkness with Lady 
Maud, complimentin~ that placid maid
en on her heroism in Joining him at suClh 
an unconceivable hour, and declaring 
himself her true knight. She had play
fully invested him with the order of the 
red rose; the rose, once reposing on 
Lady Maud's chaste breast, was--oh, 
here, in his trousers pocket, sadly 
crushed and withered. What, Wil
loughby wondered, would be Lady 
Maud's sensations could she behold him 
now, engaged with all the seriousneaa 
of life and death in a child's game, his 
playfellow, whom he more than SUB

fected to be mad, a half naked girl 
Just escaped from a reformatory? 

The crumbs and grapes, the remains 
of the repast, together with the leafy 

2' were left on the stone for the re
ement of birds and passing travel

ers. .. One should never destroy," said 
the girl, "what another may use after 
him. Yonder, round the turn of the 
stream, is a boat; the man who made it 
did not break it up when his day's 
pleasure was over, but covered it and 
tied it fast for the next comer." 

Willoughby, while he doubted the dis
interestedness of the builder's motives, 
did not question the girl's knowledge 
of the boat, and in the face of his late 
platitudes on the subject of theft (which 
he blushed to remember) proposed to 
take piratical possession of the craft, 
and row up the river. The girl, re
versing their parts, gave him her hand, 
and they ran laughing along the green 
banks like two children. As they went 
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further up the stream the featores of 
the landscape changed. The trees grew 
larger, and in more isolated groups, 
with open stretches of meadow between 
them. BreathleBB with laughter and 
J'IUIDing, the pair stopped to rest under 
the shade of a great oak. By this time 
it was high noon, and the BUD was beat
ing straightly down. 

"Wait here,"said the girL She came 
lightly springing back, carrying sprays 
of broad-leaved water-weeds. Her hair 
twined about her in dripping tendrils ; 
the coarse chemise, the charity ~ 
fresh from the river, clung in wet folds 
round her slim young body like antique 
drapery. 

"I remember-I remember," cried 
Willoughby, starting up. She signed 
1rlm to stoop, but he knelt at her feet 
instead, while she bound the leaves in a 
wreath about his head. 

"There," she said, studying the effect 
with satisfaction; "that is much better; 
that other must have been old and dry 
from the first. " 

Willoughby had a moment's dUBculty 
in understanding this remark, which 
gave him a sudden distaste, not only for 
the lost "deerstalker," now on its way 
to sodden destruction, but for his entire 
wardrobe. The dull blue of the girl's 
skirt, the unbleached linen of her che
mise, harmonized. with the tints of tree, 
and grass, and sky. The young man's 
correct bilious brown suit became hide
ous by comparison. No plunge into the 
river could mould those odious "bags," 
or the belted jacket, into classic lines. He 
was saved from heaven knows what folly 
by the voice of the girl calling him to fol
low her. Follow-foUow-herwordscame 
echoing back from the opposite shore. 

" Hark I " cried Willougnby. 
The girl, checked in the very move

ment of running, slowly raised her hand 
to her ear, and stood silent 8B a statue. 
Harlc I returned the echo. But it was 
not to that she was listening. Her 
head was turned over her shoulder, 
away from the river, and towards the 
wood. Willoughby listened intently. 
The light air moving among leaves, and 
acroas lithe twigs, made, now and then, 
a small, whistling, singing sound, the 
shadow of a strain 8B it were, so that 
he could almost persuade himself that 

he heard something like a distant, 
jocund piping. . 

"Is it the great god Pan?" he asked, 
softly. His voice broke the spell. The 
girl started and laid a finger on her 
lips. Coarse and mundane noises dis
turbed the musical silence. The loud 
laughter and chattering of approach
~ strangers sounded close at hand. 
Willoughby's first impulse was to se
cure the boat, which lay near by. He 
leaped into the stem, unfasteued the 
rope, and pushed a foot or two from the 
shore. Another boat, awkw~ han
dled by a couple of Cockney and 
their sweethearts, W8B coming down the 
stream. He C8Bt an anxious look about 
him, but he was apparently alone. The 
occupants of the boat, flushed, and 
blowsy, and happy, regarded him with 
amar«nent. "Oh," cried one, "he 
must be crazy I he's got a wreath on his 
head like the mad woman in the play. 
Perhaps he's a dangerous lunatic; oh, 
let us get away I " The young men bent 
to their oars, the boat lurched round 
the bend of the river and disappeared 
amid much splashing and giggling. 

The incident jarred on Willoughby's 
mood. He waited several minutes, gaz
ing abstractedly over the side of the 
boat, before calling to his companion. 
What was it, he wondered, that gave 
him such a new and vivid sense of kin
ship with the earth, so that he seemed 
to feel within himself its very essence 
and component parts? Had something 
got into his blood, something wild and 
natural, something with a tang like the 
sap of trees, and cool, and fresh, like the 
water of the river? He should scarcely 
have been surprised had his feet struck 
root in the ground, or leaves sprouted 
from his ~er-tips. He laughed aloud . 
for simple ~oyousneBB when he saw the 
girl's reflection beside his own. A paBB- , 
ing ripple shook the surface of the 
water, disturbing the mirrored face; 
the chin and lips quivered, the eyes be
came blurred, and the picture shattered 
into a thousand sparkles. 

"It is an evil omen," said the girl 
from over his shoulder. "Let us go 
far up the river, and never, never return 
here again." 

"Never," repeated Willoughby, ab
sently. 
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.. There are pools, and waterfa.lls, and 
glens up there," continued the girl, 
"and no hateful creatures to frighten 
us. How brave you are! You ·were 
not afraid; while I-I am trembling
make haste; make haste ! " 

Willoughby seized. the oars and sent 
the boat out into the middle of the 
stream. The river ran merrily past 
them; birds sang in the trees that 
fringed the banks j the balmy summer 
air fanned their cheeks with the fra
grance of a thousand flowers. Surely it 
was an enchanted boat ~ them 
into an enchanted land. Willoughby's 
sensations became strangely confused j 
he felt like a man in a dream; a hum
ming was in his ears, and the images 
before his eyes danced, and changed in 
hue and form. It caused him no aston
ishment that the oars became light as 
thistle-down, and he seemed to be grasp
ing slippery, moist stalks, while the girl, 
her hands upon the stern, her feet float
ing out behind her, pushed the boat 
smoothly a.ga.inst the current, with eyes 
shining like glow-worms, and her lips 
parted in elfish glee. Nor was he sur
prised when the shyest of woodland 
birds perched upon his shoulders, or 
prize trout leaped beside the craftiest 
angler in England. His voice sounded 
faint, and sweet, and distant, as though 
some one else were speaking, as he 
dreamily recounted ancient tales, mix
ing naiads, and gods, and water-sprites 
into a romantic story of the present, 
where theprlncipal characters were borne 
by himself and the girl 

It might have been a year, it might 
have been a day that passed. Shadows 
thickened, arid a cold mist began to creep 
over the ground. Wild fowl whirred 
above their nests, ca.lling their broods 
with plaintive cries. All about there 
was a scuttling and rustling of birds 
and beasts hurrying to their precarious 

homes in tree or earth. Willoughby 
shivered j the tale turned into unmean
ing words on his lips j a weight bore 
upon his breast, and his head swam. 
Was his dream tumiD into a night
mare ? The boat rook~ j swaying diz
zily over its side, he looked straight 
down into a face that sank de9J?9r and 
deeper, the smile upon it changmg gro
tesquely through the water from gay 
mockery to the grieved expression of a 
sobbing child, until it was lost in bla.ck
ness. 

Willoughby uttered an exclama.tion of 
horror. The girl was drowning before 
his eyes! He leaped after her, and dived 
again and again, until he was helpless 
from exhaustion, and cramped by the 
cold. The boat, meanwhile, half filled 
,with water, drifted heavily away. 

When Willoughby recovered conscious
ness, he found himself lying on the grass, 
supported a.ga.inst the knee of a stranger, 
and surrounded by a group of young 
people whose vulgar faces he vaguely 
recognized. He tried to speak, but his 
lips moved without words. 

"You are not strong enough yet, wait 
a little," said a kind voice. "You wonder 
what has happened, and where you are, 
Idon't doubt. These young men told my 
gardener that they had seen you with 
my favorite boat. We came up here to 
look after my property, and found you 
instead, and pullea you out of the water 
where IOU had been upset, just in the 
nick 0 time-what is it? 'Save the 
girl,' he says. Was there a girl with 
him?" 

.. No, sir," replied a Cockney voice. 
"He was quite alone. He was standing 
in the boat with a wreath on his head, 
looking very dangerous, indeed, sir, 
and it's my belief that it's a BUDBtroke. 
rve looked in his pockets, as you direct
ed, sir, and I can't find no card, nor 
nothing, only this messy old flower." 
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A SHELF OF OLD BOOKS. 

By [Mrs. Fields. 

LEIGH HUNT. 

THE private collection of books 
made by James T. Fields, and still 
remaining undisturbed in his for

mer home in Charles Street, Boston, 
overlooking the Charles River Bay, is 
one which has gained in interest with 
time; and the excuse, if excuse were 
needed, for bringing them before the 
public is the public interest already 
shown by the many requests from dif
ferent sources to see these books, or to 
le&rn certain details of their character. 

Some years ago Mr. Fields himself 
wrote a paper describing his favorites in 

VOL. m-28 

this collection, which he called "My 
Frienel's Librarv;" but at that time he 
could not fail to' be hampered by a sense 
that he, the living collector and possess
or, was too nearly allied to his treas
ures to write freely about them. 

The position of the present writer is 
one altogether different. Being only a 
custodian, full of A sense of responsi
bility 88 the keeper of a. trust, these 
memorials seem to appeal for wider op
portunity of usefulneBB to a. new genera
tion. 

In spite of the unusual chances which 
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Portrait of Lei,h Hunt. (From a drawin, mad. in 1815.) 

came to Mr. Fields, only those who have looked upon his treasures who regarded 
built up a collection of rare books can them with greater reverence and love 
understand how much time and knowl- than the collector himself, nor could 
edge Me required, under the most 00- anyone have a larger faith in their power 
vantageous circumstances, to bring such of helpfulness. A certain sacredness 
a collection together. But a still more gathers about the belongings of good 
potent factor is that instinctive love and great men, which comes not only 
and reverence for the teachers and in- from a sense of contact, but from the 
spirers of men which were essential fact that their surroundings express a 
qualities of his character. No one ever kinship with others' tastes or necessities; 
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"My Friend', Library," 

and how especially valuable, therefore, 
are their books, which introduce us into 
their workshop and give us some idea 
of their own means of education and de
velopment. 

The in.6.uence of Leigh Hunt's sur
roundings upon John Keats illustrates 
this idea perfectly. Keats W8o8 hardly 
known even to himself when Leigh 
Hunt, with his infallible touchstone for 
discerning literary excellence in others, 
recognized his sensitive nature and drew 
him into friendly relations. Charles 
Cowden Clarke tells us that he went to 
call on Leigh Hunt one day, in a pretty 
cottage in the Vale of Health, on Hamp
stead Heath, soon after he and Keats 
had left school and gone to London. 
He carried in his pocket two or thr€ji 
of Keats's sonnets, which he thoughl 
were so good for a youth under age that 
he would venture to show them to Leigh 
Hunt, but he was not prepared for the 
prompt admiration with which they 
were received. The visit ended in a 

. promise that he would soon bring Keats 
to Hampstead. It W8o8 in the library of 
this cottage, where, one night, a tem
porary bed had been made up for him on 
the sofa, that Keats composed the poem 
on" Sleep and Poetry," inspired by his 

surroundings. It W8o8 a modest room, 
clothed with such tre8o8ures 808 even a 
poor man may possess, but none the 
le88 there W8o8 inspiration in them for a 
poet's brain. 

" It was a poet's home who keeps the keys 
Of pleasure's temple--round about were hUDg 
The glorious features of the bards who sung 
In other ages-cold and sacred busts 
Smiled at each other. " 

Keats's poem is indeed an exquisite illus
tration of the way in which our brains 
and hearts may be touched to finer is
sues by such SUlTOundingS. 

As I quote these lines, fearful of 
some slip of a treacherous memory, I 
take a small volume of Keats from the 
shelf of old books. It is a battered 
little copy in green cloth, with the com
fortable e.spect of having been abroad 
with some loving companion in a sum
mer shower. It is the copy long used 
by Tennyson, and evidently worn in his 
pocket on many an excursion. He once 
handed it to Mr. Fields at parting, and 
it was always oherished by the latter 
with reverence and aft'eotion. Here, in 
its quiet corner, the little book now 
awaits the day when some new singer 
shall be moved to song in memory of 
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the great poet who loved and treasured 
it. 

Many years ago it was our privilege to 
see Leigh Hunt in London, and to make 
a traveller's slight a.cqna.intance with the 
interior which had inspired Keats. In 
response to a note of invitation, a por
tion of which is reproduced on page 303, 
we drove to Hammersmith, where he was 
then living. He was an old man with 
snowy hair, contrasting in this respect 
with the portrait on page 286, which 
was taken in the year 1815, at the re
quest of Vincent Novello, just as he was 
leaving prison. But his eyes were still 
brilliant, and the fascinating grace of his 
manner was unimpaired. He was natu
rally rather tall and of a slender figure, 
but incessant daily toil at the desk 
caused him to stoop somewhat, though 

had long ago moved away from the 
pretty cottage at Hampstead. He was 
then living in a small nouse--one in a 
block of wooden bnildings, if my mem
ory serves me--which presented few ex
ternal attractions either to a worldly or 
!eSthetic observer; but Leigh Hunt was 
there, with his elegance and charm, like a 
prince in hiding. The same treasures 
were around him, too, which lighted 
Keats's fire of song. The Greek casts, 
"Sappho's meek head," "Great Alfred's 
too," "and Kosciusko's;" 

II Petrarch, outstepping from the shady green, 
starts at the sight of Laura; nor can wean 
His eyes from her sweet face. " 

There they were, treasures indeed, 
when we remember that Keats opened 
his dreamy eyes upon them and found 

v4r 1J~~UlceU (~ d- ;;~ ~ tild.. t9 -Ier 

~ I j.urr' Jmkd.., f' ~ r~~ 4 r'1 ,/I. "'7 
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The Inlcription In Marianne Hunt'l COP1 of Soccaccio. 

his son says of him, "he was straight as 
an arrow and looked slenderer than he 
really was," but this was in earlier years, 
before time and toil had left their im
press. 

At the period of our visit, Leigh Hunt 
had reached his seventy-fifth year, and 

in them a fountain for his verse; in 
themselves they were but a few casts, a 
few engravings, a few sketches in color, 
a number of well-worn books, with win
dows full of flowers, and no heavy dra
peries to keep away heaven's light. The 
fresh white muslin curtains swayed in 
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From Mlu Whitney" Bust of Kelt .. 
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the summer breeze as Leigh Hunt sense of defeat because he was a poor 
talked, and the enchantment of his dis- man, nor even of inadequacy, except for 
course captivated us as surely as it had lack of time and strength to "entertain 
done for 80 many years all those who strangers." He wore the air of a noble 
had come into personal relation with him. laborer-ceaseless, indefatigable; and 
We forgot the tea-table and forgot the when we remember that the wolf was 
hours, while he introduced us to his driven from his door through 80 long 
daughters, to his dowers (he called them a life by his busy pen, a pen unarmed 
"his gentle household pets "), and to his with popular force, he might well feel 
latest literary interests and occupations. that the struggle had been an honorable 
He wore the dignity and sweetness of a one. In referring to his dowers, which 
man not only independent of worldly were just breaking into clusters of 
ambitions, but of one dependent upon bloom, he fell into a reverie in talk upon 
unworldly satisfactions. There was no the mystery and ministry of beauty in 
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Tho Grayo of Sholley in Romo. 

the world, a subject which he has made 
peculiarly his own ; but he soon strayed 
into the beloved paths of literature, and 
then indeed everything else was forgot
ten. His daughters tried in every way 
to decoy him to the table, but in vain, 
until at length they ran off with half his 
audience, when he soon followed. 

Wherever Hunt lived, Bowers seem to 
have been his inseparable companions. 
Even in those younger days in prison, 

he papered his walls with a trellis of 
roses, and caused plants to be put be
fore the barred windows. They were as 
characteristic companions as his books. 

It seemed the most natural thing p0s
sible to hear Leigh Hunt talk of Shelley 
and Keats as if they had just closed the 
door by which we had entered. There 
was the very couch, perhaps, where Keats 
lay down to sleep, after, as he says, 
straying" in Spenser's halls ;" for they 
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bad no room for him, we remember, and 
he was made to rest there among the 
books; and there, when he awoke, were 

"Might half alumb'ring on 1118 own right 
arm," 

and those other mysterious shadows of 
his poem. 

Hunt said, in talking of Shelley, "It 
was not in him to hate a human 
being; but I remember being 
startled once by his saying, 'Hunt, 
why is it that we all write love
songs; why shouldn't we write 
hate-songs,' and he said he would 
some day, poor fellow I I believe, 
however, that he really did dislike 
the second Mrs. Godwin, because 
she was incapable of telling the 
truth, and he used to say, when 
he was obliged to dine with her, 
'that he would lean back in his 
chair and languish into hate.''' 
It was interesting, too, in view of 
the unsatisfactory portraits and 
busts of Shelley, to hear Leigh 
Hunt say that "no one could de
scribe him," and that he always 
seemed "as if he were just alit 
from the planet Mercury, bearing 
a winged wand tipped with flame." 

Although our visit to Leigh 
Hunt was within a few months 
of his death, the native elasticity 
of his mind and the living grace 
of his manner were undimmed. He wore 
no aspect of the coming change, and the 
wan appearance of the portrait affixed 
to his Autobiograt~~ was so foreign 
to our memory of . that Mr. Fields 
has inscribed above it, "I saw Leigh 
Hunt in 1859, and this portrait bears no 
resemblance to the poet as I saw him. 
J. T. F." There is no Leigh Hunt now 
to enchant, and no Keats to be en
chanted among the old books; but, as we 
stand silently in the corner where they 
chiefly rest together, watching the inter
changing lights thrown through green 
branches from the shining river. beyond, 
we remember that these causes of in
spiration still abide with us, and that 
other book-lovers are yet to pore over 
these shelves and gather fresh life from 
the venerable volumes which stand upon 
them. 

John Sterling said, many years ago, 
"They only find who know where to 
look." It was a skilful eye as well as a 
loving hand that brought this collection 
of books together. It is not one of the 
well-equipped libraries of a rich man, 
and we are sometimes led to think, in 
these later days of accessible public 
libraries, that it is a mistake to multiply 
books, with their attendant care, in pri-

Sarry Cornwall. 

vate houses; but" My Friend's Library" 
is a collection of volumes which the col
lector himself read and loved, inter
spersed with such treasures as I have 
hinted at, books which have belonged to 
other writers, and been loved by readers 
whose very names are sacred. 

The shelves near which we have been 
pausing are dedicated especially to Leigh 
Hunt's books. He was himself the prince 
of careful readers, enriching the pages 
as he passed over them with marks and 
comments which will serve to indicate 
passages of subtile meaning or noble in
centive to all those who follow him while 
the books remain. 

The history of the transfer of these 
volumes to our shores is easily told. "It 
is amazing," Dickens used to say, as if 
he were perceiving something nobody 
bad ever thought of before, "it is amaz-
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The BIrth-place of Sholley. 

ing what love can do I" and it was love 
for Leigh Hunt personally which really 
brought these books of his to America. 
Although the best of readers, he was a 
man who believed in a generous use of 
books, and he lent and gave them away 
as if he were almost indifferent to their 
preBervation. Those which were dearest 
and most useful somehow clung about 
him, yet the number of broken sets of 
valuable books among his collection is 
almost incredible. Such as they were, 
however, Mr. Fields desired to have them, 
and they were all despatched to him soon 
after Leigh Hunt's death. There were 
about four hundred and fifty volumes al
together, and of these Mr. Fields kept less 
than two hundred. "I was foolish not 
to have kept them all," he often said in 
later years; but at the moment many 
persons appeared who expressed great 
enthusiasm about them, and it seemed 
like a kind of selfishness to keep them 
all. More than half the collection was 
scattered, and many have changed hands 
more than once since that time. We do 
not like to think of them wandering 
about homeless, or possibly finding shel
ter in some second-hand book-shop, gaz
ing helplessly from unloved shelves. 

The interest which hangs about this 
little group, thus snatched as it were 

from oblivion, is sufficient to detain U8 
in this paper. A happy chance brought 
us to this shelf; let us not wander just 
now farther afield. 

Leigh Hunt's 80880ciation with the 
men of letters of his time was cloae 
and single-hearted. No man ever helcl 
more firmly to the path he had choaen. 
He was indefatigably at work. To call 
a man of his tastes and temperament 
no lover of pleasure would seem strang. 
ly inconsistent; but his pleasures were 
taken in Shakspeare's forest, in Spen
ser's palace, in Cowley's garden, in Her
bert's church. He need not leave his 
own fireside for his finest enjoyments, 
and it was seldom indeed that Lord. 
Holland or anybody else could lure him 
away from his writing-desk to the dinner
table. He was no diner-out; neverthe
less, he became the intimate of the most 
interesting men of his time. He was 
the friend and biographer of Byron, he 
was greatly beloved by Shelley, and we 
have already seen how much he con
tributed to the happiness of Keats. He 
loved Shelley more deeply than the rest, 
and saw him much more intimatelv; 
but Carlyle, Hazlitt, Lamb, and Bairy 
Cornwall, not to mention other famous 
writers, musicians, and artists of his day, 
were all upon friendly terms with him. 
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Once only did we meet him at dinner, 
at Mrs. Procter's. It was a memorable 
occasion. Adelaide Procter, Hawthorne, 
Sumner, Kinglake, and other celebrities 
were present; but Leigh Hunt's winning 
aspect and delightful talk made the oc
casion truly sympathetic and agreeable. 
I can recaJJ., as we left the table, Barry 
Cornwall putting his arm about Hunt's 
shoulder, as they went up the stair, 
with the affectionate look of one who 
saw his dear friend only too rarely. 
Indeed we were afterward told it was 
the last time he dined out in com-

panHisy: ial' 't' sh b th soc spm IS own y e man-
ner of his reading. He could never keep 
the good things to himself. He was truly 

signs that serve as intellectual guide
posts to the mind. 

The books relating to Leigh Hunt in 
this collection may be divided into two 
groups; first, those of his own writing; 
and second, those from which he often 
drew his inspiration, the books he loved 
to feed upon, his best companions. It 
is interesting to stand in this way, as it 
were, between the student and the au
thor, on the ground between the con
ception and the finished work. By fol
lowing his footsteps through the . books 
he loved, we gather new light upon these 
companions of the mind, and at the same 
moment we gain fresh appreciation of 
Hunt's own peculiar talent for making 
the antique seed-grain bloom again. 

From Se •• ,n', paintine ... Ariel on the S,t', Beck." 

.. The Indicator" Nld .. The Seer" for 
those who were to read after him. Up 
and down the pages run notes and marks 
to attract the attention of the unwary. 
No fine epithet, no delicate allusion, no 
fitting word were lost upon his sensi
tive ear. We cannot help touching the 
pages with veneration which have been 
read, re-read, and made precious by 

In looking over the works of any true 
poet, and such Leigh Hunt undoubtedly 
was, we must in justice seek to know him 
in his poems; for however well a poet 
may write prose, we must search his 
poetry to learn his most sincere expres
sion and to discover that capacity, if he 
have it, for rising above his subject, which 
is a necessary quality of all good writing. 
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In Leigh Hunt's books we can often friend Barnes. It was a time of intense 
discover the suggestions and inspil'a- enjoyment. "We went shouting the be
tions of his poems. It might be so, per- ginning of Metastasio's 'Ode to Venus,'" 

Jo •• ph Severn. 

haps, with many another poet if we could 
find just such another reader. But he 
may be called an imprisoned singer, not 
alone in those years when he was act
ua.lly shut in prison walls, but by reason 
of his constant confinement to his desk, 
because of the nece88ity for continual 
toil Many of these hours, too, in his 
ripest manhood, were passed in the pro
saic labor of a newspaper man's office. 
He found his refreshment and com
fij:J~~on in books. "The Story of 

. . . ," redolent as it is of Italy, was 
written in his London prison, long before 
Italy was anything but a dream to him. 
It is far from wonderful that the poem 
is no better j the wonder is that it has 
life at all 

Hunt's love of Italy was very early 
awakened, and we have a delightful 
glimpse of him as a boy, first learning 
Italian at Christ's Hospital with his 

he says, "as loud as we could bawl, over 
the Homsey fields, and I can repeat it 
to this day from those first le880ns." 

Here is the large old copy of "The 
Novels and Tales of the Renowned John 
Boccaccio, the first Refiner of Italian 
Prose: containing A Hundred Curious 
Novels, by Seven Honorable Ladies and 
Three Noble Gentlemen, Framed in Ten 
Days." It was printed in London in 
1684, and bears upon the first fly-leaf 
tne following inscription [see p. 288] : 

"To Marianne Hunt--
"Her Boccaccio (alter et idem) come 

back to her after many years' absence, 
for her good-nature in giving it away in 
a foreign country to a traveller whose 
want of books was still worse than her 
own. 

" From her affectionate husband, 
wouHUNT. 

" August 23, 1839.-Chelsea." 

Boccaccio was one of Leigh Hunt's 
prime favorites, and there is another 
copy in different form close at hand. 
This time it is in two sma.ll leather-cov
ered volumes printed "in Venezia," in 
the year 1542. The autograph inscrip
tion on the title-page is as follows: 

"These volumes are presented as a 
slight but heartfelt acknowledgement 
for the kindnesses received by John 
Wilson from Leigh Hunt Esqre. 

December 3d 1840." 

Unhappily Leigh Hunt's copy of Dante 
is not among the old books; perhaps it 
never came to America. I only find three 
volumes of Commentaries on the Poets 
of Italy, which were evidently useful 
books to him, and the Memoirs (in Eng
lish) of Alessandro Tassoni. Near these 
stand his own two volumes of "Stories 
from Italian Poets," which are dedicated 
to Shelley. They are in the form of a 
summary of the great works by the five 
principal narrative poets of Italy: Dante, 
Pulci, Boiardo, Ariosto, and Tasso, and 
they prove to us at least the careful 
study he had bestowed upon Italian lit
erature. Many of the most precious of 
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Leigh Hunt's old books are associated 
with that portion of his life passed in 
Italy; chiefly, in our minds, perhaps, 
because Shelley and Keats, his dearest 
friends, died there, and because his 
friendship for Shelley ripened upon Ital
ian soil There are three of these books 
standing in a row, which must be looked 
upon especially with reverence, I believe, 
by all lovers of literature. The first is an 
illustrated copy of Shelley'S poems, the 
one edited by Mrs. Shelley and dedicated 
to their son, after Shelley's death, in 1839. 
It bears upon its title-page the following 
inscription: "To Mari-
anne Hunt on her birth-
day. Sep. 28. 1844, from 
her loving husband Leigh 
Hunt." This edition con
tains two interesting por
traits of Shelley, and a 
picture of Field Place, in 
Sussex, where he was 
born; also an etching of 
the cottage in which he 
lived at Marlowe, and two 
different views of his bur
ial place. 

ed Spirit of his illustrious friend animate 
the creations of his pencil, and plead 
against Oblivion for his name!" In 
Severn's letter, which is addressed to 
Mr. Fields in 1871, he says: "I con
fess that I live upon the past." He en
closes a photograph of himself (and this 
also is inserted), taken from a picture 
made when he was but twenty-seven 
years old, adding: "my lanthorn jaws I 
do not send." It is by no means a dis
appointing face, but one full of gentle
ness and enthusiasm. 

The mention of Severn's name leads 

There is also laid be
tween the leaves of this 
book, at the opening of 
the "Adonais," a letter 
from Joseph Severn, ~f 
whom Shelley says in his 
preface to the poem (as 
all the world forever will 
remember), "He (Keats) 
was accompanied to Rome 
by Mr. Severn, a young 
artist of the highest prom
ise, who, I have been in
formed, 'almost risked his 
own life, and sacrificed 
every prospect to un
wearied attendance upon 
his dying friend.' Had I 
known these circum
stances before the com

From a dr.wine of Keats by Seve,n. in the pOllelllon ot Mr •. Field •. 

pletion of my poem, I should have been 
tempted to add my feeble tribute of ap
plause to the more solid recompense 
which the virtuous man finds in the rec
ollection of his own motives. Mr. Severn 
can dispense with a reward from 'such 
stutf as dreams are made of.' His con
duct is a golden augury of the success of 
his future career-may the unextinguish-

me to other unpublished letters from 
him, containing further particulars of 
those early days when he was with Keats. 
To that period also belongs a picture, 
which hangs near the books, of " Ariel on 
the Bat's Back" [po 293], a fanciful and yet 
realistic bit of painting, giving a good 
idea of Severn's own ability at his ripest 
period. We learn the origin of his pa-
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Percy Bytlho Shelley. 

per on Keats, written for the Atlantic 
Monthly, of April, 1863, in a letter to Mr. 
Fields. He says, "At la.st I have per
formed my promise to you in writing a 
paper on Keats, which I ·now enclose. 
. • . You will be interested by the 
romantic incident in my Keats paper, of 
my charming meeting with the poet's 
sister in Rome, and that we have become 
like brother and sister. She lives here 
with her Spanish family; her name is 
L1a.nos; she was married to a distin
guished Spanish patriot and author, and 

has two sons and two daughters, one 
of whom is married to Brockman, the 
Spanish Director of the Roman rail
ways. ••• 

"I am glad you saw my posthumous 
portrait of Keats. It was an effort to 
erase his dead figure from my memory 
and represent my la.st pleasant sight of 
him." And in another letter, referring to 
the drawing of Keats reproduced on page 
295, he says: "I am your debtor, for you 
set me about a task so congenial that 
when my daughter saw me draw it she de-
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elared it'Wllo8 an inspiration and implored 
me to do her also a sketch of Keats. I 
am glad to assure you that it is a good 
likeness, and gave me delight even in 
this respect, in calling up his dear im
age." 

The second of the three interesting 
books already referred to is an old, 

Shelley, are in Greek: and English. Un
.fortunately they are written in pencil, 
and are slowly but 811rely disappearing. 

One of the first written is still legible : 
"To read Diogenu again and again." 
Mrs. Shelley says of her husband: "His 
extreme sensibility gave the intensity 
of passion to his intellectual pursuits ;" 
and we feel, as his eyes ranged over the 

InlC"ption on tho Fly-loaf of Dio,ono, Laortlu., owned by Sholloy and Lelah Hunt. 

brown leather-covered volume, which is 
more closely associated with Shelley and 
Leigh Hunt than any of the others. 
Shelley's generosity was unbounded, and 
in his eagerness to have Hunt share his 
enjoyments he would often part for a 
time even with his most precious books. 
The names of the two friends stand 

PLATO. Lib.m. 
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5d') In Dionem vero in hunc 
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From Sheney', Copy of Diopn •• Laortlu.. (The line, 
prefixed to .. Adonal .. ") 

upon the By-leaf of this copy of Diog
enea Laertius. It is written in Greek 
and Latin, with double columns, but the 
notes, which appear to be all written by 

VOL. m-ao 

splendid garden of the ancients which 
this book spread out before him, how 
the passion grew and how the light of 
his spirit vivified the printed lines. He 
marked page after ~ for reference; 
poems rose before his fancy as he read, 
until at length the lines of Plato shone 
upon him which now stand as prelude to 
the "Adonais." They are from an epi
taph upon a certain Stella, and may be 
rendered into English as follows: 

.. Living. you shone as Lucifer In the momlng 
sky; 

Dead, you now shine as Hesperus among the 
shades." 

But why translate them into prose, 
when Shelley himself has left them crys
tallized in the heart of an English verse ! 

., Thon wert the morning atsr among the living, 
Ere thy fair light had Oed ;-

Now, having died, thou art as Hesperus, giving 
New splendor to the dead." • 

• I found th.. foDowln, tranalatlon of thla vene amon, 
the Greek fragmenta of that unr\ylllled traDalator and pcM!t, 
Maurice PuroelI FIb-Gerald : 

.. Star of the morning Ihlnedlt thou, 
Bre life had led : 

Star of the evenin, art thoa DOW 
AmOll, the doed I " 
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It is no stretch of imagination to see 
Shelley with this book under the olive
trees on some solitary height, or Boat
ing with it as his sole companion in 
his fateful boat. His love for it was 
not a passing fancy; he seems to have 

lived with it for several years, as we find 
mention of it first in the year 1814, 
in Professor Dowden's incomparable bi
ography. In that most miserable sea
son when Sholley was in hiding from the 
baillifs, Mary writes to him from her sol
itary lodgings: "Will you be at the door 
of the Ooft'ee House at five o'clock, as it 
is disagreeable to go into such places? I 
shall be there exactly at that time, and we 
can go into St. Paul's, where we can sit 
down. I send you Diogenes, as you 
have no books." Professor Dowden adds 
in a note: "Probabll a translation of 
Wieland's Diogenes ; , but in a list of 
boob read by Mary and Shelley during 
that year, a few pages further on, it is 
distinctly set down as "Diogenes Laer
tius." 

In the " Adonais " we feel that Shelley's 
geniJIs tried his bravest wing ; and lor 
the key-note of this great poem he found 
and marked the verses already quoted. 
Perhaps he saw from his mount of vi
sion another star, his own, and knew 
that he soon should follow to the king
dom of the shades. " It was more than 
fifty years ago that this old book went 
wandering about the continent," Mr. 

Fields writes, "with the two young Eng
lish poets, and was thumbed by them 
on the decks of veasels, in the chambers 
of out-of-the-way inns, and under the 
olive-trees of Pisa and Genoa." 

Now it is at last safely housed, and 

with its plain brown coat, a hermit thrush 
among books, stands unsuspected in its 
quiet comer. By and by will not some 
other lover in some later age hear the 
voice again? , 

Standing next to Diogenes Laertiua 
on the shelf, is the third volume to which 
we have referred, a book where Cole
ridge, Shelley, and Keats stand bound 
together, three in one, with Leigh Hunt's 
notes sometimes covering the margins. 
This book was a petted possession both 
of Hunt and its last owner. It is en
riched with autographs of each of the 
authors, and upon the By-leaf at the 
back Leigh Hunt has copied a poem 
written to him by Keats" On the Story 
of Rimini." This was sent originally 
to Hunt inscribed on the first leaf of a 
presentation copy of Keats's poems. 

The pages of this volume also are 
wom at the edges, and in spite of a sec
ond binding, it will atBict no lover of 
boob by too great freshness. 

There is a letter from Ooleridge laid 
between its leaves, a feast one comes 
upon in turning them, as if quite by 
chance. It is "very characteristic," as 
catalogues say. There is one also by 

j 
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Shelley, a few pages further on, that is 
brief and at first sight not at all oharao
teristic. He writes : 

.. Dear Sir, Enclosed is a check for 
(within a few shillings) the amount of 
your bill. Oan't you make the Boobel
len subscribe more of the Poem ? 

Your most obedient servo 
PuaY BY88BB SBBLLBY. 

Jan. 16, 1818." 

The autograph of Keats in this vol
ume is a part of the first draught of the 
poem, "I stood tip-toe upon a little hill" 

school-fellow calls to mind a line from 
.. The Eve of St. Agnes" for which OJarke 
was responsible. It seems, even in their 
school-days, OJarke had access to a piano, 
and in after years, when Keats was one 
day reading to him from the poem, which 
was still in manuscript, the line, 

.. The hall door Bhuta 19aiD, and all the DOlle fl 
gone." 

"That line," he said, .. came into my 
head when I remembered how I used to 
listen in bed to your music at school" 

But Keats's autograph in this volume 
of the three poets is of unusual value ; 

Foc-olmU. from the Manulcript of K .. 1a'. Poem, "I otood tlp-toe Upoll • little hili." 

the motto of which poem is a line by 
Leigh Hunt, 

.. Pla.eee of nestling green for poeta made. " 

The autograph is marked as received 
by Mr. Fields from his friend Charles 
Cowden OJarke. The name of Keats's 

not only because it contains certain. linea 
beloved by all readers of poetry, but be
cause we gain a glimpse into the very 
workhouse of the poet's brain. The 
lines now stand, 

" Open afresh your round of starr1 folds. 
Ye ardent marigolds I 'I 

.. 



300 A SHELF OF OLD BOOKS. 

but we see how he toiled after the per
fected loveliness of these verses when we 
study his manuscript. He starts o~ 

.. Come ye bright Jlarigolds .. 

and then his impatient pen dashes out 
the passage, and he begins again. At 
last the right words came, and he knew 
them and was content. 

Writing of books, Charles Lamb says 

COLERIDGE'S PO 

_, _'dto6lIdoe_.n i~ 

r_.ere ... 
ADd _'I~ile aU m.cn.-. ... b llb...,!&; 

DOW it jt Heel',.,., 
..,.., mu. .... Bea ... lie _ ... 

• 
II 

From L.ip Hunt', Annotated Copy of Colorid,.', POI ..... 

somewhere, .. Reader, if haply thou art 
blessed with a moderate collection, be 
shy of showing it ; or if thy heart over-
1l0weth to lend them, lend thy books; 
but let it be to such an one as S. T. C. 
-he will return them (generally antici
pating the time appointed) with usury ; 
enriched with annotations tripling their 
value. I have had experience." In his 
turn, Coleridge receives in this volume 
the like tribute of annotation from Leigh 
Hunt. Line after line is underscored 
with an emphasis that will not let you 
turn the page till you have read them. 
The lovely passages seem to gain at 
least a double value from his signs of 
admiration. 

It is dangerous to gather flowers in 
such fields I They rise in crowds about 
us, and we regret a seeming partiality. 
When we come to cc Kubla Khan " hardly 
a line escapes Hunt's index; we seem 
to read certain things with him for the 
first time, and are startled by their won
drous beauty. cc Youth and Age," cc A 

Day Dream," ccThe Ancient Mariner," 
and cc Christa bel " are, of course, espe
cially marked, as if he really could not 
contain his wonder and his delight. 

In returning to Leigh Hunt's own 
poems, we are still able, as I have said, 
to trace the origin of many an inspira
tion back to these old books. Among 
his productions one of the first in value 
is certainly that beautiful brief story of 
Abou Ben Adhem. The matter of this 
poem lies like an embedded jewel in the 
BibliotkbJue Orientale. We have only to 
read the two or three long prose para
graphs contained therein, giving the his
tory of Abou, to wonder even more than 
ever at the transmuting power of Hunt's 
poetic pen. It is dull reading enough, 
compared with the poem. 

The book, however, is a precious one, 
in spite of its prosaicisms, or perhaps be
cause of them; for not only does it con
tain the seed-grain of cc Abou ben Ad
hem," but the suggestion of another of 
Hunt's best poems may be found in its 
~ cc The Trumpeteof Doolkarnein " 
18 a longer poem and far less known than 
cc Abou ben Adhem," but it was Long
fellow's favorite among the works of 
Leigh Hunt. Of his copies of Theocri
tuB, Redi. and Alfieri, all kindred spirits 
to his own, and inciters in his mind to 
fresh poetry, there is no room to write. 
Readers of Leigh Hunt's books will see 
how unaffectedly he delighted in these 
authors, and how much he drew from 
them. 

But before closing his volume of 
poems, we must recall that charming 
rondeau about Mrs. Carlyle, who was 80 
much more delightful a cause of inspira
tion than even our old books I 

"Jenny klll88d me when we met, 
Jumping from the ohair she sat In; 

Time, you thief, who love to get 
Sweeta Into your ll8t, put that in : 

Say I'm weary, say I'm sad, 
Say that health and wealth han misled me. 

Say I'm growing old, but add, 
Jenny ki8ll'd me." 

In his Autobiography Leigh Hunt 
says, speaking of his school-days: cc My 
favorite books out of school-hours were 
Spenser, Collins, Gray, and the..4rabima 
Nights. .. This last he has italicized, and 
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it is a pleaaure to find his copy among 
these volumes i probably not the very 
same he read at school, but the one pre
sented, 88 the 
inscription on 
the title- page 
tells us, 

"To Vincent 
Leigh Hunt 
from his lov
ing Father," 

and the one 
Leigh Hunt 
read many times 
in his later 
years. It is fill
ed with those 

we feel how the wonder was still a fresh 
one 88 he read. 

"When the smoke wtJ8 all out 01 the 

delicate strokes Written at the End of t..ich Hunt'. Copy of Chaucer, 

of the pen which 
he loved to draw, not only at the side of a 
favorite passage, but under every word, 
until the reader can seem to taSte the 
savor with which he devoured them. 
The "Arabian Nights" never lost their 
fascination for him. At the end of 
the fifth volume he writes the follow
ing note: 

"Finished another regular reading of 
these enphanting stories, for I know 
not what tima.-but after 'many a time 
and qft,'-September 26, 1886. 

lAuGH HONT." 

1U 

'lJ6BB8l, it reunited, and became a solid 
body, of which wtJ8 formed a genie twice 
as high as the greate8t of giants." 

He evidently disapproves of the editor 
of this edition (1811) because he is in
clined to moralize: "Why can't you let 
us judge for ourselves," he writes once, 
~ost pet~y, in the margin. Again, 
when, about midnight, "Maimoune 
sprung lightly to the mouth of the well, 
to wander about the world, after her 
wonted custom," Leigh Hunt writes, 
with droll gravity, on the leaf: "Fairy 

princesses, who live in 
wells, must be of a di4'erent 
order of royalty from those 
who inhabit subterranean 
bowers." 

1'T IaDeIih far a pntleman 
.I. To ., the 'bait that he CID 

.Alwaiea in maDnee abaeDoe, 
ADd the eooth·iD. his pnIIID08. 

Nothing could be more 
characteristic or bring the 
poet before us in his true 
light more clearly than 
these fascinating not e s. 
He takes it all 80 seriously, 
as, for instance, in these 
comments: "There is a 
curious mixture of noble 

IT oommeth by kind of senti! blood 
To cut a"fll&y all h_vm-. 
And gader togither words good, 
The wark of wisdome beareth witDae. 

0 ... of 1..lp Hunt'. Annotatlo .... 

He was then :fifty-two years old. His 
notes in these volumes are extraordinary 
reading, because the.childlikeness of his 
mind is 80 apparent in them. When he 
underlines a passage like the following, 

and inferior taste in this 
description. The white 
pillars and embroideries 

of white and red roses on cloth of 
gold are exquisite i and the balconies 
fitted up like 80phas and looking out 
into gardens are fit for them. Not 
80 the shop-full of ro888, the coloured 

, 



, 

A SHELF OF OLD BOOKS. 

pebbles, the gilt braaa and the fight
mg birds. There is doubtless, however, 
a national truth in the picture which 
baa an interest of its own." When the 
prince in the story "could not forbear 
expreaaing in his song that he knew not 
wliether he was go~g to drink the wine 
she had :t>resented to him or his own 
tears," Leigh Hunt's ready sympathy re
&pOnds, II Graceful passion III' A seri
ous reader of our commonplace days 
can hardly repress a smile at this en
thusiasm in the man of fifty-two, but per
haps the smile should be a sigh that we 
are incapable of these festal days of fsm.<7' 
He holds out well, too, through the 8lX 

volumes, embroiderinff them impartially 
with his notes. He discovers that "the 
author of these tales and Ariosto both 
selected China as the country of the most 
beautiful women in the world I Angelica 
was a Chinese i" and he remarks, busy 
editor that he was, upon a description of 
the imprisonment of the Sultan's son: 
II BookS, and an old tower, and quiet, are 
not the worst things that could have 
ha ed tohim." rG:: Bedir says in the tale: II It is 
not enough to be beautiful i one's actions 
ought to co~nd. • . ." 

"Itiscurlous, 'says~Hunt, "that 
this sentiment is so often lost sight of by 
others who have adventures with the 
beautiful fairies that figure in so many of 
these tales. The Eastern beauty seems 
allowed a certain quantum of rage and 
cruelty as a sort of moral Pin-money 
which she may spend without bein§ ac
countable for it." "This :t>icture,' he 
writes on another page, "is m fine keep
ing;---a palace of black marble, a mel
ancholy lady at a window, with torn gar
ments, and a black cannibal for the 
master of the house." 

" An Oone I" he exclaims again. "An 
addition to one's stock of beings I Par
don me Oone for forgetting thee. The 
pleasure of seeming to see thee for the 
first time ought to procure my forgive
ness." 

But I must have done with copy
ing these tempting notes, tempting be
cause I seem to see Leigh Hunt again 
as I knew him in the flesh and beard him 
speak. For Ali Baba's sake, however, 
we must be forgiven one more extract. 

"Hail, dear old story, in coming to 

thee again for I know not the whatth 
time I But why must oar friend the 
editor, among his other changes (all 
painful even when right) be so very 
particular, and contemptuous of old ... 
sociations, as to think· it necessary to 
convert the word 'thieves' into • rob
bers'? 'The Forty Thieves,' that was 
the good old sound, and for my part I 
will say Forty Thieves, still, and forever, 
however I may be prevailed upon to write 
Alla-adi-Deen for Aladdin and Kummir 
al Zumman for Camaralzamen; and I do 
not thinlt: after all that I1Dill do that." 

Leigh Hunt's book, II A Jar of Honey 
from Mount Hybla," is an excellent illus
tration of the way in which he utilized 
his reading. In the very first essay of 
the volume, the one entitled" A Blue 
Jar from Sicill and a Brass Jar from 
the' Arabian NIghts;' and what came out 
of each," he skilfully draws from the 
two jars, the one of blue china, which 
recalle<t Sicilian seas, and the one of 
brass, which recalled the ufreet, such 
an epitome of the spirit of Theocritus 
and of the " Arabian Nights" that we en
ter perfectly for the moment into the 
circle of their delicate illusions. 

"In consequence of the word 'Sicil
ian,' by a certain magical process the 
inside of our blue jar b&came. enriched 
beyond its honey. . • . Theocritus 
rose before us, with all his poetry. • 
. . Johnson says that Milton and his 
friend were not 'nursed on the same 
hill,' as represented in Lycidas ; and that 
they did not' feed the same 1l00k.' But 
they were, and they did ; • . • and 
very grievous it was for them to be torn 
asunder, to be deprived by death of 
their mutual delight in Theocritus, and 
Virgil, and Spenser." Leigh Hunt 
found Theocritus to be "a son of ~a 
---aU peace and luxuriance in ordinary, 
all fire and wasting fury when he chose 
it. He was a genius equally potent 
and universal" In sup~rt of his doc
trine be brings both virile and lovely 
things from the blue jar, and quotes 
enough to persuade us to his belief. 
There is a translation of" The Feast of 
Adonis," to which the Syraeusan goMipB 
go and listen to the song of a Grecian 
girl, which shows his poetic hand : 

"Go, belov'd Adonis, go 
Year b1year thua to and fro ; 
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Plrt of I Note of Invitation flOtII a...h Hunt. 

Only privileged demigod ; 
There wu no snoh open road • 
For At.rides; nor the great 
Ajaz, chief infuriate; 
Nor for Hector, noblest once
Of his mother's twenty BODS; 
Nor Patroolna, nor the boy 
That retnrned from taken Troy ; 
Nor those older bnried bonea, 
LapithB and Dencalions; 
Nor Pelopians, and their boldest; 
Nor PelugianB, Greeoe'll oldest. 
BI888 ns tben, Adonill dear, 
And bring DB joy another year; 
Dearly hast thou come again, 
And dearly shalt be welcomed then." 

With respect to the bl'888 jar, the 
reader is called upon to remember how 

.. eighteen hundred years after the death 
of Solomon a certain fisherman, after 
throwing his nets to no purpose, and 
beginning to be in despair, suCceeded in 
catching a jar of b1'888. • • . He took a 
knife and worked at the tin cover till he 
had separated it from the jar. Then he 
shook the jar to tumble out whatever 
might be in it, and found in it not a 
thing. So he marvelled with extreme 
amazement. But presently there came 
out of the jar a vapour, and it rose up 
towards the heavens, and reached along 
the face of the earth; and after this the 
vapour reached its height, and condensed 
and became-an Ufreet. ... " "Here," 
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says Leigh Hunt, "is an Ufreet as high 
as the clouds, fish that would have c:fe
lighted Titian (they were blue, white, 
yellow, and red,) a lady, full dressed, 
issuing out of a kitchen wall, a king, 
half-turned to stone by his wife, a throne 
given to a fisherman, and a half-dozen 
other phenomena, all re8ulting from one 
poor brazen jar," with which indeed his 
own fancy has achieved wonders. 

It is by reading after Hunt and ob
serving the way in which his mind 
played over a variety of subjects, that we 
recognize the truth of Carlyle'S tribute 
when he called him. "A man of geJ\ius 
in a very strict sense of the word, and 
in all the senses which it bears or im
plies." 

If it were only by the token of his 
enthusiasm, by the power of lighting his 
torch at the great shrines and of inspir
ing others, Leigh Hunt's name should 
be held in remembrance; and it is with 
a feeling akin to pity that we see him 
mentioned in a late life of John Keats 
as a man of "second-rate powers." We 
feel pity for a writer who, in unfolding 
the loveliness of Keats's genius, has al
lowed his eyes to be blinded towards his 
friend and contemporary. That Hunt's 
gifts were second to those of Keats, no 
one can deny, but that they were second
rate powers in themselves, the record 
which he has left in his Autobiography 
and other works must forever disprove. 

Among the volumes of the English 
poets upon our shelf formerly belonging 
to Leigh Hunt, we find his Chaucer 
thoroughly marked and annotated. "He 
was one of my best friends," he said once. 
At the end of the eighth volume he has 
written [po 801]: "Finished my third 
regular i:eading of this great poet and 
good-hearted man, whom I admire more 
than ever." The Chaucer notes are too 
full and too minute to be quoted, espe
ciallyas in his "Specimens of Chaucer," 
collected in "The Seer," we find much 
of the material digested and preserved. 
It is seeing, as it were, the first rush of 
feeling in which the notes were written 
which makes them interesting to de
cipher, but his published essays contain 
the gist 01 his recorded thought. 

His copy of Ben Jonson is a quaint 
possession, full of new suggestions. But 
Ben Jonson with Hunt's notes is suffi-

cient for a p&J:l8r by itself, and in spite 
of the temptation to follow his lead in 
such pleasant pastures, we must ~ on ; 
yet we cannot help rejoicing WIth him 
over striking passages, as we quickly turn 
the leaves; for instance where, in the 
" Masque of Queens," he marks : 

" I last night 1&1 all aloDe 
On the ground to hear the mandrake IJl'O&D. " 

The copy of Boswell's Johnson is also 
full of valuable comment. On the fly
leaf of the first volume Leigh Hunt has 
carefully ~ied two ~ of "Holcroft 
on Boswell, chiefly bearing witness to 
the latter's inquisitiveness. His own 
contributions to Johnsoniana are full of 
wit and wisdom. Hunt was, as I have 
said, an indefatigable workman. He 
read and wrote, for weeks together, from 
the early morning until midnight, and 
the enormous amount of literary knowl
edge and skill he acquired was in pro
portion. However great his sufFerings 
from poverty were, they were not caused 
by any lack of diligence in himself, but 
by the terrible responsibility of a large 
family to be maintained by the point of 
a pen. The result of these great labors 
is to the benefit of posterity, and a fut
ure edition of Boswell, incorporating 
his notes, would seem to be the only fit 
method of reproducing them. I find 
one profitable bit of Hunt's autobiogra
phy on the margin. He says, in reference 
to a passage describing Johnson's" de
jection, gloom, and despair," "I had it 
myself at the age of 21, not with irrita
tion and fretfulness, but pure gloom and 
ultra-thoughtfulness, - constant dejec
tion; during which however I could tri
fle an~ appear cheerful to others. I got 
rid of it by horseback, as I did also of a 
beating of the heart. I had the same 
hypochondria afterwards for four years 
and a half together. In both cases I 
have no doubt that indigestion was at 
the bottom of the disease, aggravated by 
a timid ultra-temperance. I never prac
tised the latter again, and the far greater 
part of my life has been cheerful in the 
midst of my troubles. I have however 
not been a great or luxurious feeder, 
and I have been cheerful on svstem as 
well as inclination. My child1iood was 
very cheerful mixed with tenderness; 
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and I had many illnesses during infancy. 
I think lowe my beet health to the con
stant and temperate regimen of Christ 
Hospital. Daring both my illnesses the 
mystery of the universe pe1plexed me; 
but I had not one melancholy thought 
on religion." 

When we recall Johnson's criticisms 
of Milton's poetry, the following note is 
agreeable to our sense of truth. It is 
written upon a page where Johnson has 
been saying that "had Sir Isaac Newton 
applied himself to poetry he could have 
m&de a fine epic poem; I could as 
easily apply to l8.w as to tragic poetry." 
"Surely the company must have been 
laughing here," says Leigh Hunt. 
.. COuld Johnson, who had no ear, have 
made a musician? With no eye, a 
painter?" 

But no seductions by the way should 
lead to the copying of these notes apart 
from the text, especia1ly while so fong 
a row of books stands unmentioned and 
beckons us to give them at least a nod 
of recognition. 

Of Leigh Hunt's copy of Milton Mr. 
Fields writes: "I am pained to o~ 
serve in my friend's library several 
broken sets of valuable books. One of 
her copies of Milton, of which author 
she has some ten di&rent editions, 
has a gap in it, which probably will 
never be filled again. Gone, I fear, 
forever, is that fourth volume, rich in 
notes in the handwriting of him who sang 
of 'Bimini' and ' Abou Ben Adhem.' " 

Boston's long-loved teacher, George 
B. Emerson, used to say to his pupils, 
II Lending books is a most expensive 
luxury." In consequence of this indul
gent temper, Hunt's Milton stands shom 
of the fourth volume, containing &9pBrt of 
4' Paradise Lost." The volumes tLat re
main are much interlined and com
mented, but we miss the first and second 
books of the great poem all the more 
because he has so enriched the portions 
that are left to U& "L' Allegro" and 
"n Penseroso" he considers" the hap
piest of Milton's productiona." We can 
easily understand how congenial their 
loveliness would be to Leigh Hunt. He 
especially observes in "L'Allegro" the 
paaaage containing the lines : 

" While tbe plougbman near at hand, 
Whlatles o'er the furrowed land, 

And the milkmaid aingeth bUthe, 
And tbe mower whets hia scythe, 
And every Ihepberd tella his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale." 

W arion in a note reminds us that the 
"late ingenious Mr. Headley sug~ 
that the word tale does not here unpll 
stories told by shepherds but that it IS 

a technical term for numbering sheep." 
Leigh Hunt adds: "This explanation 
would probably be rejected Dy most 
young readers at first, as interfering 
with their Arcadian luxuries j and might 
even be unkindly regarded by older ones 
for the same reason: but it will be 
adopted by every grown reader of poetry 
at last." 

The line, 

"BOIOm'd blgh in tufted trees," 

was evidently a favorite i also those, 

.. Untwisting all the ohaina that tie 
The hidden lOuis of harmony." 

Of "n Penseroso" he says: "This 
word o~ht always to be spelt penfter080, 
and not m its present way, which is cer
tainly not the common one with Italian 
writers, and I am told is not to be found 
in them at all." . 

Many books still look at us from Leigh 
Hunt's group, and there are interesting 
things for book-lovers still to be found 
among them. There is his copy of 
Plato's "Rep,ublic," of Emerson's "Eng
lish Traits,' the notes in which gave 
Emerson himself much amusement; Car
lyle's "French Revolution" and others. 
Badi, and the English poets, and Steme 
were all evidently favorite reading. 
There is a freshness like that of a June 
rose in Hunt's delight in good books to 
the very end, and the same freshness is 
to be found in his own work. We are 
sorry to think that he is not much read 
or known by the younger generation, 
and perhaps if it were understood how 
little the term "old-fashioned" applies 
to him, he would be more eagerly sought. 
Many a young lover of books would sym
pathize with the writer, if the pages of 
"Imagination and Fancy" were once 
opened in a quiet comer. 



THE ELECTRIC MOTOR AND ITS APPLICATIONS. 

By Franillin Leonard Pope. 

the morning of De
cember 25, 1821, the 
young wife of an as
sistant in the labora
tory of the Royal In
stitution of London, 
was called by her 
husband to share his 

delight at the success of an interest
ing experiment, the po88ibility of ac
complishing which had occupied his 
thoughts for many weeks. What the 
young woman saw, upon entering the 
.boratory, was this: Upon a table stood 
a small ve88el filled nearly to the brim 
with mercury; a copper wire was sup
ported in a vertic&l position, so as to 
dip into the mercury, while a little bar
magnet 1l0ated in the liquid metal as 
a spar-buoy 1l0ats in a tideway, having 
been anchored by a bit of thread to the 
bottom of the vessel. The mass of mer
cury having been connected by a wire to 
one pole of a voltaic battery, the experi
mentalist had found that whenever the 
electric circuit was completed by touch
ing the other battery conductor to the 
vertical wire, the 1l0ating bar would re
volve around the latter as a centre. In 
this simple manner a continuous me
chanical motion was, for the first time, 
produced by the action of an electric 
current. 

The world is even now but just 
awakening to a conception of the mag
nificent po88ibilities of the humble gift 
which was slipped into its stocking on 
that Christmas morning by the since 
world-famous man, who not long before 
had jocosely described himself &II "Mi
chael Faraday, late book-binder's ap
prentice, now turned philosopher." 

In the winter of 1819-20, the Danish 
p'hilosopher <Ersted had observed that 
if an electric current was made to trav
erse a wire in proximity and parallel 
to a magnetic compass-needle, the 
needle was dellected, and instead of 
pointing to the north, tended to place 
itself at right angles to the wire. The 
consequences of this discovery, which 

in troth was nothing less than that of 
the po88ibility of converting the energy 
of an electric current into mechanical 
power, proved to be far reaching and 
Important. It was at once seized. upon 
by the brilliant and fertile mind of the 
French academician Ampere, who by a 
series of masterly analyses, showed that 
all the observed phenomena were refer
able to the mutual attractions and re
pulsions of parallel electric currents, 
while his confrbre Arago succeeded in 
permanently magnetizing a common 
sewing-needle by surrounding it with 
a helically coiled wire through which an 
electric current was made to pass. 

These brilliant discoveries inaugu
rated an era of active research. Faraday, 
as we have seen, was BOccessful in pro
ducing continuous mechanical motion. 
Barlow, of Woolwich, elaborating Fara
day's discovery,. made in 1826 his elec
tric ~ur-wheel, a most ingenious phil
osophical toy, and, in point of fact, the 
first organized electric motor. In 1826 
Sturgeon devised the electro-magnet. 
He bent a soft iron rod into a horseshoe 
form, coated it with varnish and wrapped 
it with a single helix of bare copper 
bell-wire. A current passed through the 
wire rendered the rod magnetic, and 
caused it to BOBtain by attraction a soft 
iron armature of nine pounds weight. 

In this country, Professor Dana, of 
Yale, in his lectures on Natural Philoso
phy, exhibited Sturgeon's electro-mag
net. Among his listeners was Morse, 
in whose mind was thus early planted 
the germ which ultimately developed into 
the electric telegraph. Professor Joseph 
Henry, then a teacher in the Albany 
Academy, starting with the feeble elec
tro-magnet of Sturgeon, reconstructed 
and improved it, and then, by a series of 
brilliant original discoveries and experi
mental researches, developed it into an 
instrumentality of enormous mechanical 
power, capable of exhibiting a swrt.aining 
force of 2,300 pounds, which neverthe
less vanished in the twinkling of an eye 
upon the breaking of the electric current. 
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With cbaracteristic sagacity Henry at 
once foresaw the more important uses 
to which his improvements were applic-

Sarlow', Spur.wheel Motor. 

able. He constructed, in 1881, a tele
graph in which strokes upon a bell were 
produced at a distance by the attractive 
force of the electro-magnet, embodying 
all the fundamental and necessary mech
anism of the electric telegraph of to-day. 
He also devised and constructed the first 
electro-magnetic motor. In a letter to 
Professor Silliman, in 1881, he says: 
.. I have lately succeeded in producing 
motion by a little machine which I be
lieve has never before been ap:plied in 
mechanie&-by magnetic attraction and 
repulsion. II It was a crude atmir and 
served merely to illustrate the essential 
principle of such an apparatus. A vibrat
ing or reciprocating electro-magnet was 
provided with an attachment for con
trolling the current of the battery by in
terrupting and reversing it at the proper 
time. This machine, which is of much 
historical interest, together with some 

tive electro-magnetic engine, so far 
from giving way to the natural enthu
siasm of the successful inventor, Henry 
proceeded, with the sobriety of judg
ment which was perhaps his mOBt 
prominent characteristic, to forecast 
the future possibilities of the new mo
tor. He was soon led to see that the 
power must be derived solely from the 
oxidation or combustion of zinc in the 
battery, and hence that the heat-energy 
required for the original deoxidation of 
the metal must represent at least an 
equal amount of power, the inevitable 
corollary of which was that the fuel re
quired for this purpose might with 
much more economy be em:ployed di
rectly in performing the required work. 

Although thus well &88Ul'ed that elec-

Sturseon', Electro-mqnet'c Ensin •. 

tro-magnetism could never hope to com
pete with, much less supemede steam 
as a prime motor, he predicted that the 

electric motor was destined to oc
cupy an extensive field of useful
ness, particularly in minor appli
cations where economy of oper
ation was subordinate to other 
considerations. 

This fundamental, and as time 
has shown, prophetic conception 
of the legitimate field of the elec
tric motor, failed to impress itself 
upon the minds of Henry's con

Profe_ J_ph Henry" Electro • .".cnetlc Motor. (From a photo. temporaries. The problem of the 
Sraph of the orislnal.) application of electricity as a uni-

of Henry's large electro-magnets, is pre
served in the cabinet of Princeton Col
lege. 

After having thus demonstrated the 
possibility of constructing an opera-

versal motive power was taken up 
with great zeal by a host of sanguine in
ventors. In 1882, Sturgeon constructed 
a rotary electro-magnetic engine, of 
which we give an illustration above, a 
fac.simile of his own drawing, which he 
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exhibited before a large audience in 
London in the spring of 1833. In our 
own country, perhaps the earliest elec
tric motor was the production of Thomas 
Davenport, an ingenious Vermont black
smith, who, having seen a magnet used 
at the Crown Point mines in 1888 for 
extracting iron from pulverized ore, was 
seized. with the idea of app1~ag
netiam. to the propulsion. of . ery. 
In 1834 he produced a rotary electro
magnetic engine, and in the autumn of 
1835 he exhibited in Springfield, Mass., 
a model of a circular railway and an 
electfO-magnetic locomotive. 

Many citizens of New York will recall 
the erect and handsome figure of a ven
erable gentleman, dreaaed with scrupu
lous neatness in the Continental cos
tume and cocked hat of the period of 
the revolution, who fifteen years ago 
was to be seen on Broadway every 
pleasant day, and whose resemblance to 
the accepted portraits of Waahington 
was so striking as to at once arrest the 
attention of the observer. This was 
Frederick Coombs, who, as the agent 
of Davenport, visited London in 1838, 
where he exhibited a locomotive weigh
ing 60 or 70 pounds, propelled around 
a circular railway track by electric pow
er, which excited the greatest interest 
in the scientific circles of the metrop
olia. 

In 184:0, Davenport printed by an 
electric motor a sheet entitled the "Elec
tro-Magnet and Machinist's Intelligen
cer." Meantime others had. occupied 
themselves with similar undertakings. 
Professor Jacobi, of St. Petersburg, in
vented a rotary electro-magnetic motor 
in 1834, and with the financial aaaiat
ance of the Emperor Nicholas con
structed, in 1839, a boat 28 feet long, 
carrying 14 passengers, which was pro
pelled by an electric motor with a large 
number of battery cella, at a speed of 3 
miles per hour. In 1838-39, Robert 
Davidson, a Scotchman, experimented 
with an electric railway car 16 feet long 
and weighing, including the batteries, 6 
tous, which attained a speed of 4 miles 
per hour. 

The limits of this article preclude even 
the briefest notice of the labors of many 
ingenious experimenters who occupied 
themselves in this line of research, but 

no historical sketch of the electric motor 
would be complete without some refer
ence to the work of Dr. Charles Grafton 
Page, for many years occupying an offi
cial position in the Patent Office at 
Washington. 

Page, while a medical student in Sa
lem, Mass., entered upon an experimen
tal investigation of the relations between 
electricity and magnetism, which he 
continued to prosecute with extraordi
nary diligence and succeaa during the 
greater portion of his active life. He 
particularly distinguished himself by his 
researches in electrical indnction, nota
bly by his invention of the electro
static coil and circuit-breaker, which baa 
been persistently, but wrongfully, cred
ited to Buhmkorft: His work m con
nection with the electric motor, al
though not so well known, is certainly 
no less important. Many middl~ed 
men of to-day will recall the interesting 
and curious array of apparatus for illus
trating electro-magnetic rotation which 
formed such an important part of the 
philosophical cabinets of the academies 
and colleges of the preceding genera
tion, almost every one of which owes its 
origin to the fertile and ingenious brain 
of Page. As early as 1845 it had. been 
observed by Alfred. Vail, the coadjutor 
of Profeaaor Morse in the construction 
of the electric telegraph, that a hollow 
coil of insulated wire, traversed by an 
electric current, posaessed the curious 
f.roperty of sucking an iron core into 
Itself with considerable force. Upon 
this phenomenon being shown to Dr. 
Page, he at once conceived the idea 
of utilizing it in the operation of an 
electric motor, and after numerous ex
~enta he succeeded in construct
mg, in 1850, a motor of this description, 
which developed over 10 horae-power. 
Aided by an appropriation from Con
gress he subsequently constructed an 
electric locomotive, with which an ex
perimental trip was made from Wash
ington to Bladensburg, on the Wash
ington branch of the Baltimore and 
Ohio Railroad, on April 29, 1851, on 
which occaaion a rate of speed was at
tained, on a nearly level plane, of 19 
miles per hour. Of course in this, !YI in 
other experiments which have been de
tailed, the great cost of producing elae-



Faraday Announcin, HOI D.aco.a'Y to HOI Wife on Chriotmu Mornin,. 1821. 
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tricity by the consumption of zinc in a 
battery precluded the possibility of any 
commercial advantage from the scheme, 

Chari .. Grafton Poe-. 

but the achievement waS nevertheless a 
notable one. Not far from the same 
time Mr. T. Hall of Boston, who had 
constructed much of Page's appara
tus, made a small model of an electric 
locomotive and car, which is 
of interest, as establishing the 
practicability of conveying the 
electric current to 110 car by em
ploying the rails and wheels as 
conductors, thus dispensing with 
the necessity of transporting the 
battery. 

One of the most enthusiastic 
experimentalists with electro
magnetic machinery was Dr. 
James P. Joule, of Manchester, 
England, who in a letter written 
in 1839, said: "I can scarcely 
doubt that electro-magnetism 
will eventually be substituted for 
steam in propelling machinery." 
Professor Jacobi, too, one of the 
most eminent philosophers of 
that day, wrote: "I think I 
ma.y assert tha.t the superiority 
of this new mover is pla.ced be
yond a doubt as regards the ab
sence of all danger, the simplic
ity of action, and the expense at-
tending it." 

Some years afterward, when Dr. Joule 
had become older and possibly wiser, he 
made a series of investigations on the 
mechanical equivalent of heat and other 
motors. The results led him to estimate 

that the consumption of one grain of 
zinc produced only about one-eighth of 
the mechanical equivalent of a grain 
of coal, while its cost is more than 
twenty times as much. This conclusion, 
being generally accepted by the scien
tific world as authoritative, ultimately 
tended to discourage further efforts to 
apply electro-magnetism as a prime 
motor. The question was well summed 
up by Professor Henry, in these words: 
"All attempts to substitute electricity 
or magnetism f01" coal-power must be 
unsuccessful, since these powers tend to 
an equilibrium from which they can only 
be disturbed by the application of an
other power, which is the equivalent of 
that which they can subsequently ex
hibit. They are, however, with chemi
ca! attraction, etc., of great importance 
as intermediate agents in the application 
of the power of heat as derived from 
combustion. Science does Dot indicate 
in the slightest degree the possibility 
of the discovery of a new primary power 
comparable with that of combustion as 

ProfoslOr Joseph Honry. 

exhibited in the burning of coal. 
We therefore do not hesitate to say that 
all declaratioDs of the discovery of a new 
power which is to supersede the use of 
coal as a motive power have their origin 
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in ignorance or deception, and frequently 
in both." 

In the words which have been itali
cized, Henry accurately foretold the 
true place, in the domain of industry, 
of the electric motor. Much confusion 
of thought exists in the popular mind 
at the present time in reference to this 
very point. We continually hear elec
tricity spoken of as a motive 
power, and the prediction 
is freely made that it will 
soon take the place of the 
steam engine; that it will 
be employed to propel ves
sels across the Atlantic, and 
the like. But such a view of 
the matter is wholly with
out scientific basis. Elec
tricity, in its important ap
plications to machinery, is 
never in itself a source of 
power. It is merely a con
venient and easily manage
able form of energy, by 
which mechanical power is 
transferable from an ordi
nary prime motbr, as a 
steam engine or a water
wheel, to a secondary mo
tor which is employed to 
do the work. It performs 
an office precisely analo
gous to that of a belt or line 
of shafting, which, however 
useful in conveying power 
from one point to another, 
can, under no conceivable 
circumstances, be capable of 
originating it. 

On the second day of his experiments 
he wrote to a friend: "I think I have 
got hold of a good thing, but cannot 
say ; it may be a weed instead of a fish, 
which after all my labor I may pull 
up." On the tenth day, he became fully 
satisfied that he had hooked a fish. 
A crucial experiment showed that he 
had made a grand discovery which may, 

To properly understand 
and appreciate this new And,. Mari. Amp.,i. (Afte, a 11 •• 1 .n,ravinl. by Ta,di.u, in 1825.) 

and important aspect of the 
mechanical application of electricity, it 
is necessary to return to the experiments 
of Faraday. In 1831, after he had be
come the director of the laboratory of 
the Royal Institution, he turned his at
tention to what he called the "evolution 
of electricity from magnetism." The 
brilliant generalizations of Amp~re, fol
lowed by the experimental demonstra
tions of Arago, Sturgeon, and Henry, to 
the penetrating mind of Faraday neces
sarily implied reciprocal action, and he 
accordingly sought diligently to obtain 
the electric current from the magnet. 

without injustice, fairly be compared, in 
point of practical importance, with New
ton's immortal discovery of gravitation. 
The principle upon which this discovery 
binges may be explained in a few words. 
Every magnet is surrounded by a sphere 
of attraction which gradually diminishes 
in intensity as the distance from the pole 
of the magnet increases, and which has 
received the technical name of the "mag
netic field." If an electric conductor be 
moved through this magnetic field the 
influence of the field tends to retard or 
oppose the movement of the conductor; 
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the mechanical force exerted in over
coming this resistance is converted into 
electrical energy, and appears in the 
conductor in the form of an electric cur
Ent. If instead of the magnet we sub
stitute another wire conveying an elec
tric curreot, this last is surrounded by a 
magnetic field and similar results are ex
perienced when another wire is made to 
move within it. The same phenomena 
occur if the conductor remains station
ary and the magnetic field is moved, 
or its strength increased or diminished. 
This effect is known by the general 
name of induction, and the law which 
governs it was formulated by the Rus
sian philosopher Lenz as long ago as 
1833. It may be stated as follows: 
The currents induced by the relative 
movements either of two circuits, or of 
a circuit and a magnet, are always 
in such directions as to produce 
mechanical forces tending to stop 
the motion which produces them. 

To Fa.ra.da.y also is due the first 
experimental machine for the me
chanical productiou of electric 
currents. But he went no fur
ther. He pOB8e88ed pre-eminently 
the scientific mind. His pleasure 
in the pursuit of natural truths 
was so absorbing that he could 
never turn away from them for 
the mere purpose of following up 
their practical applications. " I 
have rather been desirous," he 
writes, "of discovering new facts 
and new relations dependent on 
magneto-induction, than of exalt
ing the force of those already ob
tained, being sure that the latter 
would find their full develoyment 
hereafter." In the words 0 Pro
fessor Sylvanus Thompson, "Can 
any passage be found in the whole 
range of science, more profoundly 
prophetic or more characteristic
ally philosophic, than these words 
with which Fa.ra.da.y closed this 
section of his Experimental Re
searches? " 

Within a year after the publication of 
Fa.ra.da.y's experiment, Pixii, a philosoph
ical instrument maker of Paris, con
structed an apparatus in which a per
manent magnet was made to induce 
currents in the wire surrounding an 

electro-magnet; this was called a mag
neto-eleclric machine, and was doubtle88 
the first organized appliance for produc
ing an electric current by mechanical 
power. In 1838 it was materially im
proved by Saxton, of Philadelphia, whose 
apparatus will be recognized as the well
known "shocking machine" in which 
electric currents are produced by turn
ing a crank. A similar device is used 
for ringing telephooe call-bells. For 
many years the practical applications of 
the magneto-electric machine were com
paratively unimportant, aod were prin
cipally confined to its employment for 
actuating certain forms of telegraph 
apparatus, thereby dispensing with the 
voltaic battery. 

In 1850 Professor Nollet, of Brussels, 
essayed to make a powerful magneto-

A,ICO. 

electric machine for decomposing water 
into its constituent elements, oxygen 
and hydrogen, which were to be used in 
producing the lime-light. In 1853 a 
company was organized in Paris, and 
experiments were made with a large 
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machine constructed by Nollet. So far rope and America, and innumerable 
as the lime-light scheme was concerned minor improvements were made which 
the experiments were unsuccessful, but have resulted in the exquisitely organ
subsequently Mr. F. H. Holmes made ized dynamo machine of to-da.y, a ma
some alterations in Nollet's machine, and chine which has confessedly reached. 
applied it directly to the production of . state of perfection, leaving but the nar
the electric light between 
carbon points. These ex
periments induced others 
to take up the subject both 
in France and England, 
which ultimately resulted 
in the production of the 
brilliant and beautiful 
electric arc-light, by which 
the streets of our principal 
towns are now nightly il
luminated. It · has been 
used in some of the French 
lighthouses since 1863. 

The substitution of the 
electro for the permanent 
magnet, first suggested by 
Wheatstone in 1845, was ap
plied in the construction of 
large machines by Wilde, 
of Manchester, who worked 
at the subject cQntinuous
ly from 1863 to 1867, with 
resul ts incomparably in 
advance of all pranous at
tempts to obtain electric
ity by mechanical power. 
In 1867 he exhibited a ma-
chine which produced the 
electric arc-light in its ut-
most magnificence, and was capable of 
instantly fusing iron rods fifteen inches 
long and one-fourth of an inch in diam-' 
eter by the flow of the electric current. 

The final step in the development of 
the magneto-electric generator was an al
most simultaneous, although independ
ent discovery by Moses G. Farmer, of 
Salem, Mass., Alfred Varley and Pro
fe880r Charles Wheatstone, of England, 
and Dr. Werner Siemens, of Berlin. 
This was the idea of employing the cur
rent from an electro-magnetic machine 
to excite its own electro-magnet. The 
invention of this improved form of ap
paratus, which received the name of the 
dynamo-electric machine, gave an ex
traordinary impetus to the investigation 
of all branches of electric science. The 
subject was once more taken up by 
scores of enthusiastic workers in Eu-

Dr. Wern.r Siemen .. 

rowest margin for any future improve
ment in its efficiency. 

As we have seen, the earliest field of 
usefulness for the dynamo-machine was 
found in electric arc-lighting, which has 
now become, in the United States at 
least, an enormous industry. One of 
the most useful and convenient of these 
machines was designed by Gramme, of 
Paris, in 1872, which was ca.pable of giv
ing a. constant current resembling in its 
characteristics that from a battery. At 
an industrial exhibition in Vienna, in 
1873, a number of Gramme machines 
were being placed in position, in order 
to exemplify its various uses as an elec
tric generator, on which occasion oc
curred one of those singularly fortun
ate accidents which have again and 
again played so prominent a part in the 
history of industrial progress. In mak-



814: THE ELECTRIC MOTOR AND ITS APPLICATIONS. 

ing the electrical connections to one verting mechanical energy into electric 
of these machines which had not as currents and again reconverting these 
yet been belted to the engine-shaft, a by means of a reversed dynamo-machine 
careless workman attached to it a pair into mechanical power, naturally aug
of wires which were already connected gested the practicability of transmitting 
·with another dynamo-machine, which power through electric conductors to 
was in rapid motion. To his amaze- any required distance. One of the ear
ment, the second machine commenced liest applications of this character was 
to revolve with great rapidity in lit the revival of the electrically operated 
reverse direction. Upon the atten- railway. This, as we have seen, was by 
tion of M. Gramme being directed to no means 
this phenomenon, he at once perceived a nov el 
that the second machine W8.B performing idea, but 
the function of a motor, and that what its COlli

was taking place was an actual trans- me l' c i u 1 
port of power through the medium of develop
electricity. This singuln.rly opportune m nt fnr 
occurr ence led to the instant recognition obvious 
of the true place of the electric motor reasons 

A St.-et-.. , P,opelled by an Electric Motor. 

in the domain of mechanics. From the remained in abeyance until generating 
date of Page's experiments almost the machinery was available to furnish large 
only practical use . to which the electric . quantities of electricity at moderate cost. 
motor was applied is in the operation of One fact of controlling importance in 
dental apparatus, to which it has been this connection is that electricity is ca
adapted with great ingenuity and suc- pable of being supplied to a moving 
caBS. motor through frictional or rolling con-

The late Professor James Clerk Max- tact, a method of communicating energy 
well, one of the master minds among impossible of realization by other known 
the electricians of the new era, expressed means; hence the energy could be sup
the opinion that the reversibility of the plied by machinery situated at any re
Gramme machine was one of the most quired distance from the moving train 
important disl}overies of modern times. by extending the conductor along the 
While it is true that the circumstance railway, for which, as we have seen, the 
attracted general attention in scientific rails themselves might serve when prop
circles, its application to useful pur- erly insulated. It is probable that the ear
poses was no doubt deferred for many liest detailed conception of the modern 
years by the counter-attraction of elec- electric railway was due to Jean Henry 
tric lighting, which promised to inven- Cazal, a French engineer, who proposed, 
tors and capitalists larger and more as early as 1864, to utilize the natural 
immediate profits. The principle of con- powers, such as water and wind, for op-
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6rating railways, by the electrical trans
mission of power. But this was in the 
day of small things in electric genera
tors, and hence the practical re
aJ.iz&tion of the ideas of Cazal 
was only rendered possible by 
the subsequent development of 
the dynamo-machine, as here
tofore related. 

A request by the proprietors 
of a German colliery to be sup
plied with an electric locomotive 
for hauling coal ears in the lev
els led Dr. Werner Siemens to 
devise and construct an electric 
railwa.y, which was exhibited at 
the Industrial Exhibition in 
Berlin, in the summer of 1879. 
This railway was circular, about 
1,000 feet in length and of one 
metre gauge. A dynamo-electric 
machine driven by a steam en
gine supplied the current, the 
expenditure of en erg y being 
about five horse-power. One hundred 
thousand persons were transported over 
this line, during the period of the ex
hibition. 

Meantime several American inventors 
were independently at work upon this 
problem, among them Stephen D. Field, 
of San Francisco, Dr. Joseph R. Finney, 

80 or 90 rods in length. Field's electric 
locomotive was first exhibited at the Ex
position of Railway Appliances in ChiC&-

The Van Depoele Electric Motor. 

go, in June, 1883, during the continuance 
of which nearly 27,000 passengers were 
transported. Both Field and Edison 
utilized the rails of the track to convey 
the current to the motor. 

Finney's plan was somewhat ditrerent. 
He suspended an insulated copper wire, 
about the thickne88 of a lead pencil, 16 

Electric Tramway for Haulinl Fr.ilht. u.ed in a Supr Refinery. 

of Pittsburgh, and Thomas A. Edison, of or 20 feet above the line of the railway. 
New York. Edison was the first to con- A small wheeled trolley, running on this 
struct a dynamo-electric railway in Amer- wire as on a track, and connected with 
ica. This was in the spring of 1880, at the car by a flexible conducting cord, 
Menlo Park, N. J., the track being some served to convey the electric current 
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from the n,lirial ('onductor to the 
motor j a. plan whlch in practi('e 
h lJ.B been found to answer o.dmil'
ably for moderate speeds, Fin
ney designed from the fhat to ap
ply the electric motor to an ordi
nary tre t-car as a substitute for 
horS -pow 1". His first experi
mento.l car was exhibited in Alle
gheny, Pa., in the summer of 
1882. 

The first electric street railway 
established in America for actual 
service was on a suburban line two 
miles in length extending from Bal
timore to Hampden, Md It had pre
viously been operated by animal power, 
and was cheaply and roughly construct
ed, having sharp curves, and grades IJ.B 

high as 330 feet per mile. This line has 
been continuously operated by electric
ity since September 1, 1885. The electric 
current is conveyed by an insulated rail 
fixed to the ties midway between the traf
flc rails. The electrical machinery was 
designed and constructed by Leo Daft, 
of Jersey City, N. J . The results of the 
change of motive power were highly grat
ifying to the management, inlJ.Bmuch as 
the receipts of the line were largely in
creased during the first year, while on the 
other hand, the expense of opemtion was 
diminished, and this in spite of the fact 
that the application was made under ex
ceptionally unfavorable circumstances. 
The success of this undertaking went far 

The Spra,ue Motor Runnf"i an Elevator. 

to demonstrate the advantages of elec
tricity as a street-oar motor. 

Every consideration of humanity, no 
less than of convenience and economy, 
unites to urge the substitution of me
chanical for animal power upon our nu
merous street railway lines at the earliest 
practicable moment, * and hence it is 
gratifying to know that on the first of 
January, 1888, there were in daily ser
vice, in the United States and Canada, 
no less than twenty-three street railways 
operated by electricity, having a total 
length of about 100 miles, while between 
twenty and thirty others are in an ad
vanced stage of construction. 

One of the most successful examples 
of an electric street railway is that at 

• In the otl'OOt railway oervice In large cIUea, the die
lAnce travoled each day by a two-bo"", team a"""
about ten mile .. BO thnt eAch animal worltB only aboat two 
hou ... out ot the twenty.fonr. Tbe coot ot otabllnlr. feed· 
ing. and replacing horse. I. tWO per year. eacb. '!'be..,. 
dve lICe or a car-horoo I. only from two to four:reua. 
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Scranton, Pa., designed by Charles J. 
Van Depoele, of Chicago, which has 
been in daily operation since December, 
1886. It is four and one-half miles in 
length, of standard gauge, laid with 
steel rails, and its passenger equipment 
consists of seven handsomely finished 
Pollma.n cars, each propelled by a 15 
horse-power electric motor, which stands 
on the gJass..enclosed front platform and 
:,1~ to the forward axle by the la-

. . mechanical dmce of sprocket-
wheels and steel chains. The external 
appearance of the motor is shown in 
the illustration on page 315. It stands 
about two feet high and occupies a space 
perhaps eighteen inches square. The 
car, of which an illustration is given on 
page 314, can be run at a speed of fif
teen miles per hour, if required, and in 
its regular work ascends grades of near
ly 300 feet per mile with great facility. 
The machinery is nearly noiseless and 
quite unobjectionable in every respect. 
It is stated that the cost of running at 
Scranton, using for fuel the waste coal
dust or .. culm II from the anthracite 
mines, which can be had in almost in
exhaustible quantity at the nominal 
price of 10 cents per ton, is about one 
dollar per car per day, or a trifie over one 
cent per car mile. The economy over 
animal power, the cost of which in New 
York and Boston is reckoned at some
thing over ten cents per car mile, is very 
apparent. 

Similar electric railways are in opera
tion at Appleton, Wis., and st. Cath
arine, Ontario, which are driven by 
water power at an almost nominal cost. 
In many instances natural power may 
be thus used with the utmost advantage, 
as it is by no means necessary that the 
power should be in the vicinity of the 
line of the railway. 

Several of the inventors whose names 
have been already mentioned in con
nection with electric railway work have 
paid mnch attention to the problem of 
city and suburban rapid transit, and 
there is every reason to hope that an 
early day will witness the suCcessful in
troduction of electric power upon the 
elevated railway system in New York, 
for which it would seem on every ac
count to be peculiarly well adapted. 

The pioneer electric street railway in 
VOL m.---& 

Europe was the Lichterfelde line, in the 
suburbs of Berlin, constructed under the 
superintendence of Dr. Siemens, which 
has been running since the spring of 
1881. Several other electric lines have 
been constructed in Great Britain, lre
land, and on the Continent, but as usual 
with inventions of this class, our own 
country quickly placed itself in advance 
of all others in the extent to which the 
new system found a practical applica
tion. 

A considerable number of street-cars 
have been constructed, both in Enro~ 
and America, with the design of denv
ing the electric energy for propelling 
each individual car from storage bat
teries or accumulators carried upon it. 
An accumulator may be described, in a 
general way, as a vessel containing acid
ulated water in which is immersed a pair 
of leaden plates. The passage of a 
strong electric current from a dynamo, 
through the liquid from one plate to the 
other, produces a chemical action which 
has the eifect of oxidizing one of the 
plates. After this process has gone on 
for some hours, the dynamo may be de
tached, and the two plates joined by a 
wire. An electric current will now pass 
through the wire from one plate to the 
other, as in an o~ voltaic bat
tery, the eifect of which 18 to undo the 
work which has been done in charging 
the battery. Strictly speaking, in a bat
tery of this kind, no electricity is stored j 
its energy is in fact converted into chem
ical energy, and this may be reconverted 
into electric energy at will Many quite 
successful experiments have been made 
with self-propelling motor cars o?erated 
by these batteries, and there 18 little 
reason to doubt that they will ultimately 
find an extensive use and application in 
large cities and other localities where 
the employment of an overhead con
ductor for electrical distribution is from 
any cause objectionable. The most se
rious objection to their use is the ex
pense of operation, which has thus far 
proved to be much greater than in the 
case of direct supply from the dynamo. 

Many inventors are endeavoring to 
find a thoroughly practicable plan of 
insulating the electric conductor be
neath the roadway j and while the prob
lem is unquestionably a far more di8i. 
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cult one than would be supposed by a 
person unfamiliar with the subject, yet 
there is probably no good reason to 
doubt that it will in due time receive a 
practical solution. 

The commencement of the general in
troduction of electric lighting by in
candescent lamps supplied from cen
tral stations, which may be fairly COD
sidered to date from about 1883, had 
the almost immediate eft'eot of creating 
a demand for amaU electric motors. It 
was at once perceived that the electric 
lighting conductors, if introduced into 
every building in a town and supply
ing a constant electric current, at an 
expense ordina.r.ily not exceeding 8 or 
10 cents per horae-power per hour, 
could be utilized with great advantage 
in driving sewing machines, lathes, ven
tilating apparatus, and innumerable 
other sorta of machinery for domestic 
purposes, or for the lighter class of 
mechanical industries. Quite an assort
ment of neat little motors of this char
acter, of di1l'erent patterns, and of 
capacities ranging from one-tenth to 
one-half a horse power, were exhibited 
at the Industrial Electrical Exhibition 
at P~~ in 1884, for operating 
sewing . es, and other light work, 
where they attracted much attention. 

One of the moat interesting exhibits 
of this character was made by Lieut. F. 
J. Sprague, formerly an officer in the 
U. S. Navy, who showed two or three 
motors of his own design having a ca
pacity of perhaps five horse-power, 
whicli were employed to drive 100mB 
and other textile machinery requiring 
considerable power. Another motor of 
about two horae-power, built by Mr. 
Daft, was at work for several weeks 
dt¢ng the exhibition, printing the reg
ular weekly issue of an electrical jour
nal, on a power prese with a bed 31 by 
4:6 inches. The succeaafol and satisfac
tory operation of theee motors led al
most immediately to the establishment 
of an extensive business, and there are 
now in New York, Boston, and other 
cities, systems of electric power-distri
bution from central stations of consid
erable importance, employing machines 
of the types first exhibited at Philadel
phia on the occasion just referred to. 

It is a very difficult matter to ascertain 

even apt>roximately the extent to which 
this business of electric power-distribu
tion has already attained in this country, 
but a somewhat cursory investigation has 
shown that it is greatly in exCeBB of what 
might have been anticipated. One cen
tral power station in Boston operates 
nearly one hundred motors of a capac
ity ranging from 15 down to one-half a 
horse-power, the greater number used 
being from 5 to 10 horse-power. The 
supply conductors are carried under
neath the pavement of the streets. A 
~le corporation of the dozen or more 
actively engaged in this manufacture has 
sold within three years over 1,000 mo
tors aggregating more than 5,000 horse
power, . and the demand is increasing 
daily. It would be almost im~ssible to 
catalogue the number and vanety of pur
~ for which the electric motor is now 
m daily use. Some of the most usual ap
plications are for printing preaaea, sew
mg machines, elevators, ventilating fans, 
and machinist's lathes. At the present 
time every indication unmistakably 
points to the probability that within a 
very few years nearly all mechanical work 
in large cities, ~ in cases in 
which the power req' does not ex
ceed say 50 horae-power, will be per
formed by the agency of the electric 
motor. It is an ideal motor, absolutely 
free from vibration or noise, perfectly 
manageable, entirely safe, and with the 
most ordinary care seldom if ever gets 
out of order. Indeed there is no reason 
to suppose that the limit of 50 horse
power will not be very largely exceeded 
within a comparatively short period, 
when it is remembered that scarcely five 
years ago the production of a successful 
10 horse-power motor was considered 
quite a noteworthy achievement. 

An extremely nseful application of 
the electric motor, which is likely to be 
widely extended, is in connection with 
large manufacturing establishments, al
ready supplied witli incandescent elec
tric lighting apparatus. It is a very 
simple matter, by means of a current 
denTed from the same dynamo, to oper
ate elevators, hoists, presses, pumpa, 
trucks, tramway-cara, and many similar 
appliances, which are now worked at 
greater expense, and with far less con
venience, by band, animal. or indepen-
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dent steam power. We give an illus
tration of tliis description of tramway 
work at a mgar refinery in East Boston, 
Mass. [p. 816]. The electrio motor is 
geared to the axle of a low platform 
ear, and serves to propel it, together 
with a second car, along the track, the 
whole being operated by a current from 
the incandescent dynamo used. for light
ing the premises. This little freight 
train makes a round trip every jive 
minutes under the management of an 
ordinary laborer, hauling an average 
load of ten tons of raw sugar from the 
wharf to the refinery at each trip, at an 
inconsiderable expense. 

Another very important service to 
which the electrio motor is especially 
well adapted is that of a substitute for 
belts, shafting, and gearing, in the trans
mission of power from the prime motor 
in large manufacturing establishments. 
A New England cotton-mill engineer of 
high repute has ascertained, from actual 
m8881ll'eID.ent of a number of modem 
mills fitted with :first-class shafting, that 
over thirty per cent. of the gross power 
of the engines is absorbed in driving 
the various lines of shafting alone, 
before the delivery of any power what
ever for actual work. Numerous tests 
demonstrate that it is entirely within 
the truth to estimate the 1088 of con
version, transmission, and reconversion 
in well-clesigned electrical machinery, 
under like conditions, at 1888 than thirty 
per cent., so that in the use of the elec
tric motor for this class of work, we 
have at once an actual saving over the 
1088 experienced in the direct mechanical 
transmission of power, with the further 
and in most cases controlling considera
tion, that in the case of the electrical 
~ this 1088 aft'ects only such por
tions of the machinery as are actually 
at work, while under the ordinary con
ditions, the entire system of belting and 
shafting must be kept in continuous 
operation, entailing a constanll 1088, ir
~ve of the number of machines 
which may be actually in use at any 
given time. The ad~tages of having 
every individual machine driven by its 
own independently controlled power, 
and at any required speed, are so obvi
ous that it is scarcely neceSBary to men
tion them. 

The conditions of electrical power 
transmission have been thoroughly stud
ied, by competent engineers, and are 
now so well understood, that those con
versant with the practical aspects of the 
subject are well assured that within a 
few years even the smallest towns and 
villages will supply themselves with 
electric light and power plants. In such 
places a plant of 60 horse-power, or even 
less, will be quite su1Iicient to furnish a 
good profit on the moderate investment 
of capital required. The establishment 
of a power centre, even in a rural vil
lage, cannot fail to attract a greater or 
1688 number of small though by no 
means unprofitable industrial enter
prises, and the mere fact that such 
power can be had will in itself tend to 
rapidly increase the demand. The man
agement of an electric ~ower plant re
quires no unUBUal scientific knowledge. 
Once the station has been established 
it can be carried on by the ordinarily 
intelligent class of mechanics and work
men wno are to be found in every vil
lage. It is computed by statisticians, 
that the average price at which power 
is sold in the United States, approxi
mates $110 per horse-power per annum. 
A 60 horse-power electrical plant, in
cluding the station building, engines, 
boilers, dynamos, distributing wires, 
and fixtures, can be erected, at present 
prices, at an expense not much exceed
ing .160 per horse-power, and the gross 
cost of operating such a plant may be 
fairly estimated at about .,,000 per 
year. Experience has shown, that in 
consequence of the intermittent demand 
for power by a group of miscellaneous 
consumers, it is entirely safe to contract 
to supply a quantity considerably in 
excess of the actual capacity of ~e 
station, so that indeed as much as. 70 
horse-power might be sold from a 60 
horse-power plant, thus bringing in a 
yearly groBB revenue of 87,000 or more 
and leaving a net profit of some $8,000. 
Where a good water-power is avail
able at a moderate outlay, the profits 
might be even more than we have esti
mated, while it will be readily under
stood that in all such cases, the propor
tionate profits are rapidly augmented as 
the capacity of the plant is inCreased. 

A somewhat startling proposition in 
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connection with the general subject of 
the transmission of energy to a dis
tance by electricity was adV8llced by 
that eminent engineer, the late Charles 

. W. Siemens, of London, who, in 1877, 
expressed his conviction that by this 
means the enormous energy of the fall
ing water at Niagara might be trans
ferred to New York City, and there 
utilized for mechanical purposes. In 
1879, Sir William Thomson, the elec
trician, publicly asserted his belief in 
the po88ibility, by means of an insulated :fl-:.e; wire, half an inch in diameter, of 

. 26,000 horse-power from water-
wheels driven by the falls, and of deliv

C. and C. Motor Runnln. a Sew1na 
Machin • • 

ering 21,-
000 horse
power at a 
distance of 
300 statute 
miles. He 
estimated 
that the 
cost of cop
per for the 
line would 
be less 
than 15 
dollars per 
horse-pow
er of ener
gyactually 
delivered 
at the re
mote sta· 
tion. While 
SirWilliam 
may be re

garded as somewhat of an enthusiast, 
and has occasionally manifested a ten
dency to present matters of this kind in 
a sensational light, yet it cannot be 
lo(,lked upon as especiall1 improbable 
that the realization of this apparently 
chimerical project will be witneBSed by 
persons now living. 

A series of extensive and costly exper
iments of this character have been zeal
ously prosecuted within the last few 
years by M. Marcel Deprez, a French 
electrical engineer, who was fortunate 
enough to obtain the 6n.ancial assistance 
of the Rothschilds. The results at
tained have been much criticised by the 
profession in other countries, but it 
seems indisputable that on at least one 

occasion more than 35 horse-power was 
delivered at the terminal of a conductor 
70 miles in length, 62 horse-power hav
ing been applied to drive the generator, 
showing a total loss of energy approx
imating 43 per cent., a result which can
not be looked upon as unsatisfactory. 
The whole question turns upon the 
practicability of employing high electric 
pressures, and hence the further devel
opment of this branch of the subject 
must await the march of progress in 
generaJ. electric science. 

The experiment of Jacobi, who was 
the first to propel a vessel by electricity, 
has already been noticed. The records 
of electric navigation are a blank from 
that time until the commencement of the 
experiments of the ingenious and ver
satile Trouv~ of Paris, who exhibited a 
small boat on the Seine in 1881, the elec
tricity for which was supplied by a pri
mary battery. Four or five passengers 
were carried at a speed of about three 
miles per hour. Between 1882 and 1886 
quite a number of experimentallaunchea 
were built in England and France, pro
pelled by electric motors, and supplied 
with electricity by accumulators stowed 
in the bottom of the boat, which served 
also as ballast. The most noteworthy 
achievement of this character was the 
launch Volta, which in September, 1886, 
performed the trip from Dover to Calais 
and back, with ease and safety, the bat
teries being charged but once for the 
double journey. Seven passengers were 
carried on this occasion, and a speed of 
over twelve miles per hour was reached. 
The Volta was 37 feet long, seven feet 
beam and three and a half feet deep. 

Quite recently a New York establish
ment, which manufactures small motors, 
one of which is shown in the aooom
pt'nying illustration 88 applied to a sew
ing machine and deriving Its power from 
a primary battery, has adapted a sim
ilar motor to the propulsion of a light 
canoe. The dimensions of the motor de
signed for this craft are so small that at 
first sight it seems almost absurdly inad
equate for its intended purpose. But 
its performance is nevertheless excellent, 
and a considerable demand has sprung 
up for these neat and ingenious little 
vessels. 

It wou1d be impOBBible, within the 
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limited space at command, to attempt to from city to city, rising and falling 88 
enumerate the various future appli~ the topography of the coun~ may ~ 
tiODS of the electric motor which sug- quire, and the complete solution of the 
gest themselves to the enterprising elec- problem becomes little more than a mat
tro-mecbanician, but, in conclusion, the ter of detail Not that such detail is 
writer cannot refrain from expressing unimportant, nor that the innum~ble 
his conviction that the day is not far minor difficulties can be overcome with
distant when rapid transit between the out much experiment and study, but it 
principal cities of .America will be ef- may nevertheless safely be aftirmed that 
fectad to an extent which to persons un- the ultimate result is already distinctly 
familiar with the developments of elec- foreshadowed, and that we may expect 
tricity must seem utterly visionary and within a few years to be transported 
chimerical. Once admit, 88 we must do, between New York and Boston in less 
the poBBibility of applying almost limit- than two hours, not by the enchanted 
less electric power to each axle of a carpet of the Arabian Nights, but by 
train, with the poBBibility of laying a the potent agency of the modem elec
track almost 88 straight 88 the crow flies tric motor. 

NATURAL SELECTION. 

A ROMANCE OF OHELBEA VILLAGE AND EAST HAMPTON TOWN. 

'By H. C. Bunner. 

PART m. 

':!I!~!!I!~O~~! Uuew h~-It self upon the task of 
preparing Oelia for 
the fray with a zeal 
and ardor that 

H;;;;;;1 brought only dismay 
to h~ younger sis-
ter's breast. It hav

ing been decided that the victim of so
ciety must have some new gowns, D0-
rinda at once planned a wardrobe of 
variegated brilliancy. Oelia strove with 
all h~ tact for a more modest working, 
but she had to stand up and do battle
royal for h~ own standards when D0-
rinda wanted her to purchase a certain 
II Dame Trot" garment, of a pattern 
which was at the time exciting the irrev
erent attention of the press. They came 
to an open rupture. Oelia:finally ap
pealed to the head of the house, who de
cided, with masculine justice, that she 
W88 entitled to choose her clothes for 
herself. Dorinda writhed; but came 

back to the fasciuting employment 
more in sorrow than in anger. 

When the little trunk was at last 
packed, Dorinda's v~ct on the COD
tents was that they were good enough, 
but had no sort of style about them. 
Oelia, doubtful of their po88eB8ing any 
merits at all, took a negative comfort 
from this. .A.h I if she could only gath~ 
an idea of Mrs. Wykoff's likes from Do
rinda's dislikes I 

The day came when Mrs. Wykoff'S 
maid was to convey her charge to the 
furth~ shore of Long Island. This rel
egation of Oelia to a menial's care had 
somewhat troubled the family conclave; 
but it had been decided that, in view of 
the di1ferences in social ethics revealed 
by past dealings with the Wykoff family, 
it would be fair to aasume that the lady's 
intent was respectful. however much 
her course W88 open to the criticism of 
the right minden. The sun was shining 
on the mid-day dinner when the carriage 



322 NATURAL SELECTION. 

was announced; Celia bad finished a 
nervous attempt at a meal, and was 
ready for the ordeal Five napkins fell 
to the ground, and amid a storm of ca
resses and tears, Celia was hustled to the 
door. Even Alonzo shook her hand with 
a stem cordiality which hinted that, UD-

der favorable circumstances, all might 
yet be forgiven. Her father kissed her 
brow and in a minute she was in the 
carriage-the Wykoff carriage-with 
Parker. 

Parker was a Briton, and she stood 
by her colors. Long years before, when 
her firm but kindly rule over Mrs. Wy
koff was just beginning, her employer 
made one single effort to treat her as an 
American. 

"Your name is Jane, I believe?" she 
said: "I will eall you Jane, I think, 
hereafter, instead of Parker." 

Jane Parker dropped an old-world 
curtsey, and set her thin lips. 

"Indeed, mum, I would not be that 
disrespeetful to my betters; and I 'ope, 
mum, you will not insist." Mrs. Wy
koff did not insist, and Parker remained 
Parker. 

The carriage rolled away, and Celia 
leaned back in her comer and felt a de
licious glow of yearning fright and mys
terious hope. Opposite her sat Parker, 
bolt upright, an eminently respectable 
guide to the gates of Elysium. Beyond 
her, through the windows, Celia saw the 
silver W tossing on the rounded 1lanks 
of the Wykoff horses. At the railroad 
station-or the corral ealled by that 
name-Stephen met them, Mrs. Wykoff's 
aged but efficient butler and general 

manager-the masculine equivalent of 
Parker. Here they were taken under 
the wing of that vigilance of which an 
aeoomplished servitor like Stephen 
makes a pride. Celia did nothing for 
herself, she was not even sure that she 
bad used her own means of locomotion 
when she found herself seated in the 
best seat in the car, Parker close behind 
her, her light wrap and little satchel on 
the seat by her side, and a monthly mag
azine on her lap. 

She had not thought of taking a book 
with her, and she did not even lmow 
that for this delicate attention she was 
indebted to Stephen's own inspiration. 
Later she learned of the coDScientious 
care he had given to the selection. He 
felt it his duty to report his exercise of 
discretion to Mrs. Wykoff: 

"Seeing her unprovided, ma'am," he 
explained, "I felt that I might go 80 far. 
I would not take the responsibility of 
choosing what a young lady should read, 
but I bad see that particular paper 
here on your own table, ma'am, and I 
run through it on the news-stand to see 
that there was no nudity pictures nor 
anything that you could object to, 
ma'am." 

Celia hardly glanced at her magazine. 
She was too full of a new and sweet 
content to care to read any other 
woman's love-story. She looked out of 
the window, and was interested in the 
landscape. Perhaps no one else ever 
eared to look at that d1Ll, flat country, 
divided between swampinessand aridity; 
but Celia gazed at it with an indul
gence that bad in it a touch of pro
prietorship. Most of the time, however, 
it pleased her to lean back in her seat 
and Ben8e the guardianship of her lover's 
emissaries. It was as though the aegis 
of her Prince of the Golden World was 
stretched out over her. She bad dis
covered Stephen sitting unobtrusively 
at the furthest end of the car, Watching 
her with a steady eye that took in all 
her surroundings, her every movement. 
She half lifted her hand toward the win
dow-he was at her side in an instant, 
and bad raised the sash. She drew back 
a little from the draft-Parker silently 
slipped her wrap over her shoulders. 
At one of the stations a tall, handsome 
young man entered and wandered down 
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the aisle, looking for a seat. His eye 
fell on the empty place next to her&
then, as if lured by some strange mag
netism, that youthful masculine eye was 
attracted to Stephen's, sitting weazened 
and bent in the far comer of the car ; 
and the young man passed on his way. 
Celia felt S1l1'e that if he had hesitated 
in the least, he would have been snatched 
up and wafted into the most distant car 
on the train. Surely such service was 
sweet. 

It was dusk when they arrived at the 
station nearest to the WykoftB' place
a summery dusk, yet chill and damp. 
Randolph was waiting, with his mother's 
victoria. He did not kiss her; he only 
pressed her hand and murmured" Dear
est I" in stately conftdence. There were 
people all about them; it could not be 
otherwise, and Celia knew it: yet some
how she felt a little disappointed-a 
tri8e chilled. 

The carriage went swiftly over the 
sandy roads, while Randolph talked to 
his betrothed in low, deep tones-talked 
of such things only as Parker, sitting 
on the box, might hear. They passea 
under dim trees, and through pigmy 
forests of underbrush, the cool gloom 
growing deeper and deeper. Oelia lis
tened almost in silence. An indefinable 
loneliness and a joyous, lluttering ex
pectancy struggled within her. She 
was trying to adjust her consciousness 
to a sudden change in her surroundings. 
She felt she was more than the len~ of 
the longest railro&d from Ohelsea Village 
and Popper Leete's mid-day dinner. 

"We didn't expect to have anyone at 
the house except my cousins," she heard 
Randolph saying, as her mind tried to 
picture the life that already seemed to 
have slipped far behind her; "but rve 
got an old college chum of mine down 
here for a month or t.wo-Jack Clag
gett. He's an artist, and he is doing 
some of the decorative work on the 00-
operative Buildings. That is only one 
end of his cleverness. O1...aggett is going 
to be a great man some day. And then, 
just for to-night, we have old Jedby at 
dinner. He invited himself-he lives 
with his brother six or seven miles down 
the road-near Sag Harbor. He's a 
jolly old gossip, and used to be a mend 
of my father's. He's a sort of tame cat 

with us. But you'll see nobody else ex
cept my mother and the girls." 

" The girls ?" queried Celia. 
• "Yes, my cousins. And you've got 
to fall in love with them, you know. 
They're dear good girls. rve known 
them ever since they were little mites. 
We used to play together. Laura is 
uncommonly clever, and no end of fun. 
She's the eldest. Annette is the pretty 
one; but she isn't as bright as Laura. 
But mind, you must admire them both." 

"I will if they will let me," said Oelia, 
meekly. 

"Let you I" exclaimed her lover; "they 
will worship you-see if they don't I" 
And then, catching sight of Parker's 
back, he became silent. 

They swung through a gateway in a 
long stone wall, and the wheels crashed 
up a graveled drive. Red windows 
1lashed out through the trees, a 1l00d of 
warm light came from a broad open door, 
and presently Oelia was standing on the 
veranda, receiving a motherly kiss 
from Mrs. Wyko~ and furtively exam
ining two taU, pretty and very talkative 
girls who had a number of unimportant 
things to say with bird-like volubility. 

"Parker will take you to your room, 
my dear," said Mrs. Wykoff; "and she 
will help you to change your dress, or 
you shall come to dinner just as you 
are, whichever pleases you. Are you 
tired? You are a little pale." 

"1-1 have a headache, I think," fal
tered Celia, truly enough, for the strong, 
sharp sea-air had struck hard on her 
nerves. 

" You shall have your dinner in your 
own room," declared Mrs. Wykoff; but 
Celia would not consent. It was only 
the ghost of a headache, and it would go 
away of itself. 

She found it very awkward to be 
helped by Parker, and when Parker 
opened her trunk and took out the con
tents she watched Parker's eye with un
easiness in her soul. She might as well 
have tried to read the'eye of the sphinx. 

"Which dress, mum?" inquired her 
assistant. 

"The gray one, I think," said Oelia, 
naming the garment on which she placed 
her main reliance, as being what women 
call .. always nice." It was a dark gray 
silk, so made as to fall, to Celia's appre-



824 NATURAL SELECTION. 

hension, just about at the vanishing 
point or horizon-line between the heaven 
of full dress and the lowly simplicity of 
work-a-day attir&-a compromise gown, 
in fact. And truly, the modest square
~tco~emthpNUy~(thefum 
real lace Celia had ever bought) at the 
neck was a proper garb as you ehall 
see a preUy maid in. . 

But when Celia saw that gray dress 
come out of the trunk, the kindly cur
rent of her blood Hew back to her heart's 
chill core. Down the front in an ara
besque pattern, over the back in simula
tion of impOBBible festoons, nay, down 
the skirt in a mad cascade of color ran 
a ribbon of two shades of arsenical 
green, occasionally exhibiting a NVerse 
side of pale yellow. Dorinda had. done 
good .y stealth, and had. violated the 
sanctity of the trunk after it bad been 
packed. Dorinda had. always said that 
that dress lacked style. 

"No, not that one," Celia said to the 
immovable Parker: "that is Ir-& mis
take. There's a black silk d.ress there
I'll get it." 

Celia bleBBed her mother's peculiar 
fancy, that was responsible for the ex
istence of the black silk dreSB. " Mrs. 
Wykoft' bein' in moumin'," Mrs. Leete 
had. speculated, "she might like to see 
you in black of a Sunday. It looks 
more considerate." 

Ten minutes after the appearance of 
the black silk, Celia bad begun to live 
her dream: she sat at her lover's table; 
whatever this life might be for which 
she had. yearned, she was in the midst 
of it. She had mshed a wish, and the 
wish had. come true, as in a fairy tale. 

A dream she thought it, at first. She 
sank into her great leather chair with a 
pleasant sense of physical fatigue. She 
saw everything in the rosy dazzle of the 
crimson-shaded candles. She had. a 
vague, diffused. perception of luxurious 
comfort. The table spNad befON her, 
a glittering, snowy plain. She heard 
the murmur of gentle voices all about 
her; even the soft laughter was musical 
to her ears. 

It was only a moment of dreamy 
ecstasy. She lifted a spoonful of soup 
to her lips, and awoke herself to observe, 
to study, to learn. Eve ate of the fruit 
of knowledge, and the glories of uncom-

prebended Paradise began the slow pro
cess of resolving themselves in so much 
land and so much water, so many trees, 
so many shrubs, and so many spotted, 
speckled and striped birds and beasts 
and CNeping things. 

She sat at her hostess's right hand, 
and at the distant end of the table she 
saw Randolph, and saw him for the fum 
time in all the grandeur of what he 
would have called his "war paint." She 
accepted him as a NvelatiOn, and won
dered whether she had. ever sufticiently 
NveNd him. When Alonzo got intO 
evening drees, he always looked as 
though he might break in the middle if 
he were careleasly handled. Nothing of 
this painful eft'ect was observable in 
Randolph. To her right was Mr. Jedby, 
an ancient beau, who had. begun to wax 
his moustache in the Presidency of the 
late Louis Napoleon, but whose juvenil
ity was otherwise carefully conserved, 
save in the matter of his collar, which 
was as high as the PNvailing style re
quired, yet, in ;pattern, warped some
what by memones of an older fashion. 
Mr. Jedby was.pouring into the ear of 
Miss Laura Curtis a monotonous stream 
of goasi'p, confined between walla of ele
gant diction. Mr. Jedby rounded his 
sentences as though each one was to be 
taken down for publication in the" Auto
biogmphy of a Diner-Out," or the "Lit
erary and Anecdotic Bamains of Mr. 
Richard Jedby, edited, with a Preface, 
by--." 

The Lisles, Celia learnt, weN at Vevey ; 
the Oaldeys at Bonn. Where the De 
la Hunts were he should know by the 
next European mail (Mr. JOOby kept 
up a correspondence-a sort of g0s
sip exchange--with all the idle widows 
and busy old maids of his acquaintance.) 
Yea, the Carroll party was in the Ri
viera, and they were~, at last ac
counts, of a trip through the South of 
Italy and the Mediterranean Isles; but 
Mr. JOOby did not believe the plan 
would be carried out. Mortimer Faxon 
was with them, and Jack Ludlow's widow, 
and Mr. Jedby did not believe she would 
let him get too far from a legation. 

"Opportunity, my dear young lady," 
said Mr. JOOby, "opportunity is elusive, 
and should be seized with promptitude 
and alacrity." 
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It was all a foreign language to Celia. 
Do you remember your first day at 
school, when you sat waiting for your 
assignment of lessons, and listened to 
the elder classes reciting Greek verbs ? 
Some day, you knew, you would do the 
same thing; but what a world of unin
telligibility lay before you! 

Mr. Jedby had done no more than 
acknowledge his introduction to Miss 
Leete in the drawing room, and he could 
not even pay attention to his dinner 
until he had made an end of his recital 
to Laura Curtis. Thus Celia was left to 
the ministrations of Mrs. Wykoff, who 
asked after each member of the Leete 
family in turn. Celia answered her al
most mechanicallv, and quietly studied 
Mr. Claggett, opposite her. 

She did not, perhaps, formulate the 
idea; but she felt that Mr. Claggett did 
not altogether harmonize with his sur
roundings. It was not only that he was 
tall, gaunt, and breezily Western in all 
his ways and manners; it was not only 
that he was a carelessly picturesque fig
ure in a trim and decorous picture: in 
some way that she did not attempt to 
define he differed from the types about 
him. She was destined to receive more 
light upon the subject. 

Claggett was, as Randolph Wykoff 
frequently had occasion to 888ert, a good 
fellow. He was also a promising- young 
artist-in his friend's eve the most 
promising young artist of the day. Ran
dolph had-like most young men of his 
serious and earnest temperament, a circle 
of youthful friends who were setting out 
to revolutionize everything in Art, Sci
ence, Literature, and Religion, and Clag
gett was the coming apostle of Art. 
But what Harvard College had done for 
Mr. Claggett and what Nature had done 
for him were two widely different things, 
and out of the conflict between Nature 
and Education came a side-issue un
pleasant for Celia. 

It happened that five or six wine
glasses by her plate and a number of 
courses presented to her in various 
styles and shapes somewhat puzzled this 
poor novice in the ways of the Golden 
World. She had been trying hard to 
recollect what she had learned at board
ing-school of the technicalities of the 
social board; but unfamiliar problems 
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arrived; and some exhibition of hesita
tion or indecision attracted Mr. Clag
gett's attention. Now it was not many 
years since llr. Claggett had wondered 
what terrapin might be, and had bog
gled at croquettes and boucbees. This 
fact ought to have made him charitable, 
and given him a kindly sympathy for 
others in such sad condition: but the 
experience had, in truth, embittered the 
young man. Why is the "tenderfoot" 
ill-treated in the far West? Because 
the "old settler" was a new settler but 
yesterday. The lust of torturing awoke 
in Claggett's breast. 

The little confabs of two or three that 

began a dinner had broken up. Conver
sation crossed and criss-crossed the 
table. Mr. Claggett addreBSed himself 
to Miss Leete, and began to ply her with 
questions in gastronomy, designed for 
her confusion. What were her views on 
the cooking of terrapin? Did she agree 
with a Baltimore friend of his who 
thought that canvas-back duck should 
be cooked fifty seconds to the pound? 

Mrs. Wykoff, talking across the board 
to Mr. Jedby, noticed nothing. The 
Curtis girls did notice, and made one 
or two ineffectual diversions in Celia's 
behalf. Randolph had some notion that 
his friend was conversing in a strain 
foreign to the normal Claggett taste, 
and good-naturedly told him not to be 
absurd. But the baiting continued until 
Annette Curtis said under her bresth
her face flushing hotly-" Mr. Claggett! " 

Claggett, like most people who have 
gone too far, went a little farther. 
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"I was only trying to take a rise out 
of our young friend," he explained, aside. 

He lowered his voice, as he spoke; but 
Celia heard him, and the Curtis girls 
knew that she had heard. Probablv no 
one else at the table would have kllown 
the significance of that piece of slang. 
But slang is a part of the modem girl's 
education, and Randolph's cousins were 
none the worse for recognizing the phrase 
and catching the rude allusion. They 
became Celia Leete's champions on the 
instant. 

Celia's eye 1laahed ; but she said noth
ing. Mr. Claggett looked at Mi88 An
nette Curtis's face, and was silent. The 
dinner was ended in peace and calm. 

The good old fashion prevailed in the 
Wykoff household, and the gentlemen 
had their hour of tobacco and char
treuse. In the drawing-room Annette 
sang a song or two, and when the men 
appeared, she and Randolph set them
selves to sorting out piles of sheet
music. Claggett, anxious to reestablish 
himself, began a little monologue on 
farm-life in Wisconsin. He was a sharp 
observer of externals; and he told his 
tale with some clevemeBS, and he was 
really getting on very well when it oc
curred to him to inquire of Celia, with 
the best intentions in the world, but 
with an unfortunate inflection: 

" Were you ever in the West, Miss 
Leete?" 

"No," said Celia, "we have too much 
of the West here, as it is." 

There was silence in that place for 
the space of a minute after this speech 
was uttered. An expression of puzzled 
surprise on Mr. Claggett's features slowly 
lost itself in a broad smile; but there 
was no smile on any other face. An
nette Curtis, at the piano, let her hands 
wander over the keys, struck a chord or 
two, and said: 

" Ah! that's it. Don't you want to 
try that anthem over with me, Laura ?
la la la la-la la!" 

Late that night Mrs. Wykoff tapped 
at Celia's door. Celia was sitting up, 
ripping the party-colored ribbon from 
her gray dreBS, and removing other 
superfluities, in conformity with sugges
tions gathered from her observation dur
ing the evening. She went guiltily to 
the door, and opened it half way. 

"I saw the light in your room," said 
Mrs. Wykoff; "and I was afraid you 
might be ill?» 

"Oh, no!" said Celia, very red and 
nervous, "I'm feeling much better-I 
think ru go to bed now." 

" I hope," Mrs. Wykoff continued, her 
brows contracted in an anxious way, "I 
hope you didn't mind-that Mr. Clag
gett did not say anything-anything that 
might-" 

" Oh, no," Celia interrupted. 
" He is peculiar. He is not exactly

Randolph is very fond of him, and he is 
a young man of many excellent qualities ; 
but his sense of humor sometimes runs 
away with him, I'm afraid." 

"I didn't mind him the least little 
bit," said Celia. 

The next day there was tennis in the 
morning, at which Celia looked on; 
then a drive to the beach in the after
noon, and again Celia sat with Mrs. 
Wykoff and saw a quartette of athletes 
making merry. Randolph and Claggett 
and the two girls all swam until Celia 
shivered in wasted sympathy. 

At twilight, she took a little walk with 
Annette Curtis, and their walk brought 
them through a neighboring country
place, a spacious old house, almost the 
mate of the Wykoff homestead. 

"That is our place," said Annette : 
"or, at least, it used to be, before Papa 
- had troubles. We used to live here 
when Randolph was a little boy. I don't 
remember much about it, because I was 
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the baby, you know; but Laura and 
Randolph played together all the time. 
The neighbors used to call them 'the 
twins.' They're almost of au age-Ran
dolph's just one week older. One day 
they went out in a boat together, and 
the boat struck a rock and sunk, and 
Randolph couldn't swim then, and 
Laura swam ashore with him. That's 
reversing the usual story, isn't it? And 
do you know? he was so angry with 
her for being able to swim, when he 
couldn't, that he wouldn't speak to her 
for ever so long?" 

Thus began a summer of country life. 
One day was like another. Randolph 
was as aft'ectionate in private, as deli
cately attentive in the presence of others 
as his sense of the proprieties of the 
situation permitted him to be. Celia's 
status was anomalous, yet she was not 
uncomfortable. Although her engage
ment to Randolph was never hinted at, 
she knew that all in the house were in 
the secret, and that their discretion was 
to be trusted. There were few visitors ; 
Mr. Jedby made rare appearances, and 
if Mr. Jedby knew why she was under 
the Wykoft' roof, he gave no sign. 

Claggett alone enlivened the calm 
monotony of Celia's days. He followed 
up his declaration of war with a series 
of attacks, in which he generally got fully 
the equivalent of what he gave. This 
warfare was carried on without the 
knowledge of Mrs. Wykoff. Both the 
combatants feared her disapprobation. 
Randolph, from his infinite height, saw 
something of it, and it annoyed him. 
But, in so far as it touched his own in
terests, he dismissed it with the rellec
tion in which young men who are be
trothed sometimes indulge themselves, 
that he would have to make some altera
tions in the character of his affianced, 
after the wedding. The Curtis girls saw 
and heard, and talked much between 
themselves. 

And Randolph himself could not long 
remain in his position of uninterested 
superiority. There came an occasion 
when he was forced to see and act. 

The young people were oft' for a day's 
sail, with an incidental crabbing expedi
tion, in Randolph's cat-boat; and tow
ard the end of the homeward trip, Celia 
was out of temper. 

She had come down to the boat in the 
morning attired in what she had pur
chased for a "sailor costume." There 
was much white braid about it, and a 
stiff little white collar, that later was 
limp. Then she had found the Curtis 
girls in old blue 1lanne1 gowns, with 
water-stained silk handkerchiefs knotted 
loosely at their throats. Randolph had 
looked at her dreBB-put on for the first 
time-with as near an approach to h-ank 
surprise as he was capable of. Then 
she had been sea-sick, in a feeble, doubt
ful way, through all the outward sail. 
Then the crabbing came, to crush her 
with astonishment and disappointment. 
How could anyone like such a disgust
ing employment? She sat in the dirty 
1lat-bottomed boat they had hired of the 
neighboring fisherman; she was rowed 
about the glaring waters of a little cove; 
she gazed with abhorrence upon the 
squirming, uncannl. crabs, the grinning 
fish-heads, the liVld strings of soaked 
raw meat, and she marveled how they 
could laugh and chatter and enjoy it all. 
She was glad Dorinda could not see her 
at the moment. "They" she thought-
her" They" was the WykoftB, this time ; 
not her own family-" may be awfully 
swell, and we mayn't be-but I know 
none of UB would think this was nice." 

It was on the sail home that Celia ex
hibited the cumulative eft'ect of these 
annoyances. A bushel-basket full of 
crabs had been spilt in the cockpit, and 
Claggett was restoring the scuttling 
wretches to their prison. Celia lay on 
the seat, trying not to be sea-sick. A 
fold of the white-braided dress hung 
down to the deck. 

"Do keep those nasty things away 
from my skirt, Mr. Claggett I" she said, 
with asperity. 

"Do not be too harsh with the crabs, 
Miss Leete," responded Claggett, un
perturbed; "they are simple, humble, 
semi-marine creatures, and they have 
never seen a dress like that before. 
They merely wish to admire its gor
geousness. Give them a chance to make 
some approach to taste and fashion." 

" Well," Celia returned, "they do 
seem to be getting away from you as 
hard as they can." 

Randolph, who was a.t the tiller, . 
heard this. A moment later he was 
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called forward to the halliards, and he 
did not knew that Celia, cheered up by 
her oWll triumph of witticism, forgot 
her qualms, and engaged merrily in B 

prolonged contest of wit with the young 
man from the West. 

Randolph waited until he and Clag
gett were left to put the boat to rights 
for the night; and then he unburdened 
his mind. 

"Look here, Jack," he said, kindly but 
firmly; "I wish you wouldn't talk to 
Miss Leete in the way you were talking 
doWll in the cockpit. It's all very well, 
you know, between fellows, and at col
lege, and all that sort of thing-but 1 
think it's out of place with ladies." 

"Has Miss Leete said anything to 
you about it? " Claggett inquired, look
ing up quickly from his work. 

"She has not." 
"I thought not. You take things too 

seriously, old man. She likes it, and so 
would you, if you had any sense of hu
mor. It's all pure fun and nonsense, 
and she's quite well able to take care of 
herself." 

"I do not wish," said Raudolph, coldly, 
"that Miss Leete should be obliged to 
take care of herself. 1 am the best 
judge in such matters; and 1 suppose 
that you understand the situation." 

"No," said Claggett, standing up 
straight, and looking his friend in the eye: 
"I do not understand the situation." 

"I am-" Randolph hesitated-" Miss 
Leete and I are engaged." 

Unfortunately for Randolph, he could 
never rid himself of the idea that there 
was a special sanctity attaching to his 
private and personal affairs. When he 
was obliged to make even the most in
direct mention of them, he assumed the 
tone which the boy at college tries to 
888ume when you speak to him of his 
" secret society." It is the tone of stern, 
self-conscious dignity which some 
people take on in speaking of the 
unspeakable things of life. I knew 
one man, once upon a time, who used 
this tone whenever he had occasion to 
talk of a cold in the head. The mem
bers of his family seemed to be pecul
iarly aftlicted with this ailment; and, 
somehow, I got the idea that they were 
not "proper" people. Perhaps !tIro 
Claggett had similar 888ociations with 

that peculiar tone, for he smiled in a 
way that greatly irritated Mr. Wykoff. 
And then he dealt a blow which left his 
friend paralyzed and dumb with inex
pressible indignation. 

" Well," Mr. Claggett said, "I don't 
know of any man more peculiarly fitted 
to make her unhappy." 

He shouldered the sweeps, and walked 
off to the boathouse. Wykoff stood 
still for a minute, nearly, and his soul 
boiled within him. He wanted to do to 
Claggett many things which he could 
not do, under the social conditions of 
our age. Perhaps he came near to at
tempting some of them. But he checked 
himself. Instead, he walked for half 
an hour on the sands, and thought it all 
over. It may be that he communed 
with the spirit of his father, for a glim
mering of John Wykoff's good sense 
visited his excited brain. He resolved 
to wreak no vengeance on the irreverent 
Claggett, but to establish for him a 
suitable "place" in the social scale; to 
put him there, and to keep him there. 
He carried out his programme to the 
letter. He put Claggett in his "place" 
at once, and he kept him there. There 
was only one limitation to his satisfac
tion. Claggett never seemed to know 
what had happened to him. 
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Celia had accommodated herself to 
her surroundings-how thoroughly she 
did not knoW' until a little thing set her 
to thinking. 

Old habit led her to rise early, when 
()nly the servants were stirring. The 
mail of the previous night was brought 
in from the distant post-oflice early in 
the morning, and was spread out on a 
table in the hall. It was a week after 
her arrival that Celia came down and 
found a letter from Dorinda awaiting her 
-a letter in an envelope of pink, bor
dered with pale blue, stamped with a huge 
initial L, and scented. She snatched it 
up with an involuntary movement of 
<concealment; checked herself, and then 
walked out into the clear sunshine with 
a guilty and troubled heart. Was she 
ashamed of her own people? Or was it 
()nly that she was rightly ashamed of her 
people's ways ? Where was she drifting
where had she drifted? Had she turned 
"her back on the little frame house in 
(Jhelsea Village? What lay before her 
"here in the house of strangers ? . . . . . . 

Poor little Eve I she had to look 
around Paradise, and ask herself how she 
liked it. And she had to confess to her
alf that only as a mystery was it wholly 
delightful. 

Personalities were not the staple of 
<conversation in the Wykoff household; 
,yet personalities there must be, and 
these were still Greek to Celia. And 
.even in the employments of every day she 
found herself set apart from all the 
oOthers. She tried to play tennis, and 
gave it up, after a little while. Her 
muscles were flaccid; her heart rebelled 
at the least strain; llushing and palpi
tating, she went to sit with Mrs. Wyko~ 
an uninterested spectator. It was the 
same at the afternoon swim-she could 
not overcome her dread of the pounding 
:surf. She tried to walk with the Curtis 
girls, and three miles in an hour sent 
"her to bed sore and tired. Indeed, she 
rellected, she had not come there to bat 
teDDis-balls, to swim, to tramp over 
sandy roads. These things had no 
charm for her. Perhaps the pleasantest 
time of all the day was when she leaned 
back in Mrs. Wykoft"'s victoria and rolled 
gently through the streets of thevillage, 
when the summer boarders sat on the 
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verandas and stared hard at the plump 
horses and the carriage. 

In August the Curtis girls W'ent to 
join their mother in the Catskills. Laura 
went to Celia's room to bid her good-bye. 
She put her arms around Celia's neck. 
"Be good to him, my dear," she said. . . . . . . . 

It was dull after they went. Mrs. 
Wykoff seemed to be anxious and appre
hensive. Randolph was grave. Claggett 
was moody and cynical. Celia showed 
depression of spirits in her dull silence. 

"I wonder if Claggett annolB her in 
any way," Randolph said to his mother, 
who only shook her head. 

He saw her grow more listless day by 
dar; but he loyally waited for the ap
pomted hour. When it came, he sought 
her out, and found her in a far comer of 
the old-fashioned garden. 

.. Celia," he said, "it is time to an
nounce our engagement." 

An hour later he walked into his moth
er's room, very pale; but collected, as 
became a Harvard man. 

"It is all over, mother," he said ; "and 
I am going away on Saturday. I think 
I shall go to California. I think I can 
do something there. I have an idea of 
providing proper homes for the farm
laborers." 

He was John Wykoft"'s son, and there 
was no arguing with him. Mrs. Wykoff 
listened to all he would tell her, and then 
went to find Celia. Celia was in her 
room, packing up her clothes in hysteri
cal haste. Mrs. Wykoff took her in her 
arms. 

.. I can't help it I" Celia sobbed; "I 
feel mean and wicked, but I can't do 
anlthing else. I did love him, and I do 
think he's the best man in the world
he's just as good and noble as he can be 
-but I couldn't be happy this way, Mrs. 
Wykoff I I don't like it-I couldn't get 
along at all rve made a mistake- I'n 
made a mistake right from the first ; but 
I won't· make any more mistakes, and I 
won't make his life miserable because 
I've spoiled my own. Oh, don't be so 
good to me, Mrs. Wykotf-I don't de
serve it-rm a wretched girl I Just let 
me go home-that's where I belong I .. 

Mrs. Wykotf was as gentle as only a 
wise, kindly, worldly woman can be. She 
soothed poor Celia, and made her under-
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stand that, for the sake of appearances, felt. But now, it's dift'erent, you know; 
at least, she must outstay the broken- and-and-Mrs. Wyko~ rm not a wick
hearted philanthropist bound for Cali
fornia. Celia stayed. Randolph made 
his preparations and went, hopelessly 
gloomy, but punctiliously courteous and 
considerate to the last. 

After a quick fortnight, Celia knocked 
at Mrs. Wykoft"s room to say good-bye. 
She tried, with a full heart, to give some 
measure of thanks for the kindness that 
was the one real thing to her in the world 
she was quitting. When she had made 
her timorous attempt, she blushed and 
trembled, and grew more timorous yet. 

"There's something-something you 
ought to know," she said, huskily; "I
I-I know it seems queer-but-but I 
couldn't help it. While Randolph
while Mr. Wykoft'-while he was here, 
you know, I wouldn't listen to it; I 
wouldn't let him-I mean-I wouldn't 
have let anybody say anything to me, 
although we both-" Celia's voice was all ed girl, but-rm going to marry Mr. 
but inaudible-" understood-how we Claggettl" 

STORM AND CALM. 

By C. P. Crancb. 

ALL day the angry southwind roaring past 
With warm, tumultuous showers of fitful rain, 
Rattled upon my streaming window-pane, 
And through the autumn woodlands driving fast, 
Stripped off and whirled into the air the last 
Few withered leaves. On the wide misty plain 
The bell, the whistle, and the rumbling train 
Were silenced in the thunder of the blast. 
Now all is still. A few faint wandering sighs 
Alone. The patient trees, though robbed and shorn, 
Lift their bare arms and greet the SUBset light 
Flashing on spires and windows, while the skies 
Glow with the promise of a starlit night, 
And the calm sunrise of a radiant mom. 



MENDELSSOHN'S LETTERS TO MOSCHELES. 

FROM THE MANUBORIPTS IN THE POSSESSION OF FELIX MOSCHEI.ES. 

By William F. Aptborp. 

n. 
H E inftuence ex
erted by Mendels
sohn upon the mu
sical world at large, 
and especiaJly upon 
the musical doings, 
the modes of musi
cal thought, in a 
word, the whole 
musioal point of 

view of the Anglo-Saxon race in particu
lar, has ~robably been more potent, more 
far-reac ing and, upon the whole, more 
fruitful in good results than that exerted 
by anJ.==gmusician of modern times. 
His • gift of melody, his per-
feet clarity of style, and perhaps also 
his freedom from all obtrusive musical 
transcendentalism, made him the man 
of all others to appeal immediately and 
lastingly to the llfuglish, and, through 
them, to us Americans. If it was his me
lodic Rift. his lucid and vivacious style, 
that first attracted the general public, 
the stoutness of his musical workman
ship, his OODlplete mastery over musical 
form, insured stability and deJ!th to the 
impression made by his mUBle. Hans 
von Balow has oalled him the most com
plete master of musical form since Mo
zart; and, if we except perhaps Cheru
bini. this is strictly true; nor has there 
arisen any composer since his day who 
can fairl claim to stand beside him in 
this. ~ perfection of musical tech
nique he owed partly, no doubt, to the 
natural bent of "his genius, but largely 
also to the rare excellence and thorough
ness of his professional education; an 
education which the singular precocity 
of his talent enabled him to complete at 
an age when most composers have hardly 
made up their minds as to their real vo
cation. Mendelssohn's musical majority 
dates from the string octet, opus 20, writ
ten when he was sixteen I Schumann was 
already married and past thirty when a 

friend, coming in for an evening call, 
found him and his wife seated at a table, 
"studying Cherubini's counterpoint for 
the first time '" To be sure, what Men
delssohn did as a composer has inftu
enc8d the public at large far more 
potently than it has the musical produc
tion of the world since his day. His 
inftuence upon the art of composition in 
general, upon other composers, although 
quite marked during a certain period, 
has proved short-lived and evanescent, 
upon the whole. In a sense. he may be 
called the head of a school; the force of 
his example, and reftections of his style 
are distirict1y to be traced in the works 
of men like Hiller. Rietz, the Lachners, 
not to speak of Stemdale Bennett and 
many of the prominent English writers 
of to-day. But what was truly original 
in him did not tend in the direction the 
main current of musical thought was 
destined to take in our time; in follow
ing his lead, composers travelled a path 
which led to a region in which thel 
found themselves more and more soli
tary, more and more distant from the 
real foci of musical growth in subse
quent years. Whatever oJ!inion one may 
hold as to the intrinsic rightness of his 
artistic point of view. of tlie impeccable 
example he set in his works, the fact 
still remains that this example has led 
other composers into no-thoroughfares 
mainly; and it may be said, upon the 
whole. that, much as he was, at one time, 
looked upon as the Coming Man in mu
sic. it was really Schumann. and not he, 
who held in his hand the key that was 
to unlock the future of the art. It is 
not in Mendelssohn, but in Schumann 
and Berlioz-widely diiferent as were 
the two in all save in artistic sincerity
that we find the germs of all the most 
characteristio developments in musio 
during the last fifty years. 

But if Mendelssohn's influence, as a 
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composer, upon the art of composition 
has proved itself to be comparatively 
ephemeral, his influence upon the pub
lic at large has been immense. There 
is probably no composer in all the an
nals of music whose works have been 
such widely etlicacious educators of the 
popular musical taste as his. His fine
ly-wrought, clear, and melodious style 
has attracted people who would other
wise never have been drawn to listen to 
the higher forms of music. His works 
have been the portals through which 
most of us have passed on to the under
standing and appreciation of the ~t 
older masters. Not even his untiring 
exertions in reviving the works of Se
bastian Bach, and bringing them before 
the public, could do as much to pro
mote the general appreciation of the 
grand old master as Mendelssohn's own 
works have done, in which we find, as a 
certain critic once said, "Bach mil d la 
portee de tout le monde " (Bach brought 
within everybody's reach). 

But it was not as a composer onll 
that Mendelssohn inftuenced the mUSl
cal world around him ; his whole life, 
as performer, conductor, and man, was 
one unintermittent struggle to promote 
the welfare of all that was purest and 
moat without reproach in music. No 
man ever had a higher ideal of what an 
artist should be, and few have lived up 
to that ideal with such inexorable con
scientiousness. There was nothing of 
the pedant in him, although some of 
his maxims may sound a little over
strict in our easy-going times. For in
stance, it was one of the articles of his 
artistic faith that a truly great artist 
should not busy himself with the public 
performance of music to which inferior 
men could do all-sufticient justice. He 
followed out this maxim very pertina
ciously in his own public life. .. Ich bin 
ein en-grOB Spieler I" he used to say
.. I am a wholesale pianist I OJ_and could 
rarely be persuaded to play even his 
own minor compositions in public. But 
his artistio conscience was not so 
straitlaced as to stand, for a moment, 
in the way of his doing all in his 
power to help a mend, if he only saw 
m that mend sincerity of artistic pur
pose and a high aim. He abhorred 
Berlioz's music, but this did not pre-

vent his doing the work of three men 
to help Berlioz get up his concerts in 
Leipzig.· By example, by precept and 
advice, by the most untiring labor, he 
was ever ready to do more than his 
share toward advancing the good cause 
he had at heart. The musical inftuence 
he personally exerted over all with 
whom he came in contact was of the 
most genial and salutary kind, and few 
musicians could have much to do with 
him without feeling its effects. It was. 
in Leipzig-whither he was called in 
1835 to assume the conductorahip of 
the Gewandhaus concerts, and which 
was virtually his headquarters for the 
rest of his lif~that Mendelssohn's per
sonal inftuence upon music and musi
cians reached its culminating etli ; 
both the place and his professional ~
ties there were particularly congenial to
him, and it may truly be said that, for 
some years, he was its very musical 
heart and soul. 

In his letters to Moscheles we find an 
occasional passage or two to shed a 
little light upon the musical conditions 
in Leipzig in his day-as when he 
writes: 

"We have quite an English congress. 
here just now. Mrs. Shaw has made 
many mends by her beautiful singing, 
and the public is looking forward with 
great interest to Bennett's new things. 
0Iara Novello has been here too; aD. 
gave a concert, which was well attended. 
On this occasion all manner of artistic 
rivalries and petty bickerings came to 
light, which would much better have 
remained in the dark. No, realll, when 
those dear musicians begin abusing one 
another, and indulge in invective and 
back-biting, I would forswear all music, 
or rather all musicians. It does make 
me feel so cobbler like. And yet such. 
seems to be the fashion. I used to think 
it was only so among the hacks of the 
profession, but the others are no better, 
and it takes a decent fellow with decent 
principles to resist the pernicious inftu
ence. Well-on the other hand aD. this 
serves to show up what is good, and, by 
way of contrast, one doubly appreciates 
good art, good artists, letters from you. 

• Berllos .. g1owi .... gratitude to Mendet.aba oa tIaIa 00-
ClMIon III weD lilt forth In a w.t.er to Stephen HeUer. vw. 
Berllos: "MemoiNo," p. II1II or tnaelatloa of the .. me 
In "8_ BerIIos," bJ W. P. A., P.1t8. 
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and-after all, this world of ours is not 
so bad. ... 

And again: 
.. Ohorley seems to have been much 

pleased with our concerts, and, the fact 
is, we might do something really grand if 
there were just a little more money to 
spend. That blessed money pulls us up 
at every step, and we do not get on half 
as well as we should like to. On the 
one hand stand the Philistines, who be
lieve Leipzig is Paris, and everything 
perfection, and that, if our musicians 
were not starved, it would no longer be 
Leipzig; on the other stand the musi
cians, or rather they run as soon as they 
see a chance, and I even back them uJl 
with letters to help them out of then
misery. A. pretty business it would 
have been if you had kept our David; t 
I should just, once for all, have got stuck 
in the mud, and should never have got 
on to decent orchestra legs again. His 
violin alone is worth ten good ones, and, 
with that, he is such a good musician; 
besides, really, now he leads quite an 
agreeable life here, and is petted and be
loved by the public. No-him we posi
tively cannot spare." t 

Here is a passage which shows the 
practical artistic side of the man in a 
eha.racteristic light: 

.. I declined to give anything to Pott 
in furtherance of his scheme, nor would 
you have done so, had you known of 
their doings and dealings in Germany 
with regard to monuments. They spec
ulate on the names of great men with a 
view to making themselves great names. 
They do a deal of trumpeting in the 
papers, and treat us to ever so much bad 
music with real trumpets. If they will 
honor Handel in Halle, Mozart in Frank
furt and Salzburg, Beethoven in Bonn 
by founding good orchestras and per
forming their works well and intelli
gently, I am their man; but I don't care 
for their stones and blocks as long as 
their orchestras are only stumbling 
blocks, nor for their conservatories in 
which there is nothing worth conserv
ing. Our present hobby is the improv
ing of our poor orchestra. After no end 

• Dated LeIpsIg, Oct. 28, 1888. 
t PerdiD ... 4 n.nd. the Doted .,Iollnlot, aftAInrud pro. 

'-III tile rlolln at the Lalpdg CoIlMrfttarJ. u4 "bolD 
Bard ... all. ""8IldelaoobD'IJldW AcAaIu." 

f Dated LelJISIg. No.,. 80. 1889. 

of letter writing, soliciting and impor
tuning, I have succeeded in getting their 
salaries raised by 500 Thalers, and, be
fore I leave them, I mean to get double 
that amount for them. If that is granted, 
I won't mind setting a monument to Se
bastian Bach in front of the St. Thomas 
Schools. But first, mind you, the grant. 
You see I am a regular small-beer Leip
ziger. But, really, you would be touched 
if you could see and hear for yourself 
how my good fellows put heart and soul 
into their work, and strive to do their 
best."§ 

The following speaks for itself : 
"We have had an interesting musical 

time of it this winter: Dreyschock, 
Prume, Madame Pleyel, Hiller, Ernst, 
and now to wind up, Liszt. Our Sub
scription Concerts, and the six quartet 
evenings, were more crowded than ever, 
and, with their close, the time has 
come when one longs for home music 
and no concerts. Liszt has been here 
for the last six days. He has given one 
concert, and announces another for next 
Tuesday, after which he goes, first to 
Dresden and then to Paris, where he 
means to play ; afterward to London for 
the season, and then to Russia to spend 
the winter. His playing, which is quite 
masterly, and the subtilenesaof his musi
cal feeling, that finds its way to the very 
tips of his fingers, truly delight me. His 
rapidity and subtileness, above all his 
playing at sight, his memory, and his 
thorough musical insight, are qualities 
quite unique in their wal, and that I 
have never seen surpassed. With that 
you find in him, when once you have 
penetrated beyond the surface of mod
em French polish, a good fellow and a 
true artist, and you cannot help liking 
him, even if you disagree with him. 
The one thing which seems to be want
ing in him is true talent for composi
tion, real original ideas. The things he 
played to me did strike me as very in
complete, even when judged from his own 
point of view, which, to my mind, is not 
the right one. That explains why Thal
berg would meet with more success in 
many places, in England, for instance, 
if I am not mistaken. In his way, he 
is just as perfect, he plays the pieces 
he has mastered, and there he stops; 

,Dated LeI". Nov. 80, 1889. 
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whereas Liszt's whole pefonDance is as 
unpremeditated, as wild and impetu
ous, as you would expect it of a genius ; 
but then I miss those genuine original 
ideas which, above all, I expect from a 
genius. A mere pia.niBt he is not;, nor 
does he give himself out as such, and 
that perhaps makes him appear less per
fect than others whose talent cannot be 
compared to biB. We are together the 
greater part of the day, and seem to be 
mutually attracted. BiB ap\>reciation of 
you, and the cordial way m which he 
e~~BeB it;, have drawn me still nearer 
to' It is regrettable that he should 
have been saddled with a manager and 
secre~, who, 'between them, suc
ceeded m so thoroughly miBlIl&Il&Ring 
things that the public were up in arms, 
and we had the greatest trouble to 
smooth matters to some extent for the 
second concert.. The advertisements 
and subsequentmodifications, the prices 
and the programme, in fact everything 
that Liszt had not done himself was ob
jectionable, and consequently the mild
est of Leipzigera were in a rage. By 
this time, however, they seemed to have 
calmed down again.". 

But Mendelssohn's interest in Leipzig 
was not only in the Gewandhaus con
certs; it centred in the Conservatory, 
of which he was the real founder. It 
was he who persuaded the King of 
Saxony to appropriate to this music 
school the sum of 20,000 Thalers,t be
queathed by one Hofkriegsrath Bltlm
ner .. for the purposes of art and sci
ence. " The permission was obtained in 
November, 1842, and the Conservatory 
opened in the Gewandhaus on April I, 
1843. Of the great names that have been 
intimately aasociated with this famous 
music school, that of Moscheles deserves 
to be placed next to Mendelssohn's. 
That the latter may have had, even at 
the outset, some hopes of ultimately S8-
curing Moscheles's services as professor 
at the institution is not unlikely. As 
-early as 1838, he knew that Moscheles 
was beginning to tire of his London life, 
and was looking about him to find some 
acceptable position in Germany. Of 
course, at this early date, all plans for 
the Oonservatory were too much in em
hryo for Mendelssohn to think of trying 

" .Dated Lelpslg, KaroIa It. 1MO. t 115,000. 

to interest biB friend in the scheme. 
Still, any plan that should succeed in 
bringing Mosoheles back to Germany 
would naturally be greeted by him with 
joy; to have such a sterling musical in
Buence active once more in any part of 
the Fatherland could not but be wel
come to him. How earnestly he felt what 
an advantage to Germany Moscheles's 
return thither would be, is shown in the 
following: 

.. But now to the most important part 
of your letter, that which refers to 
Weimar. Upon my word it is not an 
easy matter to give you a prorr answer 
to your ~ons. When think of 
your life m London, your independent 
position at the head of the musical pro
lession, and of your never ceasing activ
ity in public, and then again of Weimar, 
with its petty court and its still pettier 
, Hofmarschall,' and 'Intendanz' that 
superintends nothing, when I think of 
the littleness that pervades everything, 
it would be madness to advise you to go. 
When I remember, on the other hand, 
your telling me that you had never 
wished to remain all your life in Eng
land, but rather to return to your own 
country, and to devo~ourself to your 
art and to your friends and I believe, in 
your place, I should f as you do), and 
when I take into account that in Ger
many one town is about as good as 
another, all small but sociable, that the 
a~intment is one of the best of its 
kind, that to you it would be an acquisi
tion to have an orchestra. at your dis
posal, to us to have a man like you to 
take Hummel's place, and to secure a 
musician of your standing for Germany 
-then I cannot help being in favor of 
Weimar. As far as I know, social re
sources are very limited there. The 
court circle is the best;, not to say the 
only one; there you still meet with 
intelligence and culture, the inheritance 
of former days. But that;, too, is on the 
decline, and whether your wife would 
like it seems to me very doubtful. On 
the other hand, the orchestra is said to 
be excellent, and the singers of the 
opera good. The Grand Duchess is a 
stanch friend to anyone she has en
listed and likes, and, with that;, fairly 
musical herself. Not very much to do, 
but enough opportnnity to do much 
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good, just what would suit you. It is 
quite difficult to put it impartially, you 
see ; it would be glorious to have a 
musician like you among us, giving his 
best work to Germany; but it seems 80 

selfish to press you, yet not to press 
you is decidedly too unselfish. Would 
it not be best if you came over and 
looked into the whole matter yourself? 
In a week you would get a clear insight 
into everything, the town, 8Ociety, and 
the orchestra; you could make your 
own conditions, or take theirs into con
sideration ; in a word, you could thor- ' 
oughly sift the matter. Could you not 
manage that? If only for the present 
yon do not send an absolute refusal. 80 

ma.ined in a wholly undecided state for 
eight years more. The following letter, 
the date of which, it should be noted, 
falls nearly together with that of Men
delssohn's obtaining the ho:ped-for grant 
of money from the King, 18 the begin
ning of a four-years' correspondence 
which led up to Moscheles's finally deter
mining to settle in Leipzig. All that is. 
important on Mendelssohn's side of this 
correspondence is given here, withoul 
further comment: 

LBlPzIa, Nov. 18, 1842. 
My DBABBST Fmmm,-

How busy I have been lately you can 
gather from the fact of my only answer- , 
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much would be gained. Do write me 
BOon on this snbject which touches me 80 

nearly."· 

But the Weimar proposals never came 
to anything, and Moscheles's plans re

o Dated Dec. 10, 1838. 

ing your delightful letter of the 20th to
day, but my chief reason for delay was, 
that I wished to answer with due care 
and full consideration that part of your 
letter which once more mentions your 
intention of returning to Germany. 
This is a matter of so much importance 
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to all of us, and I am so immensely de
lighted. at the prospect, that I at first 
could not bring myself to think of it 
quietly and impartially. Now I have 
looked at it in every light, and of noth
ing else will I write to-c1ay. If you really 
mean to leave England, and, from what 
you say, I can no longer doubt you are 
in earnest, this is the best time you could 
select, particularly if you thought of giv
ing Berlin the preference. It appears to 
me, just now, when the Kin~ is 80 un
mistakably anxious to secure for his 
kingdom artists of great reputation, a 
mere hint from you would suffice to 
elicit the most acceptable offers from 
that quarter. Such a hint is necessary, 
as, without it, nobody would believe, any 
more than I did at first, that you are 
really inclined to give up your position 
in England. Now you have the very 
man in London to whom you might 
casually drop a word. You are on a 
con1idential footing with him, and while, 
on the one hand, he has the warmest 
friendship and esteem for you, on the 
other, his suggestions and counsels have 
the greatest weight with the King of 
Prussia. To be sure, I mean Bunsen. 
If you were to speak to him, mention
ing in a general way your intention of 
returning to Germany, I am sure a few 
words would suffice, and he would do 
his very best to secure to the King and 
to Berlin the honor of possessing you; 
for as an honor, any town of Germany 
you may select will look upon it. That 
perhaps you do not know, but then I do 
with all the more certainty. To be sure 
there is no official position-I mean no 
regular programme of musical duties 
suitable for you, any more than there is 
for me, or any mUSIcian whose heart is 
in his work; so my departure from Ber
lin would leave no place vacant for an
other to occuPy. The very fact that no 
such place exists is the cause of my hesi-

tating. . . d ·ded tha I Now, however, It 18 em t am 
to have nothing to do with the Berlin 
public, but only with the King, whose 
qualities of head and heart I value so 
highly that they weigh heavier in the 
scale than half a dozen Berlin publics. 
Whether I am there or not, an excellent 
and honorable position would be open 

• .... ofPraI8iL 

to you, but just think how delightful it 
would be if I did return, and we lived in 
the same place and saw our old dreams, 
that seemed 80 unattainable, actually 
realized. But that is a picture I will 
not attempt to draw in this letter. That 
I may have to return to Berlin you see 
from the above, probably it may be next 
year. 

But suppose now the thing you 
thought feasible in Berlin should take 
shape in Leipzig I Not that I should 
think of of'ering you the post I have 
held here merely as conductor of the 
Subscription Concerts, but there is 
every reason to believe that that office 
would be supplemented. by the director
ship of a musical school, which will prob
ably be called into existence within the 
next twelvemonth. Might not a combi
nation of that kind suit you? The salary 
would scarcely be more than 1,200 Tha
lers, to start with, but I believe the vent
ure would BOon improve in every respect. 
The King of Saxony will probably grant 
the funds requisite for founding the in
stitution, and, considering the in1luen
tial and central position of Lei~, I 
have no doubt, excellent results mtght 
be anticipated. The principal outlines 
of the scheme are to be settled before 
the end of the year. I am bound up 
with it heart and 8Oul; but then, the first 
and most important question arises: 
who is to be at the head of it? Now 
just see how all di1Bculties would be at 
once solved if, in answer to that ques
tion, we could put your name. Regular 
lessons there would sca.rcely be any to 
give, only the general supervision of the 
institution to undertake. You would 
have Hauptmann, who is at the head of 
the St. Thomas choir, David, Becker, 
etc., to work with you. And there would 
be twenty Subscription Concerts to con
duct. N'ow what do you think of it? 
Just turn it over in your mind, and let 
me know the result very soon. I fancy 
these will not be the only letters we 
shall exchange on the subject. The 
matter is of imporlance, not only to 
yourself, but to all Germany, and the 
former consideration, you know, would 
be quite enough for me. 

So now give me your views candidly, 
as I have given you mine, and let me 
thank you a thousand times, and tsll 
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you how proud I am of being taken into 
your confidence. I do hope and trust 
we Germans shall get you back among us. 

If you do not 
like to mention 
the matter to 
Bunsen, I shall, 
with the great
est pleasure, look 
about for an
other opening, 
but Bunsen is the 
right man, I feel 
sure of that. 
However, first of 
all, tell us what 
vou think of the 
iwo different 
plans. 

Kindest re
membrances to 
your wife. I will 
try to fit the or
chestra dress on 
to the Broadley 
piece, and, if I 
succeed, I will 
8eI1d it to you 
without delay. 
For the present 
I am still without 
books or music, 
and have com
posed nothing 
but a sonata with 
violoncello; how
ever, the books 
arrived yester
day; to-morrow 
we unpack them, 
and then we will set to work in good 
earnest. 

Remain ever my friend as I am yours. 
F. M. 

LEIPZIG, April 15, 1843. 
My DEAR F1UBND,-

Thanks for your letter of Mar. 10, 
which was anything but 0. business 
memorandum, as it announced itself, 
but one of those kind and friendly let
ter.. which I always most heartily wel
oome. But now do tell me what can 
have given you the ideo. that I was ap
pointed director of the Leipzig Music 
School, and that "a.ll plans of our living 
together in Germany would vanish into 

vor..m-34 

thin air," etc., etc. I am not appointed, 
and am as anxious to have you here as 
ever. and confidently trust our plans 

Mendolloohn. 

will not prove castles in the air. You 
must have taken some newspaper para
graph for Gospel truth, and you know 
I maintain they have been known to fa.ll 
very short of that. These are rea.lly the 
facts: 

Three years ago I endeavored to 
found 0. Musica.l Academy in Leipzig, 
and after endless interviews and ex
changes of letters with some prominent 
men here, and also with the King, I 
felt, on my return from Berlin, that 
there was no time to be lost, and that it 
was a case of now or never. My en
gagements in Berlin did not a.llow of 
my a.ccepting a prominent appointment 
here, but I took the matter in hand las~ 
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November, and having got the necessary 
funds together, the school was opened, 
and I engaged to act as one of the 
teachers during the time I should re
main here. I wrote to you then, and 
expre88ed my ardent desire to see you 

selves, they are on an equal footing. 
But I believe that, later on, when the 
institution develops. 11.8 seems very likely 
to be the case, 0. change w.ill be neces-
88.ry, and 0. musical man will have to 
join the directors, or .even to take the 

lead indepen

Cec,le . the Wife of Mendeluohn. 

dently. And that 
is the position 
which, in connec
tion with the Sub
scription Con
certs, would be 
worthy of your 
acceptance. The 
difficulty remain
ing is to get them 
to make you a 
definite proposal, 
both from 1\ busi
ness and from a 
musical point of 
view. To be sure, 
they would all 
like to have you 
here, but the lik
ing, and wishing, 
and t h ink i n g 
alone will not do 
it; and how ab
solutely necessary 
it is to come to a 
clear understand
ing in such mat
ters, I should 
have learned dur
ing the course of 
my negotiations 
in Berlin, had 
I not 0.1 reo. d y 
been aware of the 
fact. Have you r~ 
cei v e d an offer 

eventuallv at the head of the institu
tion. Nothing ha.s changed in my de
sire since, only whitt was then a long 
cherished plan, four weeks ago became 
a reality, and promises to bear good 
fruit. 

Now if we could only persuade you 
to come! Whether I am here or not, it 
would be equaliJ' desirable to have you 
at the head of the institution. So far. 
the Board of Directors is composed 
only of five gentlemen, none of whom 
are musicians. The six teachers are 
subordinate to them, but, among them-

from Prague to take the directorship of 
the Consel'Yatory there? Spohr's name 
was mentioned in connection with it, and 
so was yours. That he was a.sked, and 
that he refuRed, I know for a fact. I am 
anxious to hear whether there is any 
foundation for the rumor connecting 
your name with it. I do not know what 
the appointment is like, but, at any rate, 
I am enough of 1\ patriot to wish that . 
you lived in Germany rather than in 
England. The paper is at an end, so 
good-bye. Yrs. ever, 

F. M. 
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BERLIN, Nov. 13, 1845. 
My DEAR FRrmm,-

There is a rumor afloat in Leipzig, 
and I have met with it more than once 
since my return, that you might pOBBi
bly take up your abode there, and de
vote yourself chiefly to the Conserva
tory, thus carrying out to the advantage 
of the Leipzigers your old plan of set
tling in Germany. I must 

the Burgomaster at their head. Of my 
personal joy I say nothing to-day; I 
merely write as a Leipziger. When I 
heard the report, the other day, I was 
suddenly seized with patriotic feelings 
for Leipzig; and I said to myself: "If I 
could but do something to bring this 
about." 

Good bye; I have been here for the 

say that I did not put much 
faith in the report. The dif
ference between London and 
Leipzig is so great that I 
could sca.rcely fancy that you 
could make up your mind to 
leave the formel' for the lat
ter. But the other day I 
heard it 88serted positively, 
at an evening party, that you 
had said that you were dis
posed to settle in Leipzig. 
Some one had the news from 
Hamburg. Unlikely as it 
seems, I cannot help writing 
to ask whether there might 
possibly be some foundation 
for the rumor, and second
ly, whether I could do any
thing to convert such possi
bility into a certainty. I 
need not tell you how anx
ious I am to know, and how 
important the matter is, not 
only to me, but to all true 
lovers of music in Germany. 
So pray write as soon as pos

Medallion of M.ndeillohn. Modelled by Knaue" of Leipzi" lOon afte, the 
compoae,', death, and proaent,d to the directono of the G,wandhau •• 

sible how it really stands, and tell me 
pOint blank what steps should be taken 
to persuade you, if you are to be per
suaded at a.ll. Or, if you are only think
ing of it in a general way, and 88 a pos
sible contingency, just give me an out
line of your ideas in an equally general 
way. 

Nothing would be better and sim
pler, to be sure (if you really were in
elined to decide for Leipzig), than to go 
straight there, and to settle all details 
personally. But, for the present, my 
only question is, whether there is any 
truth at all in the report, or whether it 
is all idle talk, such as often gets about 
without any foundation whatever. I 
believe, if you wrote to say there was 
a remote . chance, the Leipzig town 

. council would petition you in a body, 

last three weeks to conduct perform
ances of my Atha.lia., <Edipus, and some 
other things. . 

Yrs. ever, 
F.M. 

LEIPzIG, Dec. 20, 1845. 
My DEAR FRIEND,-

I most gladly take up the pen to-day, 
for I believe and trust that this letter 
may be instrumental in bringing about 
a rea.l.iza.tion of a wish which we Leip
zigers, and more especia.lly I personally, 
have long had at heart, remote as seemed 
the possibility of its fulfilment. 

Yesterday I learned that the directors 
of the Conservatory were about to write 
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to you officially ; their offers, which will 
be in your bands in a few days, will at 
least prove to you how fully they appre
ciate the desirability of securing your 
services for Leipzig. I hear they have 
based their proposals on the suggestion 
you made in your letter to me, which I 
submitted to them on my return. The 
s&1&ry they offer you is more than dou
ble that of any other profe88or; they 
agree to the leave of absence, and in 
fact accede to one and all of your wishes. 
When you come to consider that they 
are ready to draw to the fullest extent 
on the means at their disposal, further, 
that it would be hard to find elsewhere 
as influential and independent a posi
tion, I trust you will be disposed to ac
cept their proposals. I feel all the more 
confident of the result, knowing, as I do, 
your ideas on the state of things here, 
as compared to that in England, and re
membering how much in earnest you 
were when we last talked the subject 
over. 

The sum which is to be offered to you 
(if my information is correct) is small, ac-

FIOnI a D.ath Muk of Mendel...,hn In the P_ .. ion of 
L.urence Hutton. Esq. 

cording to English notions, but not so, 
measured by a German standard Nor 
is it small, when vou take into consider
ation that it represents a fixed salary for 
only two or three le880ns daily, and 
when you make allowance for the time 
of ten weeks' leave of absence; 80, if 

you choose to give two or three private 
lessons besides, you will be in a more 
remunerative position than most musi
ceJ men in this country, and yet not 
have to give more than four or five les
sons daily. That would be light work 
for you, accustomed as you are to 
the incredible exertions of London 
life; you would have leisure enough 
and to spare, and what splendid fruit 
that might bear for art, and for your 
friends! I cannot, for a moment, doubt 
that, under the circumstances, you will 
appreciate the change, and I must say 
that from what I hear of the petty do
ings over there, and from what I expe
rienced myself eighteen months ago, I 
can fully understand that every year 
brings you fresh cause for dissatisfac
tion, and a growing desire to turn your 
back on it all. And really the position 
you are asked to occupy is not unworthy 
of your acceptance. One point I must 
answer to correct a misapprehension. I 
am not, and shall never be a Director of 
the School I stand precisely in the 
same kind of position that it is hoped 
you may occupy. The duties of my de
partment are the reading of composi
tions, etc., and as I was one of the 
founders of the School, and am ac
quainted with its weak points, I lend a 
band here and there until we are more 
firmly established. I look upon it as an 
element of stability that we should have 
no musiceJ director placed in authority 
above the professors, head-masters 88 
we call them. These, Hauptmann, 
Becker, David, and myself-may I soon 
be able to add your name-form a com
mittee of management on all musiceJmat
ters, subordinate to the directors only, 
inasmuch as these select the teachers, 
manage the busineSB, and are gener
ally the representatives of the insti
tute. But all musiceJ matters are sub
mitted to the committee of teachers, or 
to the special professor whom they may 
concern. So, for instance, any question 
relating to harmony would be referred 
to Hauptmann, while Becker would deal 
with what concerns the organ. The 
board of Directors consists exclusively 
of prominent citizens, non-musicians, 
who give their services gratuitously. 

And now let me request that, if there 
is anything you do not wish to mention 
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officially, you 
will inform me, 
and give me an 
opportunity of 
contributing to 
the success of a 
negotiation, 
which may prove 
more fruitful in 
its results than 
any we have 
bitherto under
taken in the in
terests of music. 

"I scarcely 
venture to hope, 
80 much do I 
wish it," says 
10ur wife, and 
I, with a better 
right, echo her 
words; for if 
you both only 
wish it one half 
as much as I do, 
I fancy I may 
venture to hope. 
And now best 
thanks for your 
letter from Par
ia, that crossed 
mine on th e 
road, and my 
congratulatio n s 
on lOur success, 
an the dedica
tion in Saint
Cloud. As re
gards the son
ata· itself, it is 
of no use put-

MendelNOhn', Study, (From a wator·color nwle by Felix Moac:hel .. a few day, after 
the compo .. r', death,)t 

ting the many questions about it which 
I am 80 anxious and impatient to have 
answered, but I will make sure that Kist
ner lets me have the manuscript without 
an hour's delay. And just fancy now 
how grand it will be when we get that 
kind of thing before all the Kings of the 
French. I do believe the Leipzigers will 
get too proud, and yet, I should be happy 
for their sakes. You see I can write of 
nothing else to-day. Good bye, let we 
bear from you soon. Ever yrs., 

F.M. 

• ~'. Bonate .ymphonique, opus 112, tor two per· 
formen, wbleh he end hi. dallghter EmU)' had played at 
&be ooart of LooJa.PhUippe, to whom it w .. dedlceted, 

LEIPZIG, Jan. 17, 1846. 
My DEARFruEND,- . 

Your last letter and that of your wife 
gave me the greatest pleasure, for they 
seem to hold out a promise that our 
wish to have you here shall be fulfilled. 
I do hope and trust we are not mistak
en. On the day that brings your con
sent I will drain my best bottle of wine, 
and cap it with a cup of champagne. I 
hasten to &nswer your questions, having 
duly consulted my wife and her account 
books, with the following result. The 

t The pictures on the waUa of tbe study were by Ven· 
delsoobn'. own hand, and the busts on the book-cue. tboee 
ot Goethe and Bach. 
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price of a :8at consisting of seven or 
eight rooms, with kitchen and appur
tenances, varies from 300 to 350 Thale1'8. 
For that sum it should be handsome 
and cheerful, and as regards the situa
tio," it should leave nothing to be de
sireet Servants would cost about 100 
to 110 Thalers per annum, all depend
ing, to be sure, on what you require. 
Male se~ts are not much in demand 
here, their wages varying from 3 to 12 
Thalers per month. A good cook gets 
~ Thalers, ahousemaid 32. H you add 
to this a lady'Hnaid, who could sew and 
make dresses, you would reach about 
the above mentioned figure. Should 
you require, in addition to this, a man 
servant, that, to be sure, would increase 
the expense, but, living as others do 
here, I think you would scarcely need 
one. Wood, that is fuel for kitchen, 
stoves, etc., is dear, and ~amount 
to 150 or 200 Th. for a f • of five, 
with servants. Rates and es are 
next to nothing; 8 or 10 Th. '\l~k 
would cover all. In a word, I . 
you would live very well and comfort
ably on 1800-2000 Th. It is difficult 
to fix the terms for your lessons, even 
approximativell' for there is no prece
dent in LeipZlg to go by. Madame 
Bchumann-Wieck had 2 Th., but at 
that price found only two pupils, and 
those mostly among foreigners spending 
a short time here. I think that would 
be different with you, and am confident 
that if you chose to say Ii Th., you 
would be overrun by applicants; the 
same would probably be the case at 2 
Th., and so I return to what I said in 
my last letter. I believe that, putting 
together the salary from the Conserva
tory and what you would make by pri
vate lessons and the publication of 
compositions (even if you published 
ever so little, but I trust it would be 
ever so much), your income would suf
fice for your expenditure, and it would 
still be open to you to draw on your 
capitaI, or to leave it to ben.r interest. 
I do not think I have in any way looked 
at things in too favorable a light in giv
ing you these estimates. r certainly 
made them after due consideration, and 
in accordance with my experience of 
this place. 

Now I have but to add that I have no 

doubt your furniture will be allowed to 
pass free of duty (in fact, I do not mind 
making bold to guarantee that at once) ; 
further, that I have certainly composed 
a Lauda Bioi!. for a Church Festival at 
Liege, and, :finally, that we are all well, 
and thinking of you, and expecting with 
the greatest impatience your next letter 
which is to bring us the welcome news 
that you are coming. 

Ever yrs., 
F.R 

LmPzIG, Feb. 11, 1846. 
Hurrah, your decision is taken, you 

are coming! Let every one of these 
lines rejoice. A more welcome piece of 
news I have not received since I have 
been here, and one that promises so rich 
a harvest for all of us. There was a :But
ter of excitement such as I have never 
witnessed in our ranks when I produced 
your letter at the board meeting the 
other day. I had kept it all to myseH 
to lay before the directors on that occa
sion, and when I announced that I had 
received your answer, and here it was, 
with your acceptance, black on whi~ 
they were for answering at once, but, 
as there were several of them, it took a 
few days, so· that you get their letter 
with mine to-day. The leave of absence 
for three months not only, but anything 
and everything you may desire will, I am 
sure, be agreed to. In fact, it is in 
everybody's interest that you should be 
made perfectly comfortable, and I be
lieve that you will be suited, and will 
not be unfavorably impressed by the 
difference between the stirring metropo
lis and our petty provincialism. This 
much is certain, that you nowhere can 
:find better intentions and a heartier de
sire on all sides to make you feel at 
home than here, since the Fates have 
decreed that you shall return to Ger
many, and as you cannot, in this most 
excellent, but somewhat peculiar coun
try, hope to escape a certain amount of 
gossip and twaddle, whichever place of 
abode you ma.y select, I think you will 
have no reason to regret your choice 
having fallen on Leipzig, and I trust 
you will like it better and better every 
year. My personal feelings I cannot 
adequately express. How could I tell 
you what it is to me when I think that 
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you are really coming, that you are go
ing to live here for good, you and yours, 
and that what seemed a castle in the air 
is about to become a tangible reality
that we shall be to~ether, not merely 
to ron through the dissi:pations of a sea
son, but to enjoy an intimate and unin
terrupted intercourse. I shall have a 
few houses painted rose colored as soon 
as you are really within the walls. But 
it needs not that; your arrival here will 
give the whole place a new complexion. 
But what is the use of my scribbling, 
when you are coming, and we can thank 
you verbally? Not that that is neces
sary ; you know too well without words 
how overjoyed we are. Oecile will write 
a few words for herself. Now you must 
soon let me have a long, domestic, un
musical letter, like my laat one, so that 
we can arrange and settle various things 
for you before you arrive. Isn't it de
lightful that we have got to that point 

already? .th th B' . Your second letter Wl e mmng-
ham. news just comes too. They have 
truly done well in securing you as a con
ductor, and how splendid it would be if 
we could meet there. About my Elijah, 
however, I shall not be able to decide 
anything before the middle of next 
month. The fact is my health frequently 
leaves much to be desired, and all this 

Nor. TO PAO-IIIJIJJ.II o ..... G. 844.-" The drawmR," 
Jl8I1de1aoba ~'Ia tD BmU7'e haDel, the poem b7 
XIiDaemaDD. the la_ted ud $he \Dk.blot.a exe-
cuted b7 lPelIz Jled. old,." Ia hla dellip ".. ftDd 
"Tbe 101U11r 1IerIIDer" (..atDahimaelt)pnaUoIDaa p~ 
thet JlOIICheIea hu deill .. t.ed to him. Partbar on .. Be
Ipeot" for the dl'lUll8 tba& for au08 III a way are la tDae. the 
"Blae DnUI" that_ad for "JleIaDohoIy.lo the "Lut Bolle 
of Sommer," on which KeDdeIaohu had writtea ... arlatloaa. 
Tbe "Demoue"ntartooaeofhl." 8&DdleL" N_tJl~· 
.. Ia ~atluc hla IIJIDPhoal. Tbe Bootohman with 
hie bqpIpee WIIIItrateB the .. AutiolpUloae of IIootIUId." a 
piece decIlcUed to Sir Walter Boott. Tbe ItIrrIDg theme 
of $he .. AI_dar Varlatloaa" Ia mppoeed to IIrIDg about 
the .. 1PaIJ of PuIa," ADd IIneD, the popular lODe "Aa 
clair de Ia lODe" 001II8II tD .. beIDa tbe $heme of lIOIDe brill· 
Iaot nrtatIoae. The fo1lowtDe Ia a traII8latloa of the 
... _ framed b7 the drawIDa. ID8de for 1Ir. Jloeehelee bl 
a weI1'Down writer:-

.. Hall to the man wbo upward atrt ... fII 
BYer III bePP1~: 

Whom 1I8Ither blame new praIee CODtri ..... 
Prom hla own na&u ... •• path to tarn." 

Twe1ve yean later (Ka,lIO. 1844) be drew a_ad pap 
of the WutrAted cata\ope, tD aelebntloa of Jloocbel .. •• 
blrthdal. .. Tbe writlDlf." he..,., "Ie apia BmlI7' .. the 
poem X1tDaemun· .. the deIIp Ia apID III_ted and the 
Ink·bIoto are left oat, bl Peltz Jleadel»Barthold,." The 
fo1lowlDc Ie a tlSnlla&loa of the IItaDBa ooatalaed In the 
_ddrawlDc: 

" Oa aDd ItI11 on tbe jourDeJ -to 
Yet hu be kept l1li all iri 'Ilew

WorIdllC la ... with yoatb'alllteat, 
Ia UYIDc-fneh. In 10\'lDtr-tne." 

VOL. m.....a 

conducting and performing often fa.
tigues me greatly. At such times I 
scarcely believe I shall be strong enough 
to go through a musical festival again. 
If I possibly can, I most certainly shall 
go ; but as there is considerable doubt 
of my being able to do 80, I am doubly 
glad to know the matter in your hands, 
feeling sure that thus all must go well. 

The letter to Jenny Lind I have sent 
to Berlin, and when I see her a few 
weeks hence I will put it strongly to her; 
but I scarcely believe she will be at lib
erty to accept. It is wonderful how she 
is sought after on all sides ; I believe her 
engagements are fully made up to the 
end of the year. 

Beethoven's "Ruins of Athens," or 
rather my selections from that work, 
WOuld2ap ropriate, but they have not 
yet ap in print. I believe ~er 
& 00. ve the score and the copynght. 
Pischek, I trust, you will be able to se
cure ; he would be an important acqui
sition. More of all that, next time. For 
to-day, good bye. Once more thanb 
and-Hurrah! You are coming I 

Ever yours, 
F.lrL 

This laat letter touches upon another 
of the great events of the later part of 
Mendelssohn's life: the bringing out 
of his "Elijah .. at the Birmingham fes
tival of 1846. About the gradual growth 
of this oratorio, about the troubles and 
joys of writing it, Mendelssohn is, as 
usual, silent in his letters to Moscheles. 
The mat mention he makes of it is in 
a letter, dated Leipzig, November 80, 
1839, in which we find the following: 

" I want to write a new concerto, but, 
80 far, it is swimming about in my head 
in a shapeless condition. A new ora
torio, too, I have begun, but how it is 
to end, and what is to come in the mid
dle, Heaven only knowe." 

This is all; and he hardly alludes to 
the subject again until the letter we 
have just read. From this point on, 
however-his mind being set at rest on 
that other engrossing topic: Moscheles's 
coming to Leipzig-his letters are full 
of it. To be sure, what he writes is 
purely in the way of business, but none 
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the leas interesting for that. The fol
lowing letters throw, at least, some 
light upon certain phases of the life of 
a composer, and of the history of a 
great work, that are too often hidden 
from the public. Here we get one or 
two welcome glimpses behind the scenes. 

LmPZIG, April 20, 184ft 
My DBAB F!m:ND,-

Many thanks for your last letter, 
which I received yesterday. Although 
I dare say you have heard through 
Klingemann that I hope to complete 
my oratorio, I write to-day to tell you 
so. If my health continues as satisfao.. 
tory as it is at present, I feel confident 
I can be ready in time, and will give 
some sheets to the coppst within the 
next few days, with a new to forward
ing them to you without delay. To
wards Whitsuntide, I trust, the chief 
pieces of the first part, and some of the 
second, will be in your hands. That 
will be soon enough, will it not? I am 
still undecided whether I will have the 
parts printed, as Mr. Moore desires. 
Why should they not be copied out just 
as well? 

If, contrary to expectation, I should 
not have finished, I have enough other 
manuscript in readiness, so that I might, 
as Mr. Moore suggests, conduct one or 
the other new piece of mine. My Atha
lia, for instance, is now in England, and, 
if I am not mistaken, is being translated 
by Bartholomew; so, if the worst comes 
to the worst, those choruses could be 
sung; but, as I said before, I trust that 
will not be necessary, and, if it is not 
otherwise desired, I most surely mean 
to go to Birmingham. How delightful 
to see you all again 1 Excuse my writ
ing so hurriedly; I am quite incapable 
of putting together a sensible letter, 
and-But just one more question: Is 
it not quite time that you should give 
me your orders for Leipzig? That you 
will be here by next autumn I take for 
granted, and my wife and I ought to set 
about making all the necessary prep
arations. So please let us know. 

Thanks for your kind and friendly 
words in reference to my work, and one 
thousand thanks for that beautiful four
hand sonata of yours, the proofs of 
wlUch I corrected, and theJ1 got as a 

present into the bargain.' I only wish 
the time had come already when we 
shall sit together at the pianoforte and 
play it. 

Best love to your wife, from 
Yrs. ever, 

FELIX. 

LmPZIG, 8 May, 1846. 
My DBAB F!m:ND,-

In about a fortnight I hope to send 
you the score of the first part of my 
oratorio (with the exception of some of 
the solo numbersJ:anthat is to say, con
siderably more half of it. The 
choruses of the second part will, I trust, 
be· in your hands in June, the rest to 
follow early in July. I should much like 
Bartholomew to make the translation, 
occasionally taking Klingemann's ad
vice. Oould that De managed? Then 
I absolutely require a first-rate high 
baritone. Oan such a one be found? 
And what I most require now is an an
swer to my last letter, saying that you 
are all well and happy, and thinking of 
me. Yrs. ever, 

F.M. 

LmPZIG, May 11, 1846. 
My DBAB F!m:ND,-

I see by Mr. Moore's letter, which you 
enclosed, that he would rather have the 
parts printed. I have no objection, but 
the question arises whether an English 
fum would be ready to publish them un
der the conditions that Simrock agreed 
to, viz., that any alterations that I might 
think necessary should be made in the 
plates, even if that necessitated new 
ones being engraved. Will you be so 
kind as to talk this point over with 
Mr. Buxton, of Ewer & 00., to whom I 
should best like to give the manuscript 
for publication. As there are so many 
copies required in Birmingham (42 s0-
pranos, 20 violins, etc.) I have no doubt 
of his assent. 

Then there is another point on which 
I want your help, or at least, your ad
vice. I mean the question of terms for 
the work (Ohoral Edition, etc.). What 
do you think I ought to ask for it in 
England? I wished Mr. Buxton to 
make me an oft'er, as I had had some 
applications for the copyright from 
other quarters, and, while giving him 
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the preference, I should not like him to 
be the loser, nor to lose myself, by the 
transaction. He, however, leaves the 
matter entirely in my hands, and says 
he will be agreeable to whatever I pro
pose. What do you think, in justice to 
him aDd to myself, I ought to ask? 
This matter ought to be seWed before 
the parts are printed, but now please 
let me have definite instructions by re
turn of post whether I am to send the 
score only, or a copy of the parts also. 
If, as Mr. Moore desires, I am to send 
the latter, that will not prevent my for
warding the score of the first part of 
the oratorio to you in ten or twelve 
days, 80 that the translation can be 
made from that, while the parts can be 
cop~ed from my manuscript. 

H, after aU, there is no baritone to be 
got, the whole thing falls to the ground, 
and the oratorio cannot be performed. 
Is neither Pischek, Staudigl nor Ober
hofer "possible," as the French say? 
The latter, I believe, does not know Eng
lish, 80 it rests with the two others. 
Good-bye, don't forget instructions 
about house-hunting in Leipzig. Please 
keep the enclosed, it too concerns the 
Birmingham festival. Excuse trouble 
and haste. As ever, yrs, 

F. M. 

P. S. How would it be jf I had the 
orchestra parts printed in Germany, and 
brought them over with me ? The vocal 
parts, at any rate, would have to be 
printed in England on account of the 
English words. 

LmPzIG, May 23, 1846. 
My DEAR Fmmm,-

As I am leaving here this evening for 
the Rhine, and as I have not yet heard 
from you in answer to my last letter, I 
send to-day a complete copy of the first 
part of my Elijah to Messrs. Hattner & 
Co., Ewer's correspondents in Hamburg, 
to be forwarded to you through Mr. 
Buxton. I enclose also a copy of the 
words. This, and the score, please place 
at once in Mr. Bartholomew's hands for 
the purpose of translation. Should I 
hear in the meanwhile that the parts are 
to be copied here, that can be done from 
the original manuscript that I keep, and 
I have instructed my copyist to hold 

himself in ~ess to begin, jf required 
to do 80 during my absence. 

One request-please don't let the 
score go any farther than Mr. Barthol
omew, whom I believe to be perfectly 
reliable, and impress upon him that it 
should not be shown to anybody, nor 
leave his hands. Until I know whether 
eventually Mr. Buxton publishes it, I 
should not like it to be given to him. 
Lees still to others. I need not add an
other word, for I know how particular 
you are in such matters. 

May there be 80mething in my score 
that pleases you, and may you at least 
recognize my good intentions, and re
ward them with your usual kindness 
and friendship. Ever yrs., 

F. M. 

LaPzlG, June 26,1846. 
My DBAB FBIEND,-

The occasion of these lines is a pas
sage in Mr. Moore's letter in which he 
says "Nearly the whole of the Philhar
monic Band are-engaged; a few only are 
left out, who made themselves unpleasant 
when you were there." 

Now I strongly object to this restric
tion, and, as I fancy you can exercise 
your authority in the matter, I address . 
my protest to you, and beg you to com
municate it to Mr. Moore. There is 
nothing I hate more than the reviving 
of by-gone disputes; it is bad enough 
they should have occurred. This one 
of the Philharmonic is, as far &8 I am 
concerned, dead and buried, and may, 
on no account, have any influence on 
the selection made for the Birmingham 
festival. If men are to be rejected be
cause they are incompetent, that is not 
my business, and I have nothing to say 
in the matter; but jf it is because "they 
made themselves unpleasant when I was 
there," I consider that an injustice, 
~st which I protest. .Any further 
disturbance on the part of these gen
tlemen I am sure is not to be feared. 
That, at least, is my belief, shared prob
ably by all concerned. So you will sin
cerely oblige me by having the selection 
made exactly as jf I were not coming to 
England. The only consideration that 
can be shown me is not to take me into 
consideration at all. You will do me 
a favor by putting this very strongly 
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to Mr. Moore, and requesting him to 
let the matter drop. If my wishes are 
to be complied with, the incident must 
herewith end. Should it be otherwise, 
I shall write another dozen letters in 
protest against what I should consider 
a vindictive spirit of vindictiveness. 
Excuse all this. Ever yrs., 

F. M.· 

LmPzIG, July 12, 1846. 
My DBAB FBlBND,-

In answer to your letter, let me say 
without delay, that, the last time I 
passed through Birmingham, the touch 
of the organ appeared to me so heavy 
that I should not venture to perform 
upon it in public. If, however, it is 
materially improved, I shall be happy to 
play one of my sonatas, but I should 
not wish this to be announced before I 
had tested the organ myself. 

With great pleasure, or rather with
well you know what it is for me to sit 
at the pianoforte with you, and it needs 
no words to assure you that I am at all 
times ready. You decide, please, what 
it shall be; my head is quite full of Eli
jah just now. The double concerto by 
Bach is beautiful, but not brilliant; that 

. by Mozart rather the other way. Any
how, I will bring the former. But I 
must really be excused as regards play
ing a solo. As it is, I feel the strain of 
conducting more than I used to, and I 
am no longer capable of playing a solo, 
and conducting a new piece of mine at 
the same concert. Some other instru
mental number had better be put on the 
programme; that seems to me to be 
more appropriate, too, than having two 
pieces for the piano-forte. Now let me 
know soon which day is fixed for the 
festival, as Mr. Moore has not yet in
formed me; also who is going to sing 
the solos in my oratorio. When 8t. 
Paul was performed in Birmingham, it 
was followed by a selection from Han
del's oratorios; I much disapproved of 
this, and trust it is not to be the case 
now. 

• Jlend~hn had conducted the Pbllbermonlc Con· 
oerta in London durlnc the ....... of the 78U ~lng. 
On on. ccculQIl he anived late at a reheanaJ, owing to 
unavoidable ... _ end _ ... dlllCOlllteoUl, received by 
lOme of the membera of the orcheotra that he laid down 
hla betcn, and refUIed to go on. 80me of the d1rectora 
_t llIC08Oded, not without dilllcn1tY.ln paotf71ng h1lD; 
the otrendera .. ere reqneeted to leave the hall, end he .... 
f1Da117 persuaded to _e bie 0lil08. 

Please answer all these questiOns, and 
tell me which is the latest date J:~U can 
allow for my arrival; earlier I not 
be able to come, but I hope I may find 
time to remain a little afterwards. In 
the course of next week I will send the 
last part of the manuscript. It is not 
yet settled whether my wife goes with 
me, but I think she will With kindest 
messages, Ever yrs., 

F. M. 

LmPzIG, July 28, 1846. 
My DEAR Fm:mm,-

Many thanks for your letter of the 
18th, giving me the dates of the festival 
and of the rehearsals. Your and Mr. 
Moore's former letters have not stated 
this definitely, but now I know them, 
and can make my plans accordingly, and 
will be in London on the 17th, in good 
time for the rehearsal of the 20th. I 
should be glad if the solos could be re
hearsed at the pianoforte on the 19th. 

As the morning performances are to 
last three hours, the Elijah alone, which, 
according to my calculation, takes two 
hours, will not be IIllfiicient.. But then, 
I hope it can be so arranged that a 
whole piece, not a selection, be given in 
addition to it, in the same way as the 
8tabat Mater stands on the pro~e 
for the first day. To be sure, it must 
rest with the Committee whether they 
will give one or two pieces before, but 
however that may be, don't let us have 
a ragout afterwards. If there must be 
three hours, do pray arrange it so that 
a single piece of three quarters of an 
hour's dlU'ation be chosen. Besides, it 
would be a pity to spoil a programme 
which, as a whole, has a certain look of 
distinction about it. t 

.And now I hope and trnst we may 
soon meet again. Best love to all. My 
cecile, I am sorry to say, will not be 
able to accompany me. Too many re&

sons stand. in the way of her doing so. 
Yours ever. 

F.M. 

t In apite of all lloooIlel.. could do, lleudeleechn'. 
wieh .. were ~ After the OJUorio. )(arlo eenc 
an air from 1I..art' ... Davidde Penltente, Of Gri. en air b7 
O1lDatoee. and a chorD. b7 Handel brought the concert to 
en end. That JIend ..... hn ohottld he\'8 bed to upoeln. 
late, end In yaln teo. aplnet Itlob a propattllD8 Ia a good 
1ndlcali1oD of the etete of mtuloal tute In Bngland at the 
t1tne. )(an, of U8 can, no doubt, _bar eltnUar_ 
miti .. in th1e conntry twenty or thlrt7 :rears -co. end Pf'l'. 
hepo the time tor them \8 not quite put Jet. 
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LBlPzIG, Aug. 9, 184:6. 
:My »BAR FRunm,-

Once more a line, as our letters have 
Cl'OII8ed, to say that I hope to be in Lon
don on the 17th, travelling via Ostend 
and Dover. All else about :Miss Bas
sano, etc., verbally. I have just gone 
through the orchestra parts of the ora
torio, and have corrected a number of 
mistakes, whereby I hope to have saved 
you much time. Good bye-soon to 
meet. Yrs. ever, 

F.:M. 

.. Elijah" was given for the first time 
on August 28; on the 29th Moecheles 
wrote to the composer: 

.. Your visit to Birmingham, and the 
production of your • Elijali ' have opened 
a new world of art to me; your work 
has made an impression on my mind 
that can never be eflBced. If I did not 
tell you so, last night, when so many 
were pressing forward to congratulate 
you, it was because I fancied I felt more, 
and had more to say than they. Be
sides, I preferred writing to tell lOU 
how deeply impressed I am, for, if do 
80 verbally, you will only give me that 
obsolete answer that dates from your 
boyhood: • There is much room for 
improvement; give me your advice, and 
80 forth.' And that, from you to me, is 
out of place. Improve, correct as much 
as you think right; tell me why and 
wherefore you make this or that altera
tion. Let me learn from 1!'u, and grate
fully acknowledge that it is so. You 
~ht well put Beethoven's motto: 
• Man, help thyself'· in your coat of 
arms, for God has endowed you with 
rare gifts, that permit you to approach 
Him in the true spirit of devotion and 
reverence." 

Mendelssohn's immediate reply to this 
was as follows : 

• TbI. men to an Inoldent that happened "hen K .... 
ch.., then ODly twenty • .,.. UYinIr In Vienna. In 11'14 
IleethOT ... •• .. J'lclello" .,.. brought out, IUId JIcMoh .... 
.,.. commlaaloned 10 _l1li the Ptanotorte _ ID hla 
diaries of thOle da,. we bd .,. .. Ioue entrtea, reoordiDg hla 
"illite to BeethOTen. The a1tentlona ann-ted h, the 
maat.er were made with aU doe careaod defereDoe, and the 
liB. of the completed pleDoforte _.,.. ball, Jett at 
Jlee&hnyen'. roome. On the lut ~ lloech ..... had wrt~ 
_: .. Bod. with the help of God. When the liB. _ 
ntnmed. four chll!'llCterlatlo worde were fODDd to ha .. 
been added In Beetho"en'A bold IUId all but IlJes1ble hand
writlDg: "XM«A, AU/dlrNlbtJr" (IIaD, heJpthJlell). 

HOBART PLACK, Eaton Sq., 
29 Aug., 184:6. 

My DEAB FRunm,-
Your letter, which I just receive, makes 

me truly happy. Let me thank you cor
dially for the friendly sympathy and the 
indulgence with which you have listened 
to my music. 

Your kind words of praise are more 
to me than words from any other quar
ter, and a great deal more than I de
serve, according to my own estimation. 
Thanks, thanks J That is all I can say 
just now, although I should like to add 
80 much; but I will wait until we meet 
in a day or two, or perhape until we are 
taking some quiet stroll together around 
the city walls of Leipzig, or elsewhere • 
Thanks again, and may you ever preserve 
your friendship and kind indulgence for 
me. Yrs. for ever and a day, 

F.M. 

On October 21, 1846, Moscheles, with 
his family, arrived in Leipzig, and he 
immediately entered upon the perform
ance of his duties at the Conservatory, 
as Professor of pianoforte playing and 
composition. But that daily intercourse 
to which Mendelssohn had looked for
ward 80 earnestly was much interrupted 
in the beginning, neither was it des
tined to last long. During the winter 
of 1846-47 Mendelssohn had to give 
considerable time to Berlin; the follow
ing BUIDJDer he spent away from Leip
zig, and when he returned, on September 
17, it was only to, die, seven weeks later. 
The last note he wrote to :Moscheles, 
not quite a month before his death, 
was: 

LBlPzIG, Oct. 7, 184:7. 
My DEAB FBIBND,-

As you kindly promised melour visit 
for to-morrow afternoon, coul you not 
make it convenient to stay and spend 
the evening with us? And would not 
your wife, :Mr. and Mrs. Roche, Serena, 
Felix, and Clara join you then and take 
tea with us? That arrangement would 
give great pleasure to cecile and the 
children. 

Now I hope you will all think as I do, 
and say, yes, and delight 

Yours (in the singular and plurali-. 



THE DAY OF THE CYCLONE. 

By Octave Thanel. ---ll1T was a warm day. toned his old·fashioned wabJtcoa.t. He 
Perllaps but for that walked. slowly, with the round aboulders 
it might not have and uneven gait of a man accustomed. to 
happened, since Cap- watch the ground. 
tain Barris is a most So little did Archy know of the inte
tem~rate man. Un- rior of Iowa that he marched. up to this 
luckily the day was old man and asked. where he could get a 
warm, very warm, glass of beer. 

an~ AHhy was tired with a long ride in His answer was the view of a gaunt 
tM .. accommodation train;" and a vi- and weather-beaten visage and a porten
mon of a glass of beer-cool, foaming, tous frown. 
pleasantly stinging-rose before him. "Kin I tell lOU where ye kin get a 
Be had just been stationed. at Rock glaas of beer? repeated the man, who 
Island Arsenal, and all his knowledge of frowned as the keen gray eyes under 
the town of Grinnell was the fact that he the beetling brows took in Archis ele
had inherited some property within ita gant figure, from the white Derby hat of 
limits. Quite innocently, therefore, he the period to his immaculate gaiters. 
stared about him for 80me sign of re- "No, young man, I cayn't; and rd ad
freahment. vise you to quit huntin' up beer, or ye 

The street was like a hundred rural won't wear sioo good clo'se long. hy
streets in the West-straight, broad, and how, ye won't find no beer in Grinnell." 
shaded by young trees. .. What's the trouble with Grinnell? .. 

All the wooden cottages might have "The trouble is, its a prohibition 
been designed. by the same prosaic archi- town i and prohibition in Grinnell does 
tect. prohibit. There ain't a saloon in the 

Some of them looked. a little rusty; place. Ye cayn't git a dro~ of intoxi
many of them abone with new paint. caw' liquor, not a drop--
'They all had trim gardens in front, oases Here his underjaw feD. his eyeballs 
.of verdure in the midst of the dust. fixed. themselves in a dismal stare; and 
Between the dwellings, every now and the didactic forefinger, which had been 
then, there would come a great gap of sawing the air, was ~yzedmidway, 80 
untilled fields where no mower disturbed that it pointed straIght at the red-faced 
the riotous plantain, and burdock and man reeling round the comer. The 
jimson weeds held a kind of squalid rev- look and the swagger of him were un
elry over a heap of tin cans. The con- mistakable. 
trast between this unkempt domain and "Perhaps he could tell me," said 
the tidiness of the dwellings was queer; Archy. 
but it was asWestsm as the sea of prairie . He made the old man a very fine bow 
around the town, or the fierce sun above. and walked. away, smiling. 

No quiver in the hot air blurred the But when he retumed to Grinnell, 
'shadows of the maple leaves on the side- a year later, he was more serious. "I 
walks. A few farmers' wagons crawled daresay Rachel's father is another of 
tediously through the glare. Just ahead the same sort," he rellected; "if not
.of Archy was the solitary other footman by Jove, that would be too much, 
in sight. He was a big man, thin, but though I .. 
built on the large and sinewy plan. Helaughed a little lugubriously. Ra
Though it was so warm, his gray head chel was beautiful enough, and, what was 
was covered with a soft black felt hat, better, sweet and good enough to justify 
and he wore the heaviest of boots. To any man's passion; and he was as much 
make matters more equal, he carried. his in love as a man can well be; but he 
black coat on his arm and had unbut- thought of her people with a qualm. 
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"I grant that Rachel is an angel "
so his mother had talked-" and the an
gels are above social distinctions; but 
her father and mother? .. 

"Her mother is presumedly an angel, 
too," Archy had replied, "she has been 
dead these ten y " 

" Well, there and two 
them And that there 

as a cousin viB1 hom her 
ther was going he comes 
om Vermont; lieve the 
ys have ever Grinnell in 

their lives. You can't judge these people 
by the Ramsays, Archy; the Ramsays 
have been everywhere. It was only a 
freak of Mr. Ramsay sending Ethel to 
Grinnell A.rchy, I feel sure her people 
are impof8ible I " 

"I shan't many e," Archy 
said, lightly. 

But now, with vings, he 
scanned the eld g home 

their midda yone of 
hom might be Sedate, 

prosperous-looking men ey were, very 
like men of their years in a New Eng
land village, except for a slight Western 
negligence of dress. 

"Ramsay is right," mused Archy; 
"Grinnell is a Puritan colony in the 
prairie." 

He was in the us, now. 
e ugly, square ding he 

dged to be th and from 
e number of h dows he 

surmised that 8 !ling was 
kind of domu retty cot-

tages about must be the professors' 
houses, and the young men and maidens 
among the trees must be the students. 
He thought that the youths had rather 
a rustic air, but some of the girls were 
admirably pretty, and the rip fie of their 

yety spread to the f ces 0 the pass
rs-by. 

"But not one his com-
ent, "can co Rachel-

Hallo! here's th 
A door-plate 0 doubt. 
e house was 0 stories, 

and had two bay-windows and a pia.z.. 
za. It was painted gray, and the blinds 
were red. There was a garden before 
it full of rose-bushes, and the roses were 
in bloom. Archy grew a little dizzy; 
he had not seen Rachel for a week; he 

would see her in a moment, and being a 
modest, true-hearted young fellow, very 
much in love, his soul abased itself 
before this delicate and radiant creature 
whom he was daring to make his own. 

"My white rose," murmured the lover, 
" I , but I will try " 

" e nobuddy h 
Tha ded to ring," re 
a ce at his elbo 
old around a bay-
to miling tenderly 
doo the same 01 
whom he had met before. 

"I am looking for Mr. Jared Mead
owes," said Archy, whose heart sank 
down to his boots. 

"Well, you've found him." 
Inwardly Archy groaned, outwardly 

he 'd, "I am 
Barns 

" 
the 
diah 

Meadowes, 
with no gleam 

H efore, Archy 
how back looked, for e was 
in his shirt-sleeves. He had also dis
pensed with shoes, and his white socks 
glimmered in the obscurity of the hall. 
Archy followed him into a pretty room, 
and took the chair pushed forward. The 
old man seated himself opposite, planted 
his knees in the 
of a graph, and p 
to ung officer to 
and tiny. Decidedl 
not elcome. 

H DDOt Bit inde 
stanng at one's prospective father-m-law, 
so Archy cleared his throat and began. 
He presumed Mr. Meadowes knew the 
object of his visit. He had met Miss 
Meadowes at her friend Miss Ramsay's. 

"Six weeks ago," interrupted the old 
man" d want to marry her" 

A rted Archy ne 
to e sition and pro 
" H y, stationed a 
Islan e quarters the 

" t," said the 01 
" rv Island. Big 
Big arsenal. But I want to hear 'bout 
you." 

"Oh, I? I am twenty-eight years of 
age. My father was in the army, Gen
eral Barris. He was killed in the war. 
It is rather an army family. My mother 
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is a Massachusetts woman. She was a 
Miss Saltonstall ... 

"Dependent on L~H?" 
" She bas about a million dollars 

from her father. I have one sister, who 
is married and lives in New York. She 
is not dependent on me either. My 
mother lives with me. She-everybody 
thinks mi.:..other a charming woman." 

" But el ain't goin' to marry your 
mother. Cayn't seem to git ye to talk 
'bout yourself. Ramsay gives you a fine 
send oft' in his letter; but things don't 
strike him and I just the same. I guess 
you're a desirable husband as the world 
looks at things; but I ain't one of the 
world'sleople. Never was. You ain't 
the kin of husband rd pick out for my 
danghter. Nor yours ain't the kind of 
life rd choose for her. But if you're a 
good man, and likely to make her happy, 
I won't stand in the way. It's nature, I 
&'pose. I took her mother oft' to KanBRB, 
'way from her folks, an' now you want 
to take her, an' she's glad to go; but 
'tain't nature I should be glad to have 
her. Well, now, s'posin' you stop to 
dinner an' give me a chance to sorter 
size ye up; an' if I like the look 0' l.e 
rn go down to Rock Island, and if -,ou re 
satisfactory all 'round, it will be time to 
talk of marrying." 

.. I shall wait until after dinner, then," 
said Archy, smiling. 

No answering smile relaxed the other's 
iron features as he replied: "All right. 
Make yourself to home. I'll go tell the 
folks. It 

He left Archy in a frame of mind 
about equally compounded of irritation, 
amusement, and consternation. The 
young man could not help laughing as 
he pictured his mother's horror when 
she should see Meadowes. "Well, any
how, I don't blame him for not wanting 
to give up Racbel," he thought, gazing 
about the room for some trace of this 
one sweet presence. He rightly judged 
the soft hues of the walls and draperies, 
and the pretty feminine fanCIes of 
wicker-work and ribbon to be of her 
choosing; but he gave old Meadowes full 
credit for the plaster groF£n:present
ing the signing of the tci:pation 
Proclamation, and for a huge, pale en
graving of Lincoln in the bosom of his 
family. A.bove the mantel-piece hung 

a water-color :portrait, sumptuously 
framed, with a Jar of I'0Il88 before it 
like an oft'ering before a shrine. Plain
ly, it was the important object in the 
room. The portrait was a man's head. 
The features, the brows and the contour 
of the face, which was clean shaven, re
minded Archy of those multitudinous 
busts in the Vatican. Like them, also, 
was the singularly calm and determined 
expreBBion. But the blue eyes were 
mild, sad, and dreamy. Archy bad 
risen for a nearer view when the in
mates of the house appeared. They 
were Rachel, her futare stepmother, and 
her two brothers. The future step
mother was introduced as Miss Baker. 
She resembled Rachel in figure and car
riage, rather than in features or color
ing; and Archy bad a fancy that her 
gentle, faded face looked a good deal as 
the late Mrs. Meadowes's might have 
done at the age of-eay forty. But, 
naturally, his glance only lingered a 
polite instant before it sought Rachel. 
Her lover bad often compared Rachel 
to the wild flowers growing in the clefts 
of New Eugland rocks. Her extraor
dinary beauty was of that fragile type 
which bas a pathos in its Tery charm. 
Really, Rachel was both healthy and 
happy, and her father loved to boast of 
her prowess in mathematics at the Grin
nell College; yet whoever looked on her 
exquisite, pale face, with its wistful eyes 
and sensitive mouth, felt an involuntary 
sympathy, well enough interpreted by 
Archy's mother's remark: "That is the 
kind of girl who can break her heart I " 
She was a creature to whom one is 
gentle by instinct. Nevertheless, such 
creatures have their own strength. She 
was graceful because she could not help 
it, and bad a natural sense of beauty. 
Archy felt a fond pride as the lovely 
shape approached. Nothing more than 
a white frock and some red roses; but 
how thel suited her. 

By this time he was back in his chair, 
beaming with great friendliness upon 
the two youths, Ossawatomie (" Is he 
named for an Indian chief?" wondered 
Archy) and Jared. They were twin 
brothers, two yean younger than Rachel; 
both tall, slim, and shy; having their si&
ter's fascinating combination of bronze 
hair and dark-brown eyes, but with feat-
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urea which were a softened copy of 
their father's. Jared did not open his 
lips; but Ossa.watomie made some timid 
advances. To help on the lagging ta.lk 
Archy spoke of the water-color. " It 
was painted on East," sa.id Osawatomie, 
"from a daguerreotype. It is John 
Brown." 

"The Queen's John Brown, or John 
Brown's body?" Archy wed, with his 
fata1levity. 

"That, sir," Ba.id a deep voice," is 
John Brown of Ossa.watomie, the noblest 
man that ever died for liberty I" 

Archy had not seen him approach, 
and who can hear the footfall of socks? 
There he stood in the doorway, fore
finger uplifted, a.B grim and dark a figure 
a.B ever sent a witch to the gallows. 
" Well, sir," he continued, "what is your 
opinion of him?" 

.. He was a hero, certainly," Baid Archy, 
"whatever his mistakes." 

"What mistakes?" 
"Well, Harper's Ferry. And that 

1fiBBouri a.ft'a.ir where they dragged men 
out of their cabins and shot them in the 
hearing of their wives and children--" 

The old man interrupted him a.B 11BU&l: 
"Brown Wa.BD't on that raid. But that 
ain't sa.yin' he condemned it; he didn't. 
And you needn't waste much pity on 
them men. They had blood on their 
own hands, every one of them; they had 
murdered Free State men; and they were 
judged, condemned, and killed for it, a.B 

they had ~';f~: to be. That's all there 
is to that '. Those border ruf6ans 
used to ride over into Ka.n8a.B, and slay, 
and steal, and burn. They'd come over 
and vote, and make our laws for us. 
Then they'd shoot us 'cause we objected. 
Didn't ye never hear of the sack of 
Lawrence? A neighbor of mine was 
shot down, right before his wife, by three 
men. Three to one, those were their 
odds. I know all about it, for I was one 
of Brown's men. I was only a stripling, 
but I had the luck to be in four tights, 
and I got a bullet in my leg that, like's 
not, saved my life, for else rd a gone off 
with Brown to Harper's Ferry, so I 
gu8BB lowe one good turn to a border 
ruf6an. But, I tell you, I didn't thank 
him for it when I read in the :papers how 
those he counted on failed him, and he 
was trapped and lay wounded in prison, 
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and then how he--died. rd lay on my 
bed and cry, 'cause I couldn't be there and 
fight it out with him. Say, sir, you that 
call Harper's Ferry a miatake, say, did 
you ever read the letters he wrote when 
he was in prison in Charleston?" 

"No, I don't think I have; I don't re
member them," Baid Archy, meekly. 

"Then you better, 'fore ye diBCUBS 
Brown and his mistakes again," said 
Brown's old follower. It was a welcome 
diversion to have Bachel, who had le~ the 
room for a second, return, to announce 
dinner. Archy managed to get near 
enough to her for a whisper; but she 
only gave him a frightened glanee and 
sa.id, "Please don't ta.lk about Brown to 
po. until you know more. Oasie's named 
after him. Po. thinks the world of him I" 

The meal began ominously. Archy 
had been praising the pretty town. 

"We owe our prosperity to our liquor 
laws," sa.id Mr. Meadow8&. .. Humphp 
did ye find any beer that day ? " 

So he had remembered I Archy, blush
ing in spite of himself, said, "No, he 
hadn't tried." 

"You drink to home, I s'pose. Have 
wine on the table? " 

Archy confeBBed to an occasional glass 
of claret with his dinner. 

"Them boys," said the old man, slant
ing his thumb at the twins, "them boys 
ain't never touched a drop of spirituous 
liquor in their lives." 

"Indeed," Baid Archy, trying to throw 
a sympathetic accent into the word. 

"Yes, sir. And the majority of the 
boys here have the same habits. That's 
the great advantage of a prohibitory 
law; it makes a town safe to raise boys 
in. I wouldn't raise a family in Daven
port if you gave me my home." . 

"But Davenport is a delightful place, 
don't you know, Mr. Mea.dowes; and, in 
spite of their saloons, there isn't a town 
in Iowa with a smaller percentage of 
criminal businees." 

"All the same," Mea.dowes retorted, 
sardonically, "we'll try to improve it a 
bit. We are goin' to pass a law that 
will wipe out the saloons all over Iowa. 
P'rape you don't believe sich a law kin 
be enforced?" 

"Well, it never has been. Why, don't 
you try high license?" 

"Because I don't believe in compro-
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mising with evil. That's why I I fought 
alavery in my youth, an' rm fighting 
rum in myoid age. And rve been a 
no-compromise man straight through. 
I learned that from old John Brown. 
There wasn't much compromising about 
Aim. It was a grand thing to see him 
in battle. And tbey say it was grander 
to see him die. And yet there wasn't a 
man was gentler or kinder-hearted. He 
never took no thought of himself. Look 
at that letter he wrote his wife from the 
prison, beggin' her not to come to him, 
'cause it would use up all her little stock 
o{ money, and ahe might be insulted 
or bard treated. But rm wandering. 
Brown's only a fanatic to you. He was 
not of this world, and the world mar
tyred him, an' you compromise men 
stood by consenting unto his blood. 

. You're a high-license man yourself, I 
take it. Believe in doing evil that good 
may come, hey'" 

" Ob, no," said Archy, smiling. Some
how during the last few moments his 
thoughts had grown kinder to the loyal 
old partisan. "Ob, no, I merely choose 
between a little evil and a great deal 
I'll take less than the earth. But, real
ly, Mr. Meadowea, I haven't studied the 
subject enough to discuss it. Oan't you 
ask me something eBIlJ'" 

Oeaie ventured to laugh. Jared 
frowned. "What are your politics?" 
said the old man, sternly. 

"I am not sure that I have any. 
Sometimes I am a Republican, and some
times a Democrat. I believe I was a 
Democrat last." 

Now, in the interior of Iowa Repub
licanism is, still, a species of religion. 

A gasp of dismay ran through the cir-
cle. . 

" Those are your opinions, are they? " 
said the old man, sternly. "A trim
mer. Well. Will you have any more 
meat?" 

Archy declined, and Mr. Meadowes 
only spoke to him once again during the 
meal The once was when he observed 
Archy shredding his salad with his fork. 
"Ain't ye got no knife? " called he. 
" Lowisa "-to the red-haired maid
"give Oaptain Barris a knife." 

" He's got a knife," the girl said sharp
ly; "there's your knife I "-pushing the 
blade at Archy, who silently cut up his 

lettuce. But Bachel reddened up to ber 
eyes. 

The dinner was excellent. I don't 
know how many hours Rachel and Miss 
Baker had spent in the kitchen with 
"Lowisa." The linen was dainty. there 
were llowers on the table, and the cut
glass tumblers, and the carafe. Rachel 
had trip~X:tof the room with a happy 
smile. t' . g: "Archy will see that 
we can have pretty things too." 

But now, seen through a stranger's 
,eyes, everything was wofully changed. 

The oilcloth, to which her father clung 
because he had always had an oilcloth on 
his dining-room Hoor ever since he was 
married; that preposterous sideboard, 
and those portraits of Mr. and Mrs. 
Meadowes which a gifted sign-painter 
had done just before they left Kanaas
did Archy notice them, was he laughing 
at them' Even the table appointments 
were not an unmixed triumph. Jared 
asked, where was the "water pitcher' " 
''Lowisa" forgot the white apron that bad 
been furnished her. She piled the dishea 
noisily into dizzy towers, and it was al
most an interposition of Providence that 
ahe didn't alay Mr. Meadowes outright, 
as ahe swung the meat platter above his 
head, with the carving-knife prancing on 
the edge, while he sat below, like an UD

conscious Damoc1es. It was no use try
ing to catch "Lowisa's" eye; her mind 
was on the sweets in the kitchen, and you 
must speak to the point, and in a good 
round tone, too, or she would glare at 
you and say, "How f " Rachel thought 
of Mrs. Barris's dinners, the beautiful 
room, the glittering table, the noiseless 
service. Every rough gesture of her 
father's was like a blow. She could have 
groaned when he brandished his knife 
at Archy, in the courage of his o:piniona, 
or mopped his face with his napkin. His 
blunt discourtesy was worse than any
thin~ else. "How could he' how could 
he" ahekeptsayingtoherself,inaspaam 
of mortification. Yet, all the while, abe 
was angry with her lover. That inde
finable thrill of kindred, of the blood 
that is thicker than water, was sending 
hot Hushes of mingled shame and indig
nant aft'ection to her cheeks. What could 
Archy know of her father, of his heroic 
devotion to principle, his honesty, that 
was a proverb in the town, and how 
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under that harsh exterior was the ten
derest, faithfullest h~why, though 
he talked so fiercely about saloon-keep
ers, he had half-supported Gus Timm's 
family after they sold him out and poured 
the barrels into the street I What did 
Archy know, Bitting there so easily, 
sneering at his spiritual betters? 

Meanwhile ,oor Archy, ignorant of 
this tumult 0 feeling, was congratulat
ing himself on having kept his temper 
so well 

The dinner, at last, came to an end. In
stantly Meadowes spoke to Rachel, "I 
want to see you a minnit, daughter." 

They went out together; Ossie and 
Miss Baker exchan~ a sorrowful 
glance; and Miss Baker said, "Won't 
you please step into the parlor, Captain 
Barris?" in much the same tone in 
which one would say, "Won't you walk 
into the silent tomb? " 

The air had grown close and warm. 
Jared flung oir his coat without cere
monl' Ossie sat on the piano-stool 
making aimless half~es of motion 
and looking dejected. Miss Baker es
sayed a few commonplaces on the late 
magazines ; but her eyes kept wander
ing to the door, and Archl's best dorts 
at sprightliness fell fiat; m fact, his lis
teners gazed on him more and more 
compassionately. It was a distinct relief, 
after half an hour of this, to see old 
Meadowes reappear. Simultaneously, as 
though they were puppets on a single 
string which he had pulled, the others 
jumped up and :filed out of the room. 

Archy felt a dismal presentiment. It 
was no false prophet; in the fewest and 
curtest sentences Meadowes told him 
that his proposal must be rejected. 
" rve looked ye over and ye wun't do," 
said he, "you're a drinkin' man--" 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Meadowes, 
I was never under the inftuence of liquor 
in my life. I don't care for the stuft:" 

Unconsciously Archy had squared his 
shoulders, he had risen on Mr. Mead
owes's entrance, and was still standing. 
The old man looked at him-a gallant 
:figure, erect, athletic, with his fair skin 
flushing. his handsome head thrown 
back a little. and his frank blue eyes 
sparkling. Old Meadowes drew an ab
rupt sigh. "I didn't say you got drunk," 
he replied; "I said you was a drinkin' 

man, a moderate drinker, if you like 
that expression better--" 

"Very moderate." 
"I don't take no stock in moderate 

drinkers; it they're too cold-blooded to 
go to perdition themselves, they lead 
other people there, and I ain't sure but 
that's worse. You are a Democrat and 
an aristocrat. Ramsa~ says you ain't a 
professor of religion-lest a sort of 'pis
copal. We ain't got an opinion in com
mon." 

.. I beg your pardon, we have one, 
your daughter--" 

.. That ain't the same thing, even. You 
think you're in love with her now, but 
when you find her principles interferin' 
with your amusements, anU~ur fine 
friends are laughing at lOU • d your 
back. you'll git angry WIth her. I would 
have more hopes of ye if you'd stood 
up fair and square for the bad things 
you believe in; there'd be some chance 
of convertin' you to righteousness; but 
you're like the I.acedamoDians the 'p0s
tle talks of. Ye shew what was in ye at 
the dinner-table. Ye didn't want no dis
putin'; oh, no, you was willin' to make 
any concessions, till ye'd got Rachel 
'way; then I guess you'd sing another 
song. But I tell you, Captain Barris, .. he 
drew himself up to his full height, his 
countenance grew rigid, and he made a 
single downward strolie with his lore
finger. "I tell you, rd ruther see my 
innocent child dead, right here, than 
married to a cold-hearted, unprincipled, 
sneerin' aristocrat that will break her 
heart or else ruin her principles." 

.. You can hardly expect me to take 
this as :final," said Archy, coldly. 

.. Oh I ye kin see Rachel, if ye wanter," 
the old man answered. All at once he 
looked desperately tired and spoke 
wearily, quite without anger, "It will be 
an additional pain to her; but you've 
both got it to go through, and ye kin 
talk it over together. m call her. Good
by, Captain Barris. I expect ye wun't 
care for it, but I'm sorry for you." He 
extended his hand. Archy felt the same 
odd movement of friendlin8BB for the 
stanch old soul which he had felt be
fore, struggling up to the surface of his 
sensations through all the anger and 
sting of the moment. 

"No, Mr. Meadowes," said he, "I 
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can't shake hands, for I mean to do my 
best to persuade your daughter to marry 
me." 

" Try," said the old man, stonily, 
walking oft: 

Then Rachel came. She looked white 
and miserable and had a package in her 
hands. Archy would not look at her 
face ; he caught her in his arms, whisper
ing, "You won't be so cruel, my love, it's 
nonsense my giving you up-I can't I" 

"You must," said Rachel, trembling, 
but trying to release herself; "please let 
me go, Captain Barris. " 

The young man stepped back rather 
an exaggerated distance. He looked at 
her steadily. "You don't mean that you 
will throw me over like this," said he. 

Rachel made a great e1fort and con
trolled her voice. It was just the soft, 
caressing, plaintive voice that one would 
expect of her; but now it was on that 
level of intonation which comes when 
the will has to hold every word steady 
lest it turn into a sob. "My father," 
said she, "it's all true what my father 
says ; we are altogether dift'erent. The 
people you go with laugh at the things 
I have been taught were the most im
portant. They call earnest Christian 
people • prigs '; and your mother was 
so surprised when I told her I belonged 
to the W. C. T .. U., and said, 'Oh, my 
dear, don't; that sort of thing stamps 
one I' She made me feel as though I 
had confessed to having been in jail. 
Captain Barris, your mother is ashamed 
of me. And you would be if you 
married me. You are ashamed of my 
folks-" She choked with the remem
brance of the torture of the dinner
table. 

Archy looked at her in a confusion of 
anger, pity, and despair. "But, Rachel," 
he cried, vehemently, "you knew all 
about this before, when you promised to 
marry me. What does all this r- stuft' 
matter when we love each other 1 Come, 
my darling, when you know us better 
you will find we have our principles, too, 
though we may seem to make light of 
them." 

"They are cillferent; everything is 
cillferent. I was afraid always, but 1-
You hadn't seen my father, then; I told 
you if he consented. But he would be 
wretched--" 

.. You would rather make me wretched 
than him 1" 

Rachel was standing; she sat down 
before she answered, faintly, "Yes." 

"Then, " said he, "when you told me 
that last evening on the island that 
you--" 

"Please don't," she whispered; and 
she said aloud, "Jared I " 

Archy did not know that she felt her
self fainting, and her cry to her brother, 
passing by the door, was only because 
of this. He thought that she wanted to 
cut the interview short. He was stung 
to the quick. 

He caught up his hat and bowed. "In 
that case," said he, "I will not prolong 
an interview that seems to distress you. 
I wish you every good· fortune, Miss 
Meadowes." 

Not dariug to raise her eyes she diz
zily lifted the package in her lap. But 
he had turned his back. The poor girl 
had put a few tear-stained words be
tween the lids of ·her Bible, and placed it 
with his notes and the trUling gifts 
which she had allowed him to give her ; 
the little bundle slipped from her limp 
fingers, and, just as Archy's footsteps 
pounded along the walk, Rachel's head 
sank on her brother's arm in the first 
swoon of her life. 

Archy went striding down the street. 
Well, to this day he has a little tighten
ing of the throat recalling the next few 
hours. He was in a fever of wrath and 
anguish; furious with Rachel, who could 
give him up so tamely, raving at himself 
for 1linging up his chance in a fit of tem
per. Then he essayed a cynical gayety, 
and felt his eyes smarting with tears be
cause he had remembered some trump
ery incident of the past weeks and the 
cadence of Rachel's laugh. A.h I haven't 
the most of us just such moments to re
member, with their sickening oscillations 
of love and anger and despair I How 
long Archy walked he could not tell, but 
when he resumed a saner mood enough 
to look about him, he was among the 
low hills, covered with wheat and oats, 
outside the town, and night was falling. 
Clever alienists have their patients walked 
to exhaustion sometimes, and perhaP..B 
lovers, who are in a measure insane pe0-
ple, may be helped the same way. At 
any rate, by this time Archy's sweet tem-
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per had acquitted RacheL He even had 
a glimmer of the truth, and he began to 
hope again. 

He turned himself about, resolved to 
walk past the Meadowea' house. He 
would not call, but if by accident-

As he passed through the College 
campus he heard a girl's laugh. 

.. See how funny the sky looks 1" she 
said to the young mlDl beside her. "Look 
-you are not looking at all I " 

"I have something better to look at," 
said he. 

.Archy brushed past them impatiently. 
Yet it was a strange sky. Although the 
sun had set, the western sky, up to the 
zenith, burned with a lurid radiance. 
Fwmel-shaped clouds, inky black, dipped 
into this unearthly brilliancy. "While 
.Archy looked he became aware of the 
utter stillness of the air. Not a bird's 
chirp, not the hum of an insect. He had a 
peculiarly ghastly sensation, like one who 
ieels for a pulse and there is no throb. 
.. What a cursed. night 1" he muttered.. 
It was the night of the 17th of June, 
1882. He went on. He passed the 
Meadowes house. 

Then he turned, saying to himself that 
he would go to his hotel and write to 
Rachel; he even remembered that he 
had missed his supper,-when he saw 
Rachel come out of the house. It was 
too dark to see her face, but he knew her 
figure and a certain blue shawl which she 
used to wear. Afire now with hope and 
impatience he pursued her. Suadenly 
that dear form grew dim. The strange 
~ht was fading, the black funnels 
dipped lower, lower into the glow, and 
the dark tree-leaves began to rustle. 
Directly, the air vibrated with a horrible 
grinding noise, compared, afterward. to 
many sounds, like them all, yet most ap
pallingly cillferent from alL And then 
-it came I Earth and air were rent in
to chaos. The tall trees swayed, snapped, 
fell Houses were swept from their moor
ings, and whirled shivering and crashing 
away. They were chopped into splinters. 
They were scatterecf'like a handful of 
dust. There was no more space; the 
air itself was a tumult of darting shapes, 
a horror of woful sounds. Archy was 
within arm's length of RacheL He 
caught her waist ; he Sung her, or they 
were thrown together, against the roots 

of a great elm. "Cling I " he shouted ; 
"lie fiat and hold on for your life 1 " 

Her head and shoulders being in a 
hollow of the roots were partially pro
tected, and he could farther shield them 
with his own body. He felt the wind 
of death swaying their limbs; he was 
struck heavy blows, he was Sogged, 
battered, stung; his tense muscles were 
ready to snap with the strain, but he 
clung with the immense energy of de
spair. The cyclone shot a hundred ob
jects over his head-rafters, branches, 
the marble top of a table, a beast with 
hoofs and horns, the pillows of a bed
there was no counting them. A house 
to his right was smashed like an egg
shell; a row of houses to his left fell in 
amid frightful screams. Balls of :fire 
were skimming the ground. A girl's 
face, the face that he had seen a moment 
since, ftashed by all white and crooked, 
and vanished. Not a rod away a man 
ran toward them, screaming. The wind 
took him and he was gone. Somewhere 
among the trees a piteous little voice 
cried, .. Mamma, tum I mamma, tum 1 " 
Back of him were some people in sore 
plight who groaned unceasingly, and a 
woman shrieked, "Oh I my baby." The 
storm went roaring over them, houses, 
barns, trees hurled on either side of its 
track. It struck the College, levelled the 
brick building like a house of cards, 
peeled roof and upper story oft the stone 
building, and Aung a shower of blinds, 
glass, shingles, and bricks from the pro
fessors' houses. 

But surely now the worst was over; 
they could lie still on the ground, and 
the voices about them were plainer. 

.. It's over, thank God I" cried a man's 
voice. 

" Well, it's finished me anyhow," an
other answered; "my legs are both broke, 
and my back too, I guess. Anybody got 
any legs to get up and look after that 
woman's baby?" 

The cyclone had gone; but the wind 
in its wake was blowing furiously and 
the rain fell as rain never fell in Grin
nell before; in fact, a water-spout had 
burst. One could scarcely stand for the 
wind or breathe for the rain. And the 
darkness was horrible. 

Archy managed to get on his feet and 
to raise Rachel She held on to his arm, 
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sobbinl(, "Oh! my land I Ohl who is it? 
What has become of them? Oh I Oap
tam Barris, what has happened?" 

It was not Rachel's voice. 
At that moment the heavens blazed 

from horizon to horizon, while a clap of 
thunder drowned the multitudinous din 
of human agony. Who that saw it can 
forget that wofol battle-field, struck 
into sight, then swallowed up in black
nese--wreck and carnage such as can
not be pictured, and white faces glaring 
out of their death-traps. Yet Archy 
could only see one object, Miss Baker's 
terrified face. " For God's sake, where's 
Bachel?" he groaned. 

"In the house, and he--he-- Oh I 
look; oh I look I " 

Through the sheet of rain, as the light
ning 6ashed again, they both looked. 
The house was gone. 

Miss Baker showed herself the stronger 
of the two now; it was she who sug
gested that they might have reached the 
cellar. 

"Let us go," said"Archy; "but I can't 
leave that baby up in the tree. Wait a 
moment!" 

The little captive luckily was so wedged 
in the branches (held fast by his frock, 
which was torn in two and rolled round 
a limb as though the cyclone had delib
erately tied him), that he was merely 
bruised a little, and easily released by 
the simple expedient (suggested by Miss 
Baker) of cutting oft the buttons and 
pulling him out of the dress. Archy 
stumbled acroBB to the cellar, and at the 
first sound of the child's voice a woman 
caught him and wept over him. She 
said that they were all out of the cellar. 
Only one was badly hurt, and he was 
calling to them to leave him and go to 
others who could be helped. 

"I wish we could stay," said Miss 
Baker; " but we must go on, Mrs. Dane. 
Our house is gone. And Rachel and 
Mr. Meadowes--" 

" Oh I God help you," said the woman, 
" go, do go I " 

Though they used all poSBible speed 
they had to go slowly, the ground being 
full of great holes where trees had been 
uprooted or fence-posts torn out, and 
encumbered, moreover, with the trunks 
of trees, and rafters and piles of brick, 
and splintered furniture of every kind 

and shape. Once Archy stumbled over 
a dead horse, very comfortably disposed 
on a feather-bed. His next stumble 
banged his knees against a kitchen stove. 

A second later a lantern was ftashed 
in their eyes, and a wild-faced man 
shouted, "Is Thomas Reynolds's house 
down?" 

They could not tell him, and he ran 
by with his wild face behind his lantern. 
Somehow, this increased their anxiety. 
Indeed there was something very ghastly 
and awful about the way they would be 
suddenly close to afellow-creature in dire 
misery, and, in the space of a thought, 
he would be gone, and the rain and the 
bl.aclmess about them again. During all 
this while, also, there was no diminution 
of the uproar of shrieks, yells, groans ; 
rather its volume was swelled by new 
voices, because helpers were seeking for 
the wounded and the dead, and shouted 
their presence. lanterns now twinkled 
in every direction. The men of Grin
nell were very generally in the business 
streets when the cyclone came, and this 
part of the town had escaped. They 
heard the storm and saw it break. As 
soon as they could stand in the gale they 
were out with lanterns. A second and a 
third man passed Archy. The fourth 
man wrested Miss Baker from his arm, 
crying, "God be praised! Here, hold 
these," he said, thrusting an axe and lan
tern at Archy. The action, it appeared, 
was to free his arms, that he ~"ht em
brace Miss Baker, which he did most 
tenderly. Of course it was old Jared 
Meadowes. 

"Rachel?" ~ Archy. 
"Rachel's all nght, safe and sound, 

thank God," Meadowes replied; "we 
got into the cellar. But you, Lid&-" 

"I should have been killed but for 
Oaptam Barris," said she, solemnly; "I 
never could have held on but for him." 

The old man wrung Archy's wrist ; he 
couldn't wring his hand, since the right 
held the lantern and the left the axe. 

"She's to be my wife," said he, hoarse
ly. "I thought rd lost her." 

He made no other attempt at thanks, 
seeming to think that sentence explained 
everything. "But my boys, Liru.." he 
continued, "they're both up to the 001-
lege. I must go to them. Kin you take 
her home?" 
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.. Nobody need take me home," said 
:Miss Baker, who had acted with unex
pected spirit and coolness all along. .. I 
how every step of the way, and I ain't a 
mite hurt. You both go along; you are 
needed here, and I don't need you. You 
only hinder me; I Cla1ll't hold up my 
dress or nothing, getting over the logs, 
with you 'round I" 

She would not even take the lantern, 
protesting that they would need it in 
their work, which was 80 much the case 
that they did not insist; and 80 they part.
ed. The two men turned back to the 
College. They had not proceeded very 
far before Meadowes began to swing his 
lantern, yelling, .. Hello, Ossie I This 
wayl" 

A young fellow, bounding recklessly 
over the logs, stopped with a cry of joy; 
palpably Ossie. He explained hurriedly 
that there were five students under the 
ruins of the brick building, and at least 
three buried under the roof of Central 
College. He himself had leaped out of 
a window 88 he felt the building lurch. 
He was bruised and cut, but he came 
down all right by the· belL Jared's leg 
was hurt. Ossie got him out somehow, 
and he was picking bricks off the other 
boys; hesaid that he could do that, since 
his arms were sound. Ossie must get 
help and find out about the family. 
"Run on, my boy," said the father. He 
looked in an appealing way at Archy. 
"I guess his eye ain't out, don't you? 
It's only the eyelid got tore, ain't it? I 
wouldn't stop him to ask. .. 

.. It W88 only the eyelid. I could see 
plainly." 

The old man drew a deep sigh of re
lief. "Come on," said he, "you've got 
mighty good eyes." 

Then ensued a night, the most terri
ble, the most pitiful, and the most noble 
in Grinnell's history. Well had it been 
named a colony· of Puritans; for that 
night, amid desolation ana horror, these 
plain people rose to the stature of he
roes. Fortitude, serenity in danger, 
courage, good sense, magnanimous civic 
devotion, all the rngged virtues of the 
Puritan were there, and with them an 
open-handed generosity and a jocose 
philosophy born of the prairie air. 

Archy and old Meadowes worked side 
by side the night through. They worked 

amid scenes 80 awful and 80 piteous that 
all the disguises in which we Anglo- I 

Saxons like to muftle up our hearts were 
torn away. 

Archy was prepared to find the old 
John Brown man a cool, long-headed 
fellow, brave and patient, in fine, a good 
comrade; but he did not expect to see 
him 88 gentle 88 a woman with the 
wounded, and he opened his eyes over 
the sum which the old man put down on 
the first subscription paper. .. It's a 
tbank-offering to the Lord," said he, 
8Olemnly, .. for his mercies to me this 
night." 

The two men had worked in the great
est harmony. Indeed, if anything could 
have amused Archy during those dread
ful hours he would have been amused to 
observe how Meadowes presently came 
to rely on his quick eyes and strong 
muscles. Several times the old man 
jerked a gruff word of approval at the 
younger one. Finally, he ~ him 
on the shoulder, saying, .. 'bout 
'nuff of this, ain't ye? rve jest got word 
from Rachel that our bam's all safe, and 
she an' Lida have got an oil-stove up, 
and some hot biscuits and coffee and 
cold ham ready. It's broad daylight, 
an' I guess we better quit for awhile. 
Jared's there; rd kinder like to see how 
his leg'B comin' on. An' Lida's waitin' 
to thank you." His tone changed to one 
of grave and deep feeling. "I ain't 
rightly thanked ye for that yet, myself," 
said he. 

Now, several times during the last 
hours it had occurred to Archy that he 
W88 sailing into the old man's favor under 
false colors. There is a well-defined dif
ference between risking your life for 
another man's sweetheart and for your 
own. 

It was a temptation; he could see 
Rachel, and the bam, and the steam of 
the coffee, and the turn of her white 
throat 88 she would look up, and her 
brown eyes shining. Then he said, sulk
ily, "That's nothing; I-I ought to tell 
you I mistook:Miss Baker for Rachel." 

Meadowes's lips twitched with a grin 
of humorous appreciation. Though a 
Puritan, he was also a Westerner . 

.. m bet a cooky yotive been on pins 
and needles," said he, "thinking whether 
you had ought to tell me, or could git 
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01I without." His face 8Oftened. "Licla 
does feature Bachel, an' they've got the 
same way of walkin'. 'Twas that first 
turned my mind on her." He hesitated. 
"I guess you'd have done 'bout the same 
if you bad lmown." 

"Of course," said Archy, indignantly. 
"Then I don't see but what the obli

gation's just where it was. rm glad ye 
spoke, though j glad ye wouldn't take 
gratitude ye thought didn't b'long to ye. 
My main objection to you, Barris, was 
your bein' 80 unprincipled; but I guess 
you've got a conscience, though it's con
siderable darkened. You've shown your
self a man to-night. I mistrusted you 
hadn't much of a heart either; but when 
I saw you cryin' over that poor little 
blinded baby tryin' to make its dead. 
mother hear, an' wipin' your eyes on the 
sly with your fists, not bowin' you was 

leaving a black mark every time-oh, ye 
needn't go to rubbin' your face I Bless 
you, man, you're mud and soot all over, 
and your coat's bu'st down the back. 
Your own mother wouldn't know you I 
But I guess Rachel wilL Come along, 
come along. You and she will just have 
to settle your concerns yourselves." 

It does not need telling that this set
tlement was satisfactory. Only it was 
embarrassing that the old man would not 
let him go to the hotel or give him time 
for the rudest toilet. 

But Bachel threw her white arms 
about that dreadful coat with a sob of 
happiness. 

"And you won't send me away ~ ," 
he whispered. "We are to settle It our
selves, your father says. He and I are 
great chums. Though I must admit," he 
added, "it took a cyclone to make us 80." 

ASHCAKE. 

• By Thomas Nelson Page. 

YBB, sub; clat is a comical name; 
Hit is so, an' for a flw' ; 

But I knowed one down in Ferginia 
Could 'a' toted dat on its back. 

" What wuz it' " rm gwine to tell you
'Twuz moDSUS long ago : 

'Twuz " Ashcake," sub j an' all on us 
Use' to call 'im jes' " Ashcake," so. 

You see, sub, my young master he 
Wuz a powerful wealphy man

,Mo' plantations 'n hyars on you' head j 
Great acres 0' low-groun' lan' j 

Jeems-River bottoms dat use to stall 
A fo'-horse plough no time--

An' he'd knock you down ef you jes' had dyard 
To study 'bout guano an' lime. 

De corn use' to stan' in de row dat thick, 
You jes' could follow de ballr.-

An' rank I Well, I 'clar' to Gard rse seen 
Fo' coons up a single stalk. 

He owned mo' niggers 'n air urr man 
About dyab-black an' bright, 

He own' 80 many, before de Lord I 
He did n' know all by sight. 
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Well, sub, one eve1in', 'long to'dea dusk, 
I seen de master stan' 

h' watch a yaller-boy paSs de gate 
Wid a aShcake in liis ban'. 

He never had no mammy at all
Leastways, she wuz dead by dat-

hd de cook an' the bands about on de place 
Use'to see dat de lad kep' fat. 

Well, he trotted 'long down de pari dat night, 
AJI de master he seen him go, 

h' he hollered, "Say, boy I I say, what's you' name ? " 
" Ashcake, sub," says Joe. 

Well, hit 'peared to tickle de master much, 
h' he called him uJ? to de do' ; 

.. Well, dat's a right cunsome name," says he ; 
.. But I think hit suits you sho'." 

" Whose son is you? " de master axed. 
.. Young~ane's," says Joe; " she's dead." 

A sperrit couldn't 'a' IlI'Owed no whiter, 
h' .. By Gorcll ,f'I heard him said. 

Well, he took de chile into de house, 
Jea' 'long 0' dat ar whim ; 

b' dat-time-out you never see 
Sich sto' as he sot by him. 

b' Ashcake, he swung his cradle, too, 
As clean as ever you see ; 

b' he stuck as close to de master's heels 
As de shader sticks to de tree. 

Tell one dark night, when de river wuz out, 
De master an' Ashcake Joe 

Wuz comin' home an' de skift' upsot, 
h' bofe would 'a' drownded sho' ; 

Excusin' dat Ashcake cotch holt master 
AJI gin' him holt de boat, 

h' saved him so; but'twuz mo' 'n a week, 
Befo' hill body comed adoat. 

h' de master, he buried dat nigger, sub, 
In de white-folks' grave-yard, sho' ! 

h' writ on a whil.e-follcll tombstone, 
AmOAlUD-jes' "Ashcalte," so. 

AJI de master, he grieved so 'bouten dat thing, 
Hit warn long helo' he died ; 

h' dee laid him to sleep in de grave-yard 
Not fur from young Ashcake's side. 

3S1 



FIRST HARVESTS. 

By F. J. Stimson. 

OHAPrER vrr. 
ABTBUB SBBS THE WORLD. 

a~2:lI1!!Iil!i1llill.T was Dear the end of 
the first hour in the 
New York Stock Ex
change. The ftoor was 
crowded. A few of the 
young brokers, who had 
less business and more 

time, having executed their orders, 
were now ready for skylarking and 
horse-play. But it had beaD a great 
"bull" morning, and the greater num
ber, many of whom were older brokers, 
and had only been attracted personally 
to the scene as the news of the great 
battle ~read abroad about the Street, 
were still madly pressing around the 
painted signs which were set, like stand
ards, to mark the statiODS of the stocks. 
The high roof of the hall seemed too 
close to make the noise endurable; the 
air itself seemed tom aDd tired with 
the cries of the combatants. The rays 
of light which came down from the 
high windows were full of shreds and 
the dust of battle; the worn floor was 
littered with bits of paper, telegrams 
aDd orders, the exploded cartridges 
of that paper warfare. To the contem
plative stranger in the gallery-if any 
contemplating stranger there had pres
eDce of mind and spirit calm enough 
to remain so-it seemed as if the actors 
in the scene, rushing madly from ODe 
skirmish to another, crying their orders, 
now unheeded, now to a crazy crowd, 
were the orators or leaders of a vast 
mob, trying each to work his will UPOD 
the multitude. Or he may have thought 
it a parliament, a congress that had 
overleapt all rules of decorum, where 
each member lorgot all save the open 
rush for private gain. But ODe who 

understood might still haTe seen the 
battle wax and wane; might haTe seen 
here the attack and there the l-epuIse, 
here the CODcentratiOD of forces and the 
charge, there the support brought up 
to the post that showed signs of waver
ing. And it WI.I8 a battle, of a sort more 
common now than that of arms; and 
who shall say, less real than it? Surely, 
they were fighting for their hearths and 
for their altars; such altars and such 
firesides as they had. And many a city 
palace, and maD)' a country cottage, 
were hanging with their owners on the 
outcome of the day. Each magnate of 
the market, each leader in the fray, 
stood surrounded by ~ &taft' and sub
altern officers; while the telegraph boys 
and camp-followers rushed hither and 
thither, and nimble clerks hastened from 
the room with messages and returned 
with new supplies. 

Near the end of the great arena where 
the chief point of oDBlaught seemed to 
be, stood the standard of the Allegheny 
OeDtral-Allegheny Central, the great 
railroad that made their hoUBeB and 
their yachts and carriages for hun
dreds of the rich, and to which BODle 
ten thousand of the· poor looked for 
their daily bread. No great corpora
tion had a better name than this: 
nODe was surer, nODe more favored 
by widows with their mites, by shrewd 
lawyers, by banks, and by tmstees. A 
greater power, almost, than the people 
in the States through which it ran, it 
was well and honestly managed, and 
little in favor with specnlators and those 
who liked best of all to win by other 
people's losses, perhaps the easiest way. 
This stock had therefore 'been chosen 
by the flower of the "bull" army, and 
was the very wedge of their attack. A. 
great crop had been sown upon its line 
that year; and about the sign of AlIa-
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gheny the maddest fight of all was 
fought. .A. dense crowd encircled it, 
a small sea of high hat&-some already 
croshed in the conflict-and a babel of 
hoarse voices; and even on ita out
skirts were others madlypuahing, press
ing to get in. The 1igure8 cried went up 
by leaps at a time-Ninety 1 Ninety
one 1 a half 1 three-q~ 1 Ninety
two for any part of ten thousand 1 And 
the smaller men, who had no thought of 
purchase at such a time, were drawnin as 
by a whirlpool, such was the excitement 
of seeing others get what all were there 
to make, such was the resistless attrac
tion of success. 

Among the men who took no part, but 
stood curiously, on the outakirts of the 
fight, were two whose faces and figures 
would attract you even in that crowd 
They were ·apparently friends; at least, 
they had come in together. The older 
was a young man of twenty-four or five, 
very handsome in his way; that is, he 
was lithe, graceful, tall, with dark hair 
neatly cut, a small black moustache, 
shaped like a gentleman'&-it was not 
the moustache of a gambler, nor yet of 
an elegant of the dry~ counter
and, above all, with an mdescribable air 
of high finish and high living. His 
clothes were beautifully cut; his hands 
white, his cheeks red, his nervous sys
tem evidently in perfect order, and his 
digestion unimpaired. He came in 
sauntering, carelessly pointing out the 
people of interest to his friend; his 
manner was perfectly indift'erent, as he 
drifted from one sign-post to another, 
chewing between his lips the green stem 
of some 1l0wer,-as a countryman puts a 
strawin his mouth when making a horse
trade. He passed. by the Allegheny Cen
tral and stopped in front of the L0uis
ville and NMhville sign; and no one 
suspected that he, Charlie Townley, of 
Townley & Tamms, had just sent brok
ers into the heat of the fight, by order 
of headquarters, to sell twenty thou
sand shares of the Alleghb!llDCentral 
itself. He cast no glance . d him, 
but was engaged in pointing out to his 
friend three well-known brokers-one 
famed for his wit, the other for his wife, 
and the third, to continue the .allitera
tion, for his wiles. The companion was 
of difterent build; but we need not de-

scribe him. Arthur Holyoke had arrived 
in New York the very night before. He 
had come on from the country with his 
cousin and her aunt, Mrs. Livingstone, 
with whom in future Gracie was to live. 
He had been with Gracie all those weeks 
since her father's death; but his quick 
~tion had prevented him from 
speaking to her again of their engage
ment. Gracie was a girl whose stand
ard of conduct. was placed above the 
plain and obvious right; who would go 
out of her way to seek duties that were 
almost romantic, justice more than p0-
etical, motives ethereal, and benefits to 
others that their better angels might 
have overlooked And Arthur was 
enough of a poet himself to feel that 
he would not wisely mention love to her 
for many months at least; not because 
her father had not approved. it, but be
cause he was no longer there to ap'prove. 

When Judge Holyoke had wntten to 
his sister-in-law about Arthur, Mrs. Liv
ingstone had spoken at once to Mr. 
Townle,., who was an old friend of hers; 
and he had promptly oft'ered to let Ar
thur &erve an apprenticeship in his own 
business. Mr. Townley, the old gentle
man, that is; for Charlie, despite all his 
finish and importance, was but a line
officer, representing them actively in 
the field He was only a far-oft' orph&n 
cousin of Mr. Townley's, and a clerk in 
the firm of Townley & Tamms, on a sal
ary of $2500 a year. But his alertness 
and his wide-awake air had gained for 
him the pleasanter duty of representing 
the firm in its seat in the Stock Ex
change; said seat being, as we have 
seen, a privilege to get standing-room 
therein if poBBible. 

No one knew all this of Townley. 
Most of his merely society acquaint
ances supposed him to be the senior 
partner's son; even his intimate mends 
thought of him as the probable heir, in 
a fair way to be a partner, an impres
sion which Charlie artfully heightened 
by his extravagant mode of life when 
away from his boarding-place, his late 
hours, and his general inattention to all 
but the showy work of the firm. It was 
evident that he took far more interest 
in keeping his dress correct than in the 
books of the firm; and, the Stock Ex
change once closed, no young man of 
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fashion could be more safely relied upon 
for an aftemoon of sport, or a ride and 
dinner at the Hill-and-Dale Club. 

But all this Arthur had yet to learn ; 
for the present, he was interested in the 
battle around him, the conflict of the two 
spirits, hope and despair, affirmation and 
negation, enterprise and Dibi1ism, in this 
safety-valve of traftic, where alone the 
two forces meet directly, each at touch 
and test with the other. For the Stock 
Exchange is a kind of gauge, testing the 
force of the national store and the na· 
tional ueed of money; and the bears, too, 
have their healthy function, keeping 
down the fever in the body politic. 

In the shriek and roar of all the crowd 
about them, tht!]fi~ung men could hard-
1,. converse in . 'bly; but that might 
come after; meantime, Arthur was fully 
employed in seeing. Few of the men 
showed evidence of much mental anxie
ty; opposite them, to be sure, a pale
faced little Jew stood in a comer, ner
vously biting his lips; but most of the 
crowd were red-faced, and panting with 
the physical excitement alone, as if it 
were a foot-ball match. As they looked 
on, a fat, good-natured-looking broker 
with an impudent face and a white hat 
cocked on one side of his head, came 
ont of the Lake Shore crowd, and with 
the slightest perce~tible wink to Town
ley as he passed, jomed the madder fight 
about Allegheny Oentral. 

.. Ninety-one," said he, .. a thousand I" 

.. Come out of the floor," said Town
ley to Arthur; "come up-stairs; there's 
going to be some fun." At first, no one 
paid any attention to the new-comer; 
and when our friends got to the gallery, 
the fat broker was still offering his stock 
at ninety-one to an unheeding world, 
and the state of aft&irs was much the 
same as before. Only, that at this dis· 
tance the noise had something in it less 
human; it was inarticulate, monstrans, 
and the sight of half a thousand men, 
struggling, every eye fixed on his neigh
bor's, made a something awful in the ex
perience, as if they two on-lookers were 
unseen Valkyrs, looking down upon 
some battle of the Huns. 

"Ninety-one," they heard the new
comer say again ; and this time he was 
answered; for there was a howl of de
rision, and then a sudden sway in the 

crowd, and a rush to where he stood. 
"Ninety and three quarters," said he; 
" a half," and there was another howl; 
but by this time the leaders of the inner 
defence had heard of this 6an1t move
ment, and their tactics changed. "Nine
ty I" "Nine and a half I" " Eighty
nine I" .. Eight and three quarters I " 
"Ahalfl" 

.. Seven, for ten thousand, n said the 
solitary broker, coolly; and the roar 
doubled in volume, if such a thing were 
possible; and the rush to sell began, at 
rapidly dropping 6gures. The fat, good
natured broker turned away, and started 
to go, having sold the stock down five 
points in hardly fifty seconds; when 
crash I a sma1lsoft orange went through 
the centre of the impudent white hat. 
With a yell of derision, the crowd turned 
their fury upon this; whack I crack! 
flew the unlucky hat, from one fist to 
another, amid the cheers of. the multi
tude, until a well-directed kick landed 
it beside Arthur in the gallery. This 
gave a new object to their humor; and 
with one accord the assem'blalole began 
~ginginr~well-tempereacadence, 
eVldently referring to Arthur: 

"Lambs I Lambs I 
One shom lamb I" 

Arthur, blushing, hurried from the 
gallery; and Charlie Townley followed 
him, laughing inordinately • 

.. They'll get used to you in a day or 
two, my dear fellow," said he. " They 
wouldn't have done it if they hadn't seen 
you with me." 

When they got into the corridor be
low, they met the broker of the ravaged 
hat. He had got another by this time, 
and winked, this time with a broad 
smile, at Townley as they came out. "I 
did that pretty well, I think?" said he. 

"First-rate," said Townley. "How 
much did it cost ? " 

"Not over twenty thousand shares, I 
gness, and twelve at least went to your 
friends. The boys didn't like it, though, 
did they?" And the man's mouth 
grinned wider, as he thought of the 
scene we have described. 

" Charge the hat to the pool," laughed 
Townley. .. Who's selling,-not the Old 
Man ?" 

"Tammy, I gness," said the other. 
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"Doubt if the Old Man even knows 
it." 

" Ta-ta, .. said Townley ; and they sal
lied forth, Arthur much wondering at 
these metropolitan methods of doing 
business; and Townley completed his 
duties as host and cicerone by giving 
him a very elaborate lunchata down-town 
club and puttmg his name down among 
the candidates for membership. " You 
needn't feed here unless you like," said 
he; II but it's so convenient to bring a 
fellow to." Indeed, Townley bad been 
very friendly to the young countryman ; 
and this was no leBS than the third club 
at which he bad "put him up" that 
day. "You can try 'em all, and then 
make up your mind which ones you'd 
like to join," said he. At a word of 
remonstrance from Arthur, he bad glibly 
anticipated aJl objection. II Now don't 
talk about extravagance," said he; "I 
tell you, no fellow ever made money in 
New York who didn't spend it first." 
And Arthur bad been silenced by this 
paradoxical philosophy. 

Townley's friendship bad even ex
tended to providing him with a 'board
ing-place, a room in the house where he 
himself lodged; and toward this the 
young fellows took their way, ea.rll in 
the afternoon. Arthur was already tired, 
with his short and idle day; he was over
come by the rush and the whirl and the 
magnitude of things. He bad heard 
talked of, bad handled, bad seen the 
management of, huge BUlDB of money; 
he bad seen millions in the process of 
their making ; but how to divert a riv
ulet of the Pactolean stream to himself 
seemed a greater mystery than ever. It 
took so much to make so little 1 Such 
huge heaps of bullion bad to be sweated 
to yield to the manipulator the clippings 
of one gold dollar 1 Truly, on the other 
band, Townley talked to him of millions 
made and lost as if they bad been black
berries. It was, "There's old Prime
he made a million in that Pan-handle 
deal, II or II There goes poor old How
ard-the shorts in Erie used him up," 
until Arthur saw that he was seeing 
here a most instructive proceBS: noth
ing less than the creation and founding 
of American families. Here were the 
people, the progeniton of future castes ; 
the sources of inherited estate, of cul-

ture, of consideration; this old man with 
the battered bat, that sharp-faced young 
Israelite, were the aneeston, the prob
able fathen and grandfathers of the 
men and maidens who wel'e to be II so
ciety " in the future Republic; the first 
acquiren of-not the broad acres, but 
the city 10tB-therichhoUBeS, the stocks 
and bonds, the whole equipment of life, 
that was (if our laws are maintained) 
to make steak the Jettnesse dor~ of the 
twentieth century. A million 1 It is not 
much, in many ways, in most ways that 
we read about in books and bibles; it is 
not a factor of the Orusades, nor of the 
War of the Roses, nor yet (as we are in
formed) of the kingdom of heaven. But 
most things that Townley saw were mul
tiples of it; and now Townley carefully 
avoided reading books ; for even Gen
eral Gordon, you remember, writing 
from Khartoum to posterity, records the 
re1lection that manJrind and his works 
are governed by his ventral tube. Now 
of ventral tubes, a million is the deity; 
books should, as they used to, speak to 
souls. And Arthur, thinking of aJl this, 
who bad marvelledfint at all their eager
ness, now wondered rather at their care
lessness; of these men, taking and losing 
such things so lightly. 

Arthur could not bave bad a better 
cicerone than Obarlie Townley. He 
knew his New York like the inside of his 
pocket; its streets, its ways, its women, 
its wiles, its heroes and its favorites; its 
eating places, drinking places, breathing 
places; its getting up and its lying 
down. When they passed Fourteenth 
Street, his manner changed very ap
parently; the lIl8thetic overcame the 
practical; the hard shine of millions 
was displaced by the softer radiance of 
women's eyes. Many of these same eyes 
were, in their turn, riveted by the dis
play of women's wares in the shop-win
dows about Union Square, which gave 
Townley the opportunity of gazing at 
his ease; although, it must be owned, if 
any of these eyes looked up and met his 
own, he seemed little disconcerted. 

They stqpped and made a caJl at the 
Oolumbian Olub, which was crowded 
with men, breaking the long journey 
homeward to their firesides, domestic or 
otherwise. And as, in some country 
hamlet of the Middle Ages, we can fancy 
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the little ale-house, stan~ on the 
heath, midway; Jock and Dickon are 
plodding home tired from the long day's 
plowing; behind this one smoking 
chimney the cold November sky lowers 
drearily, the last pale tints of the tired 
day are fading, and the common is bare, 
aud the naked moorland left to the 
wolves; and the two men stop in a 
moment at the Cat-and-Fiddle to have 
a bite and a sup, a cup around the tavern
fire, and a bit of human companionship, 
to talk about the price of corn, and of 
Hodge the tinker's son and Joan his 
sweetheart, and the doings of the new 
squire, whose round brown towers peep 
from the coppice of the distant park
so, too, here in our New York, the ~aded 
men drop in, and chat about the pnce of 
stocks, their neighbor's horses and his 
wife, and have a glass of bitters round 
the fire. Townley took vermouth, la
menting bitterly that his health per
mitted nothing stronger; but other 
paler men than he administered brandy
cocktails unto themselves, or pick-me
ups of gin. Here Charlie brushed him
self, and took his silver-headed cane; 
and again the pair sallied forth upon 
their journey, crossing Madison Square 
and striking up the Avenue. Many 
damsels, richly robed, now lit up the 
long way; there is usually a received 
type at any period for the outdoor gor
geousness of womanlrind, and this year 
it was blue--a waJking-suit of blue, from 
neck to heel, close-fitting, and all of vel
vet. Dozens and scores of velvet gowns 
they passed, and Arthur noticed that his 
guide, philosopher, and friend looked 
at many of them as if they were familiar 
sights, but bowed to few. Nowthere had 
been many, in Union Square, to whom 
he had nodded, at the least. He seemed 
to read Arthur's thoughts, for he said : 

"These are all oft'-side girls. You 
don't see the others out at this time." 

"What do you mean?" said Arthur. 
"Why, they're not in society, you 

know." And he lifted his hat to one of 
them, who had given him a most em
pre88~ bow, including in .it Arthur. 
"There's one of the J.>rettiest girls in 
town," said he, meditatively; "Kitty 
Farnum. They're awfully rich, too; old 
Farnum's got no end of money." This 
thought seemed to depress Charlie for a 

minute, and e:I walked on in sil~ce. 
Now Arthur met Miss Farnum at a 
New Haven ball, where she had been Ii 
very proud belle indeed. 

co There," said Townley, at Jast, as they 
erossed. a side-street, "is Mrs. Lmson 
Gower's." There was a certain rever
ence in his tone, as he said this, that his 
voice had not yet shown in all that day, 
and Arthur looked with a proper ad
miration, though not clearly understand
ing why, at the house we have already 
described. 

Their lodgings were near by (so 
Townley always spoke of the boarding
house where he lived), and the young men 
separated to dress for dinner. Arthur 
had been rather surprised that so ele
gant a person lived in a boarding-house 
at all; but the fact was, Townley &r; 
farred to use his money elsewhere 
at home. But he never dined with the 
other inhabitants; in fact, his acquaint
ance with them was extremely slight, as 
he always breakfasted in his room; and 
to-night he put a finishing touch upon his 
hospitality by inviting Arthur to a very 
pretty little dinner at the Piccadilly Club. 
But after this, Townley had an engage
ment, and Arthur was left to his own de
vices. He smoked his cigar and read 
the evening paper; then. he began an 
article in the Edinburgh Review, took 
up the Spectator, and ended with Punch; 
after which he became unoccupied, and 
his spirits drooped visibly. 

By this time several men had strolled 
in ; there was much laughing and gay 
spirits; around him were all the luxu
nes of mind and body that the inventive 
bachelor mind has yet devised for the 
comfort of either such part of himself. 
But as Arthur leaned back in the d~, 
throne-like leather chair and sipped (if 
one may so say) his moo victoria, his 
consciousness went back to a certain 
sunny hillside, with the light of the rich 
autumn morning, and the joyous beat of 
the hoofs upon the dewy grass. 

He had been to see Gracie only the 
day before; but he drew on his over
coat and walked around to the Living
stones. A light was in the second-story 
window of the high house; and he rang 
the bell h~efully. 

"Mrs. Livingstone?" 
"Not at home," said the man, gravely. 
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or Is-is Miss Holyoke in? " 
.. The ladies are out, air," said the 

man, decidedly. 
or I will not leave a card," said Arthur, 

answering the man's gesture; and he 
walked sadly back to the club-house. 

Surely, Arthur felt, the forms of life 
and the trammels of the great city were 
coming home to him. 

CHAPTER vm. 
ABTRUB SBBS )[ORB OP TUB WORLD. 

Tn firm of Townley & Tamms were 
of the oldest and best-known bankers 
and brokers in the Street. Mr. Townley 
had been known in New York over fifty 
years; he had a taste for art, and was a 
director in the Allegheny Central Rail
road. Tamms was a newer man; a 
younger man with a square head, stU!' 
red beard, broad stubby fingers, and 
great business ability. Arthur was ex
pected to be there a little after nine in 
the morning, which made it necessary 
for him to breakfast at the boarding
house on Fifth Avenue at sharp eight. 
Most of the other men did the same, 
except Townley, who had his co1fee in 
his room. 

These men were not interesting; in 
fact, they seemed to Arthur singular
ly unattractive. Their faces were all 
ch~ped or rough-hewn into one pre
vailing expression, as rows of trees by 
the sea-ehore are bent the same way by 
the wind. It would be best described as 
a look of eagerness; their eyes were s~ 
and piercing, and they even ate theIr 
breakfast eagerly. They all seemed 
common to Arthur ; and he one of them, 
reduced to his lowest terms of expres
sion, a unit of population, nothing more. 
They were all hurrying through break
fast, folding their napkins, putting on 
their great-coats, and tf~ down town 
for money, and for no . g else; so was 
he. To be sure, he had a woman he 
loved at the end of it; but 80, perhaps, 
had they. 

Arthur rose impatiently, leaving his 
second egg, and passed out, receiving a 
clipped or half-audible .. good-morning" 
frOm most of his fellow-boarders; the 
sort of salutation that hurried men may 

give who must still dimly remember or 
recognize, while they may regret, the 
necessity for small social courtesies. He 
put on his overcoat, and started walk
ing down the Avenue. 

There was no reasoning himself out 
of it, his spirits drooped; not with the 
sentimental and romantic melancholy of 
a young man (which is a sort of pleas
ant sadness, and results in nothing 
worse than peBBimistic poems, nocturnal 
rambles, and a slightly increased con
sumption of narcotics and stimulants), 
but with that more practical,· less toler· 
able, discontent which the grown man 
has in moments when the conviction is 
irresistibl! borne in u~n him that his 
position m the world 18 not a brilliant 
one, and his worth, to make the best of 
it, is unappreciated. For those who 
choose to be sad over these things there 
is no remedy. And in New York, he 
felt himself':""number one million three 
hundred and fifty-six thousand two hun
dred and two. 

Arthur had, too, a strong desire to go 
and see Gracie, much as a child wants 
to go to its mother's lap and cry. But 
how much farther off she seemed than 
if they had stayed at Great Barrington I 
It was impossible, of course, for him to 
see her j she had insisted that there 
should be no announced engagement 
between them. He doubted even if Mrs. 
Livingstone knew of it. But how long 
it would be before they could be mar
ried, before they could live in a' house
in a house like that one there, for in· 
stance I And Arthur waved his cane 
unconsciously at a house on the corner 
of Thirty-second Street, in which, though 
ugly enough outside, it seemed to him 
it might be reasonably possible for him 
to maintain his own identity and their 
dignity of life. Then he remembered 
that Townley had pointed it out to him 
the day before as Mrs. Levison Gower's 
house, and that he had been introduced 
to her at LenOL Probably she would 
not remember him now. 

Going to the office, he sought that 
corner of a desk which was in the fut
ure to be his station in the world. 
Townley arrived late, and gave him a 
hasty nod j it was a busy day, and he 
had been up late in the night at the first 
ball of the season. Arthur's work that 
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day consisted in writing letters for the 
firm, following Mr. Tamms's hastily pen
cilled instructions; but the first letter 
he wrote of all was not signed by the 
firm signature, and it bore the address 
"Miss Holyoke, care of Mrs. Wentworth 
Livingstone, 6 W. -th Street, City." 
Such letters as these it is that make 
the world go on; and truly they are 
more important than even the foreign 
mail of M8S8l'8. Townley and Tamms. 
This relieved his mind, and the daily 
labor for his daily bread coming happily 
in to sweeten his meditations, he got 
fairly through to four o'clock, when 
Townley proposed that they should go 
to drive. 

Arthur protested his duty to his em
ployers. 

"Nonsense," said Charlie j "the gov
emor knows you've got to get into har
ness by degrees. Besides, he doesn't 
pay you anything for your services-and 
they am't worth anything, yet," he add
ed. The last argument was unanswer
able. 

Charlie's cart (it is quite impossible 
for us, who have known him nearly two 
days, to call him Townley any more) was 
very high, very thick, and very heavy, 
and was purchased in Long Acre; the 
horses, which answered the same descrip
tion, were also imported; and the har
ne88, which corresponded to the cart in 
thickn888 and heavm888, came from 
Cheapside. Townley's coat, clothes, 
top-hat, whip, and gloves were all native 
of Bond Street or Piccadilly; and in 
fact, the only thing about him which 
was produced fairly beyond the London 
bills of mortality was the very undoubt
ed case of green Havana cigars that he 
offered to Arthur the moment they had 
left the Park. They drove up Fifth 
Avenue, past the same procession of pe
destrians they had seen the day before, 
and Arthur could not but note how 
much more interesting they seemed to 
their fellow-creature& from the summit 
of their dog-cart, and how the interest 
had become mutual as they entered the 
Park and joined the procession of T
eart&, phaetons, and victorias. He ad
mired the dexterity with which Charlie 
kept the tandem-reins and the whip 
properly assorted in his left hand, while 
the right was continually occupied in 

raising his hat to pretty women who 
had bowed. 

The Hill-a.nd-Dale Club, the newly 
established country institution, a sort 
of shriDe or sacred. grove whither city 
folk betook themselves to commune with 
nature, was in Westchester County, not 
far from the historic banks of the Bronx. 
An old country mansion, former quarters 
of Continental generals, rendezvous of 
SkiDnersandCowboys, had been bought, 
adomed, developed, provided with 
numerous easy chairs and sporting 
prints; and 10 I it was a club. The 
wide lawn in front was turned into a 
half-mile track for running races; a 
shooting range and tennis-grounds were 
made behind ; and you had a small Ax
cadia for mundane ple&8Ure8. Here 
could tired mortals loaf, chat, eat, drink, 
smoke, bet, gamble, race, take exercise, 
and see their fellow-creature& and their 
wives and cattle. Expatriated Britons 
found here a blessed spot of rest, a 
simulacrum of home, where trotting 
races were tabooed, where you were 
waited on by stunted grooms, and could 
ride after your hounds, and always 
turned to the left in passing. Before 
this Elysium did Charlie pull up, and 
throwing the reins to a stable-boy, led 
Arthur to the inner Penetralia. After 
inscribing his name in the club book 
(making the fourth, thought Arthur) 
they went to the smoke-room, where 
they met a dozen of the fellows (some of 
whose faces seemed already familiar to 
him) and executed the customary liba
tion. Here Charlie stood boldly up to a 
composite ambrosia of which the base 
was brandy, saying that he thought a 
fellow deserved it after that drive. Some 
conversation followed j but I sadly fear 
'twould not be worth the trouble of re
porting in cold print. Then Charlie 
proposed they should go look at the 
stables j and they did. 

" That is the beast for you," he said, 
pointing to a gaunt, fiery-eyed creature 
with a cl08e-cropped tail "Vincent 
Duval. is going abroad, and you can 
have him for four hundred." 

"But, my dear fellow, I can't--" 
"Nonsense, Holy," said Charlie fa. 

miliarly falling into the niclmame that 
then and there sprang full-fP'Own like 
Minervafromhisinventive bram. "Look 
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here, young fellow, I want to give you 
some advice. Let's go in andsmoke on 
the piazza." They found easy seats 
above the broad green lawn, half across 
which reached already the shadows of a 
belt of huge bare forest trees that rim
med in the westem end; and there, in
spired by tobacco and the beauty of the 
scene, did Charles Townley deliver him
self as follows: 

"My dear boy, we live in a great 
country; and in a free country a man 
can make himself just what he likes. 
You can pick out just the class in life 
that suits you best. This is the critical 
moment; and you must decide whether 
to be a two-thousand-dollar clerk all your 
life, a ten-thousand bachelor, or a mill
ionaire. H you rate yOUl'8elf at the two
thousand gauge, the world will treat 
you accordingly; if you spend twenty 
thousand, the world, sooner or later, 
will give it to you. There's Jimmy De 
Witt, for instance; after the old man 
busted, he hadn't a sous markee-what 
was the result? He had an excellent 
taste in cigars and wine, knew every
body, told a good story-you know 
what a handsome fellow he is ?-no end 
of style, and the best judge of a canvas
back duck I ever saw. Everybody said 
such a fellow couldn't be left to starve. 
So old Duval found him a place as 
treasurer of one of his leased railroads 
down in Pennsylvania, where all he has 
to do is to sign the lessee's accounts; 
he did this submissively, and it gave 
him ten thousand a year. Then we 
made him manager of the Manhattan 
Jockey Club-that gave him six thou
sand more; then he makes a little at 
whist, an~ never pays his bills, and some
how or other manages to make both ends 
meet. And now they say he's going to 
marry Daisy Duval. Do you suppose 
he'd ever have been more than a poor 
devil of a clerk, like me, if he'd tried 
economy?" And Charlie leaned back 
and puft'ed his cigar triumphantly. 

.. But I mean to pay my bills," said 
Arthur. 

"Well, he will, too, in time," said 
Charlie. 

Arthur smiled to himself, and redacted 
that the corruptions of New York were 
rather clumsy, after all, and its snares 
and temptations a trifle wom-out and 

VOl. m-8'7 

crude; but he said nothing, and by this 
time their tandem was brought around 
and they whirled off to the city. When 
they got home, he found a note : 

.. Mr. and Mrs. William H. Farnum 
request the pleasure-Mr. Holyoke'S 
company-small party, Thmsday the 
twenty-eighth," etc., etc. 

He tossed it over to Charlie. " Bince 
you're such a social mentor; what must 
I do to that?" said he. 

"DecIineit, of course," said the other; 
.. rve got one myself; you see, they saw' 
us together. You mustn't show up, the 
:first time, at the Farnums." 

Arthur was nettled. .. I shall do noth
ing of the kind," said he. .. I shall 
accept it." 

"As you like," la~!it the other, 
good-naturedly. " I accept, too, 
as far as that goes; but you needn't go. 
They can put it in the newspaper that I 
was there, if they like." Arthur opened 
his eyes; what sort of young nobleman, 
then, was his friend, disguised as a clerk 
upon a salary? 

"Perhaps you object to my calling on 
the Livingstones?" said he, with biting 
sarcasm. 

"Not at all-the Livingstones are all 
right," said unconscious Charlie. "But 
don't go to-night; come to the opera 
with me. In fact, you can't make calls 
in the evening any more, you know." 

" What opera is it ? " 
"I don't know," said Charlie, serenely. 

" What does it matter? " 
Arthur had nothing to reply to this ; 

and the opera turned out to '&e .. Linda." 
But Charlie was right; the audience 
proved more interesting. Here was a 
dress parade of all that was most fashion
able in New York; for it was a great 
night, the first of the season, and every 
one was anxious to put herself en ~ 
dence. Townley was out ofhis seat three 
quarters of the time; and Arthur paid 
little attention to what was going on on 
the stage. The wicked marquis . came, 
saw, and sought to conquer; the senti
mental young heroine sighed and suf
fered, repelled both the marquis and 
his diamonds, and ded from the wilds 
of Chamounix to the seclusion and safety 
of Paris; and the jewelled ladies in the 
boxes (familiar with this tale) gave it 
now and then their perfunctory atten-
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tion, recognizing that all this drama was 
being well a.nd properly do~e, the cor
rect thing, according to the conventions 
of the stage. Directly opposite him, in 
one of the grand-tier boxes, were three 
women who attracted his eyes unwit
tingly. Two of them were young gir1s, 
a.nd both were beautiful; one, with 
heavy black hair a.nd fair young shoul
ders, Bitting quietly ; the other not quite 
80 pretty, but with a.n indescribable air 
of complete fashion, a blonde with the 
'bust of a Hebe, talking with a.nimation 
to quite a little group of male figures, 
dimly visible in the back of the box; 
a.nd the third a woman of almost middle 
age, with the figure of a Titia.n Venus 
a.nd hair of an indescribable ashen yel
low. Surely he knew that face? 

"Who is that in the box opposi~ 
the middle one, I mea.n, with the two 
beauties? " 

Charlie lifted his opera glass, a.nd 
then as quickly dropped it. "She would 
thank you," he said, "for your two beau
ties. She is the only married woman 
of her set who isn't afraid to have pretty 
young girls about her. That's Mrs. 
Gower, a.nd she's looking at you, too." 

Arthur looked up a.nd met her eye; 
she made a very slight but unmistakable 
inclination of her head, a.nd Arthur 
bowed. 

"You're in luck, young 'un," said 
Townley. "Now you've got to go a.nd 
speak to her." 

"Have I?" said Arthur. "I know 
her very slightly." 

" She doesn't seem to think so, a.nd you 
needn't remind her of it?" said Charlie, 
the worldling; a.nd Arthur, having noted 
the number of the box from the end of 
the row, started on his quest. He came 
to the door that seemed to be the seventh 
in number from the stage, and paused 
a minute with his hand upon the knob. 
What young man's heart, however much 
its pulsations may be dedicated to an
other, does not beat awkwardly when 
he is on the point of addressing three 
lovely women, two of them quite un
known, the other nearly 80? Then 
again, suppose he had counted wrong, 
a.nd not got into the right box ? 

His hesitation was cut short by the 
sudden opening of the door a.nd the 
exit of a gentlema.n from within. Be-

fore it closed, Arthur had plunged bold
ly into the dark anteroom, a.nd was 
blinking earnestly out from it, some
what dauled by the blaze of light a.nd 
the gleam of the three pairs of white 
shoulders in front. 

" A.b, Mr. Holyoke, I hoped you would 
come-Mr. Wemyss, Mr. Holyoke
Miss Duval, Mrs. Malgam, Mr. Holyoke. 
of-" 

" OfN ew York, I believe," said Arthur, 
bowing, a.nd accepting the chair which 
the gentlema.n addressed as Wemysa 
had given up, at a look from Mrs. 
Gower. Certainly, Mrs. Gower had 
charming ma.nners, he thought; a.nd it 
was very pleasa.nt of her to be pleasa.nt 
to him. 

"Of New York? I am so glad-I 
knew that Great Barrington was only 
your summer home, but I had feared 
that you were wedded to Boston. Wher& 
is Miss Holyoke?" Mrs. Gower added, 
without apparent malice; a.nd Arthur 
cursed himself inwardly as he felt that. 
he was blushing. 

"She is living with her aunt, Mrs. 
Livingstone," said he. And then, with 
a wild attempt at changing the sub~ect, 
" Do you like 'Linda,' Miss Duval? • 

(Crash I went the big drums ; whizz, 
whizz, in cadence came the fiddles. The 
wicked marquis, who had also turned 
up in Paris, was at his old tricks again.) 

" I think it is perfectly sweet," said 
Miss Duval. "Patti does it 80 well I " 

" It must be very pleasa.nt for her to 
have you here," said Mrs. Gower, inno
cently. " I was so sorry to hear of poor 
Judge Holyoke's death. And 80 you 
have come to settle in New York? 
How delightful I Let me setr-I have 
not seen you since last summer, at 
Lenox, have I? " 

" It is very kind of you to remember 
me," said Arthur. 

"Or was it Lenox?" Mrs. Gower 
went on. "I remember seeing Miss 
Holyoke one day as I drove by, in Great 
Barrington," she added, naIvely. 

Arthur felt that she was watching 
him, a.nd was seeking for a reply, when 
fortunately Linda came forward, almost 
under the box, a.nd told in a long aria, 
with many trills and quavers, with what 
scorn she repelled the marquis's advan
ces ; the marquis, in the mea.ntime, wait-
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ing discreetly at the back of the stage 
until she had had her encore and had 
Sung madly out of his ancestral man
sion. This being the musical moment 
of the evening, all paid rapt attention; 
and when the last roulade was over Mrs. 
Gower rose and they all proceeded to 
help with opera cloaks and shawls. "Mr. 
Holyoke, you must come and dine with 
me--are you engaged-let me see-a 
week from Friday? " 

"You are very kind," said Arthur. 
.. No, I think not." 

.. Then I shall expect you-at half-past 
seven, mind,"-and our hero had the fe
licity of walking with Mrs. Gower to 
her carriage, the others coming after 
them, with the two young ladies. The 
carriage-door closed with a snap, leav
ing Arthur with Wemyss and the other 
man, whom he did not know. Wemyss 
seemed to feel that their acquaintance 
had come to an end; so there was noth
ing left for Arthur but to return to Char
lie Townley. 

"What the deuce is Mrs. Lucie up to 
now?" thought he, when Arthur had 
recounted to him his adventures; but 
he said nothing; and Arthur was left for 
the last act to give his entire attention 
to the stage. Virtue triumphed, and 
Vice (who, as represented in the person 
of the lively marquis, seemed to be a 
pretty good sort of fellow after all-an 
amiable rascal, the kind of chap of whom 
you would feel inclined to ask, What 
would he like to drink?) was duly for
given; and he showered his diamonds 
as wedding-gifts upon the bride. So 
that Linda, thrice fortunate Linda, not 
only followed the paths of virtue, but 
got her lover and the diamonds into the 
~ain; and with this moral and a 
WelSh rarebit Arthur and his friend 
sought home and pleasant dreams. 

CHAPTER IX. 

ARTHUR GETS ON IN THE WORLD. 

TmmE should never be more than six 
at a dinner, unless there are fourteen. 
You can have your dinner either a par
lor comedy or a spectacular play: but 
you must choose which you will have. 
Mrs. Gower was well aware of this ; and 

hers consisted of a leading lady, a first 
young lady, a 8oubrette, a virtuous hero, 
a heavy villain, and a lover. With these 
ingredients, you may have a very pleas
ant dinner; but you must be a suf
ficiently skilful observer of humanity to 
detect the rOles. For people say that 
there are not such rOles any more, and 
that we are all indift"erent and good
natured and none of us heavy villains. 

Arthur was too inexperienced for this ; 
or, like all young men, he also supposed 
that all these characters were conven
tional fictions of the stage. He did not 
believe in villains. Perhaps it would re-
pay us to formulate Arthur's views, as 
those of a respectable young New Eng
lander of good education and bringing
up, with whose fortunes in life our book 
is largelyconcemed. Roughlyexpressed, 
they might be put in canons, much as 
follows : 

L The world is in the main desirous 
of realizing the greatest good of the 
greatest number. 

II. Unfortunate necessities-the pri
mal curse of labor, or what not-oceupy 
the greater part of the time of the great
er number with sustaining life; so the 
leisure of the fortunate few is doubly 
pledged to the discovery and attain
ment of the object before mentioned. 

m. Money is a regrettable necessity ; 
but its acquirement, even from the self
ish point of view, is but a means to an 
end. That end, where personal, is the 
enjoyment of the pleasures of life-i.e., 
literature, art, refined society, travel, and 
health. The larger end is intelligent 
charity, or public work. 

IV. Vice exists, like vermin, as a re
pulsive vulgarity. 
. V. Crime exists pathologically-i.e., it 
is either an abnormal disease, or the con
sequence of a pitiable weakness. 

VL Honesty is the first virtue of the 
greater number; honor, which is honesty 
with a flower added, is the peculiar virtue 
of a gentleman. 

VII. Gentlemen are honorable and 
brave ; ladies are like Shelley'S heroines, 
or the ladies in the Idylls of the King. 

vm. The chiefest quality of human
ity is love; and the object of all human 
endeavor is to observe and avail itself of 
the love of that being which is not hu
manity. 
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So much for his ethics; and, as we 
have said Arthur was a poet, it may not 
come amiss to add an approximation of 
his theory of atheties. This was, in 
brief : 

IX. All beauty is the -risible evidence 
of the love of God ; nature is a divine 
manifestation; and literature, art, and 
music are the 1angnage in which hu
manity may reply. Thus, in particula.r, 
all highest poetry is but this-the dis
covery of the love of God. 

Such were his tenets, the standard of 
Arthur's exalted moments, as he sup
posed them then to be of others. In try
mg to live by them, he knew that he was 
weak, as all men are. Of all the people 
whom he knew, Gracie Holyoke alone 
seemed always to observe them. 

So it may well be that Arthur did not, 
on that night, justly estimate the worth 
of those about him. He had, simply, a 
very enjoyable dinner; he was inno
cently pleased with the glitter of the 
gla.ss, the sparkle of the diamonds, the 
richness of the china., the beauv. of the 
women, the finish of their talk ; It was a 
venial sin for him to like the food and 
wines,-but there was perhaps one other 
ingredient in his pleasure, the subtilest 
of all, which escaped him. Leaving this, 
for his account, let us speak of the oth
ers. 

And here we may save space and the 
wearied reader's attention; for they had 
no ethics and no athetics; and their 
philosophy of life was simple. Probably 
their sensual ain was not so great as Ar
thur's-for terrapin and duck were a 
wea.rineas to most of them-but in the 
summum bonum they a.ll agreed. To be 
not as others are, and have those others 
know it-auch was their simple creed. 
Jimmy De Witt was on the whole the 
most innocent; his being yearned for 
horses and yachts, even if they were not 
a.ll the fastest; and he was not a bad fel
low, a great friend of Lucie Gower him
self, and so sitting in loco conjugU, for 
the husband of the hostess was absent. 
To him came next Mrs. Malgam, who 
waa-but a.ll the world, yea., even to the 
uttermost bounds thereof where the s0-
ciety newspapers do permeate, knows a.ll 
about Mrs. Ma.1ga.m. Upon De Witt's 
other side, convenient, Miss Duval
Daisy Duva.1, grand-da.ughter of Antoine 

of that ilk who kept the little cigar-store 
down on Chambers Street; then Arthur, 
on Mrs. Gower's ~ht; and on her left 
Caryl Wemyss agam, a modern Boston 
Faust, son of the great poet who was 
a.fterwa.rds minister to Austria; his son, 
thus born to the purple of diplomacy, 
had lived in Paris, London, and Vienna, 
executed plays, poems, criticisms, music, 
and painting, and, at thirty-five, had dis
covered the "'hollowness of things, having 
himself become perfect in all of them. 
So he became a critic of civiliza.tion-41ld 
this is how he was Dot as other men
for it was the era of the decadence, and 
he the Cassandra. who foresrw it. Mrs. 
Gower, our leading lady, made the 
sixth. 

From being the lonely Cinderella. of 
an unexplored fireside, Flossie had 
grown to be one of the most famed and 
accomplished hostesses in all New York. 
She had the tact of knowing what topics 
would touch the souls of the men and 
move the women's hearts, and of leading 
the conversation up to these without 
apparent eftort or insolent dictation. 
She could make Strephon talk to Chloe, 
or Marguerite to Faust, without taking 
the awkward pair by the elbows and 
knocking their heads together. And all 
this sweetly, simply, while reserving the 
:preferred r6le to herself, as a carver 
Justly sets aside for his own use his fa.
vorite bit of venison. Ordinarily, these 
six people-four of them, surely-would 
have talked about other people and their 
possessions; but Mrs. Flossie rightly 
fancied that Arthur, knowing little of 
the world, could only talk about books, 
or at most, about the world in the ab
stract. Taking up the talk where it was 
left at the opera, an early speech from 
Arthur to the effect that he did not mean 
to go much into society gave her the 
necessa.ry opening. 

"You must not do so," said she. 
"Society is as important to a youn~ 
man as work. Is it not, Mr. Wemyss? 
(One of the charms of this woman's 
cleverneas was that indefinable quality 
of humor which consists in the relish of 
incongruities; her reference to Wemyas 
for the uses of work, for instance.) 

" Society is sour grapes to those be
yond its pale," said Wemyss, "but those 
who can value it preas from it the wine 
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of life." (Wemyss gave a little laugh, 
to indicate that he did not mean to be 
taken as a prig.) "Seriously," he added, 
"no person of wide intelligence can af
ford to ignore the best society of a ~ 
tion, whatever it be, for it represents its 
essence and its tendency. It is the 
liquid glass of champagne left in the 
frozen bottle, and has more fiavor than 
all the rest; it is the Hower, which is at 
once the present's culmination and the 
future's seed." 

"Oh, that is so true t" cried Daisy 
Duval. Miss Duval would have made 
the same remark had Mr. Wemyss as
serted that abuse of stimulants was the 
secret of Hegel The others stared 
rather b1aukly. Arthur had never con
sidered it quite so seriously; and to 
Mrs. Malgam and Jimmy De Witt, in
terpreting it esoterically, society needed 
no more explanation than the Ding an 
Sich. 

"Then again," said Wemyss, "did you 
ever go to a party of the people? I 
don't mean at Washington-there they 
get a little rubbed off-but at home. 
Well, I went to one, once-some :people 
who had lived for many years m the 
house next to mine on Beacon Street
and I do assure you, it was triste d 
jaire peur; they thought you were ffip
pant if you even smiled, and took of
fence, like awkward boys and girls, at 
the least informality. One longed for 
a Lovelace, Bi ce n'&ait que pour les 
chiffonner. Now, in the world, one's 
manners are simple, easy; you have 
some liberty; people don't take oft'ence 
-il n'y a iamtJu de mal en bonne c0m
pagnie. But the trouble with society in 
this country is," he continued, "that it 
has no meaning. Now it must have a 
meaning to be interesting; it must mean 
either love or politics. In France, if not 
in England, it has both. But here, all 
the meaning of it stops when one is 
married." 

"Thank you," said Flossie. 
"Madame," said Wemyss, "you are 

one of the three sirena, singing in the 
twilight of the world. But in this dark 
night about you, society exists only to 
make all young men get married. In 
the old time, it had a more serious rea
son for being. In courts where there 
was a social element in politics, intrigues 

were always quasi-political; parties were 
made at evening parties, and ministries 
were entered from boudoirs; you met 
the Opposition in his salon, and em
braced a minister's principles with-" 

"Look out, Mr. Wemyss," said Mrs. 
Gower, playfully. 
-" when you paid a compliment to his 
wife. But here, society and politics are 
worlds mutually exclusive; how would 
the Governor of the State appear at a 
dinner-party? Politically, the best peo
ple are laid-on the shelf, like rare china. 
Society's only recognized function is to 
bring young people together; when 
brought together, they are su~osed to 
join hands and step aside; it 18 a mar
riage-brokerage bOard, and its aim is 
merely matrimony." 

"What a social failure you must be, 
Mr. Wemyss," said Flossie. 

"In America," retorted Wemyss. 
" But even a man who has not married 
has some social rights. I like a society 
of men and women-not of Jacks and 
Gills. But if I tell Mrs. Grundy her 
gown is becoming, likely as not she'll 
call for the police, in this country." 

" I think she'll take a bit more than 
that without bolting," laughed Jimmy 
De Witt. 

"The fact is," said Wemyss, who felt 
that he was becoming epigrammatic, 
" all worldly pleasures, from the original 
apple, rest on the taste of the forbidden 
fruit. The joys of war, the d~hts of 
business, the pleasures of goB8lP, the 
satisfaction of swearing,-they're all the 
fun of breaking some commandment. 
Voltaire never would have put pen to 
paper but for the first ; the pleasure of 
art is to worship graven images; the 
spice of newspapers is the false witness 
that they bear against I!'b, neighbor. 
And what becomes of . onable life 
without the tenth, or a faint and ever
present memory of the seventh? Now 
all Americans covet their neighbor's 
bank-account; but they are far too 
practical to covet their neighbor's wife. 
Positively, we are too virtuous to be 
happy: for this Arcadian state of things 
makes society necessarily dull. Like 
most of the devU's institutions, it re
quires considerable red pepper." 

Arthur stared at WemY88, much alto 
tonished ; but all three ladies seemed to 
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take it Btl very excellent fooling indeed. 
Even Jimmy looked as if he didn't 
wholly understand it, but knew it must 
be very good. 

"But it's ihe paradise of girls. It 
offers every opportunity to ardent youth. 
It shows its prizes in a glamour of light 
and dress-making, just as a Parisian 
shopkeeper puts gas-reflectors before 
his window. Bright eyes and white 
shoulders are garnished in extraordinary 
silks and satins ; a blare of fiddles and 
trumpets fills up vacancies in their in
tellect; and thus, with all their charms 
enhanced, they are dangled before the 
masculine eye when his discernment has 
been previously befuddled with cham
pagnel" 

"Positively," laughed :Mrs. Gower, 
"we must leave you to your cigars. 
There's no knowing what you'll be say
ing next-and before an unmarried lady. 
too. Daisy, my dear, go out first, and 
deliver Mr. Wemyss from temptation." 

The three ladies rose, and the men 
drew back their chairs. 

"You must really look out, Mr. 
Wemyss," said Mrs. MaJgam; "in one 
of your lyric moments you'll forget that 
some girl isn't married, and be engaged 
before you know it." 

Wemyss shuddered. .. Ab, my dear 
lady, I wish I could forget that you were 
married-" 

.. Hush, hush," cried :Mrs. Gower, 
rapping. Wemyss's knuckles. with her 
fan, .. and 80Yez sage, when we are gone." 

But when left to themselves, Mr. 
Wemyss said little besides a word or two 
about literature and art. His conversa
tion might have been a model to a gov
spless fresh from boarding-schooL 
Jimmy De Witt told a few stories, and 
Arthur had great dif1i.culty in talking at 
all Mr. Wemyss snubbed them both, 
as was his habit with intellectual in
feriors; and after a very short cigar. 
they all repaired to the drawing-room, 
where little happened that Arthur saw ; 
for, as all the company save Mrs. Gower 
seemed to regard him as an interloping 
hobbledehoy, to be tolerated only as a 
fantasy of Mrs. Gower's, he shortly and 
not over-gracefully took his leave. 

He walked to the club, and smoked, 
somewhat nettled with things in general, 
and full of much desire to punch Mr. 

C!ll'yl Wemyss's elegant head. Others 
had had that mood before Arthur; but 
you see our hero is by no means an ex
ceptional personage. Being, however, 
the best we have got. we feel bound to 
see him through. Still, no Loyo1& would 
have chosen that dinner to be the time 
and p1ace to reply to Wemyss with the 
propositions we have stated for Arthur 
at the beginning of this chapter; and 
the young idealist had wisely held his 
peace. 

CHAPTER X. 

IN WHICH ARTHUR lIIEETS A WEABIED SOUL. 

Now Mrs. Levison Gower, like Napo
leon after Marengo and Austerlitz, was 
suffering from ennui. This malady of 
modern times executes its most danger-
ous ravages, like the gout, only among 
those who can afford it. It is a sort of 
king's evil, privileged to the nobility 
and gentry; and that Flossie Starbuck's 
healthy constitution ever succumbed to 
it is testimony-is it not ?-to her ex
traordinary natural refinement: for 
born to it she certainly was not. She 
was a woman of some five-and-thirty 
summers -let us rather say, of some 
fifteen seasons, as being both politer 
and more closely descriptive---but with 
her thick blonde hair and her youthful 
figure, round and lithe as any girl's, she 
was divine still in a riding-habit or a 
ball-dress, and could face the daylight 
of a north window without ffinching. 
But the fact was, this Marguerite in ap
pearance had been out fifteen seasons; 
if not so erudite as Faust, she was even 
more blaaee with the world; kermessea 
had become stupid, interesting young 
men with rapiers and mysterious attend
ants in red had lost their interest, 
even jewels had ceased to make her 
heart beat as of yore: Mephistopheles 
alone remained eternal. 

All the joys of her girl's ambition she 
had tasted to the full. Every social emi
nence that she had seen, she had in tum 
attained. Each one of the diversions of 
a woman of fashion, she had pushed to 
its ultimate-gayety pure and simple, 
haughty and costly exclusiveness, travel 
and adventure, the patronage of litera
ture and art, even religion and charity. 
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But Mrs. Gower had been so unfortu- humble it, and make it hers. Secretly, 
nate as to take her greatest pleasure at FloBBie found more sympathy in her new 
the beginning of her young life. Com- friends of the Duval set than in the old
pared with that triumphal moment when fashioned Van Kulls and Breners of her 
Brst, surrounded by ladies with names husband's family. The best people bored 
she had hitherto known only in the news- her. But the DuvaJs were nothing if not 
papers, she had taken her place among amusing, and had a truly French horror 
the patronesses of the F. F. V. Ball as of the ennuyeux. 
"Mrs. Levison Gower, Jr."-what were But she was a. leader of it; there was 
all the second-hand joys of the imagina- still some satisfaction left in that. Her 
tion, oflookingat books and pictures, even leadership was unquestioned; through 
the more solid satisfactions of houses, whatever will-of-the-wisp of folly she 
opera-boxes, horses and liveries, or of so- chose to lead the dance, the many (and 
cia1 power? The life of the world was these the richest, newest, and most prom
Mrs. Gower's book; she made her own inent) would follow. Mrs. Malgam 
drama; any starveling in a garret could alone could for a moment contest her 
have the other kind. But that earliest prominenc8--"Baby" Malgam, whose 
pleasure was indeed divine. She had fashionable inanity and lazy beauty 
met the enemy, and made them hem had froved almost as good cards as 
And how the dowagers had scowled at FlOBBle's clevemeBB. And the further 
her, at first I The haughty Vans, the· she went, the faster would her peofle 
poor and lofty matrons of the old mano- follow; for the Duvals and Einstems 
rial families of New York, exemplary, were wild to tcraser, by ostentation of 
unapproachable, Presbyterian. She had their wealth, all those whose position 
routed them with a ftirt of her fan ; she rested on the slightest shadow of supe
had dared their feudal armor with her riority that money could not buy. All 
bared fair breast. Their dowdy daugh- these people, Flossie knew, would hail 
tars had been snuft'ed out of fashion like her as a leader and grovel at her feet; 
candles in electric light; a spark of wit she, who represented an older style than 
had made them laughable, a glance of theirs, if she would be with them and of 
her soft eyes had brought their brothers them. And the old style of things, 
to her feet. Her chic had won the day, which had satisfied her for fifteen years, 
and soon they all began to copy her. was just now, certainly, beginningto bore 
Her phaeton and her ponies replaced the her. The drama 0;' her life lacked action. 
antiquated family rockaways ; her style Well: whither should she lead? What 
made up for breeding, and largely it was next' Charity, intellect, art, and dane
Flossie's work that money in New York ing had been wom to the last thread; 
became the all-in-all, and blood an anti- hounds and horses were in, just now; 
quated prejudice to jest at. And all the and society, in pink coats and silk ~ockey
Einsteins and the Ma1gams and DuvaJs caps, was making nature's acquamtance 
made haste to cluster under Flossie's on Long Island and in Westchester 
standard, wanting such a leader; and County. But what on earth or in the 
we Americans throw up our hats and cry waters under the earth was to come after 
how nice and democra~ is the change this, Mrs. Gower did not yet know. 
-do we not? How proud was simple Still, it was comforting to feel that when 
Lucie Gower to find him husband to a she did know, it would be done; this 
goddeBB! How natural for Caryl Wemyss was certainly a pleasure; perhaps the 
to worship her, the spirit of his favorite only real one left to poor Flossie in her 
decadence I years of disillusion. As a parvenue, she 

But still, that early and delightful tri- was never tired of having her will over 
umph had been the climax of her life, as those who had been bom her superiors ; 
it now seemed; all other pleasures had and it is a delightful novelty that in 
proved silly or insipid. What gratifica- these days of no prejudices a parvenue 
tion was it to her to move in the best need no longer climb to the level of so
society? The whole pleasure lay in get- ciety, but will find it both less trouble
ting there. She cared nothing for the some and more tickling to the vanity to 
best society, except in so far as she could pull society down to her. 

-
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The free fancy of !rim. Gower's Ill&- aid Wemyaa with a ami1e. "And so, 
tron meditation was interrupted by the if yon stand long enough in the window 
entrance of a deu.8 with a machina-in of the club there, and are fortunate, yon 
other words, by a footman with Mr. may, of an afternoon, see !rim. Weston's 
Caryl Wemyaa's viaiting-card. carriage and footmen go down the hill; 

" Is Mm. Gower at home?" said the and perhaps. if you amoke another cigar 
footman; and he commanded larger and wait, you may be 80 happy as to 
wages for the subtle infusion of "her see Mm. Weaton's carriage and footmen 
ladyship " he was able to give to a plain going up the bill again. The rest of 
American patronymic if used in the :Bosto drive' carryalls." 
third person. He also had calves; and ~ Gowe~ laughed. "'Now I &1-
made no other than a 1iDancial objection ways thought it would be such a charm
to 8ilk atockings, if required. ing place to live in-ftO many celebrated 

"Let him come in," IIILid Flossie; and people have been there-ao many aaao
abe drew a footstool to her and disposed ciations- .. 
herself more at ease, before the wide "My dear lady, it is consecrated 
wood-me. ground if you like," said W emyss, in-

Wemyss entered perfectll' There terrupting. "And a very proper place 
were two manners of meeting ladies to be buried in. But I tried living 
moat in vogue at this time, which may there for three months." 
perhaps be described as the horsey and· " And 80, now, you are going back to 
the cavalier. Of the former, which was Paris?" 
perhaps the more fashionable, Jimmy "I came on with that intention." 
De Witt was an excellent examJ?l:e; he "Why don't you ~ then ?" 
would have come in with a boISterous "I am afraid It'S too late," said 
bonhomie, a stable-boy's story, or a Wemyss, looking at his watch. "My 
blunt approval of Flossie's pretty ankle, steamer sails at four." 
which was being warmed before the Mrs. Gower made a little ejaculation 
fire ; but Wemyss aft'ected the old-faah- of surprise; and then laughed a trill or 
ioned, and was pleased to be conscious two. "Mr. Wemyss, you are a great 
that his manners were, as he would humbug," said she, throwing her head 
have said., de vieille roche. He took her back upon the pink satin cushion, and 
hand and bowed deeply over it, as if he looking at him from the comers of her 
wanted to kiss it, but did not dare; half-c1osed eyes. 
theD, drawing a low ottoman in front of "We have to be," said Wemyss with 
the me, he sat down, as it were, at her a sigh. "Now there's the trouble of 
feet. Boston; they can't understand that. 

"Well, Mr. Wemyss, how did you find And the six or eight of us who do, grow 
Boston?" said Mrs. Gower, by way of rusty for want of practice." 
beginning. " But you have one another?" 

" Boston, my dear Mrs. Gower, is im- "We know one another down to the 
J>Oasible. There used to be some orig- ground. There is no excitement in 
lnals, but now there are only left their that; it is playing double-dummy with-
country acquaintances, or their self-im- out stakes." • 
posed biographers, who feebly seek to " And so you are going to Paris? " 
shine by their re1lected light. Emerson .. And so I was going to Paris." 
might do, for the :provinces j but Emer- "But your steamer leaves at four, 
son's country neighbors 1 Their so- you say? What are you tarrying here 
ciety is ODe of ganache8 and femme8 for?" 
pr6cieuse8--oh, such precious women 1- " Hais, pour V08 beau:c yeu:r:- " 
of circles, coteries, and clubs, with every "Mr. 'Olyoke," said the footman from 
knowledge but the sa voir jaire and every behind the heavy curtains. Wemyss 
science but the savoir mvre/" struck his two hands together in mock 

"But," said Mrs. Gower, "surely I desperation j but as a matter of fact, 
have seen some very civilised Boston- the interruption was opportune, for he 
ians, at Newport, in the summer?" did not in the least know what to do 

"You have-like a stage proceasion," next. There is a certain point in talk 
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beyond which anything not final is an 
anti-climax. 

"Say you are not at home," said he, 
eagerly. 

But Mrs. Gower chose to be very 
gracious to .Arthur. She gave him her 
hand with the simple cordiality of a 
achoolgirL " I am so glad you have not 
forgotten our drive," said abe. 

.Arthur had quite forgotten it; so he 
filled up the time by bowing to Mr. 
W emyss ; a salute which that gentleman 
received with some stifthess. Mrs. 
Gower made a very suggestion of a 
tinkle in a bell that stood at her elbow. 

"Horricige, are the ponies ready? " 
"Mrs. Gower's carriage his hin wait

ing," said Horridge, with a respectful 
gasp or two before the vowels. 

"You see, Mr. Wemyss,"said Flossie. 
.. I hope IOU have not missed. your 
steamer. must not keep you for one 
moment longer." 

"I see I Bhall have to postpone my 
trip," said W emyss. " Madame'" (this 
with much formality). 

" Monsieur '" (Mrs. Gower quite out
did Mr. Wemyss in her exaggeratiou of 
a long curtesy.) 

"Now, Mr. Holyoke," said Flossie, 
when the cosmopolitan had departed, 
"I am sure you will give me lOur com
pany for a drive in the park? ' 

If there is no Englishman who would 
not enjoy walking down Pall Mall on the 
arm of two dukes, there is surely no 
American who would not like to be 
whirled through the world at the side 
of Mrs. Levison Gower. They drove 
for an hour in the park; and .Arthur 
had the pleasure of raising his hat to 
Jimmy De Witt, Miss Daisy Duval, Mrs. 
Jack Ma1gam and Antoine Duval Jr., 
Killian Van Kull, Charlie Townley, and 
many others unknown to him who bowed 
to her. She talked to him of books 
and poetry; of Heine, Rossetti and of 
Shelley; and the tender tones of her 
voice would have moved an older man 
than .Arthur to sympathy with her. .. I 
had thought that she was worldly," said 
Arthur to himself. "There must be 
some secret in her life I have not yet 
discovered," (this was very possible, see
ing he had only been with her three 
hours)-" some great suifering or re
pression which makes her wear this 

fashionable garb as an armor to veil 
her wounded heart. It is d~ that 
makes her plunge so wildly mto this 
whirl of company and show; the loss 
forever of something she once longed 
for, that drives her to distraction and 
diversion. Love of pleasure it is surely 
not." 

Ah. poor Arthur, no doctor ever yet of 
soul or body but gave a biassed diagnosis 
of a pretty woman's soul How easy it 
is to weave romances over soft gold hair 1 
How natural to read poetry and lost 
loves in the light of lovely eyes that 
look so sweetly now in yours 1 So good 
Bishop Berkeley showed us that we 
mortals see but an image of external 
things, an inference from the sensation 
of our own retina; and we silly men, like 
idolaters, worship but the image we our
selves create. The lily of the field still 
draws us, not the potato-flower, worthy 
vegetable. And we fondly assume that 
the lily cares nothing for its vestment; 
that it toils not, nor spins, and has its 
eye upon the stars alone. 

Arthur uow really felt that he was a 
friend of Flossie Gower's. His favorite 
poems were all hers, and she quoted from 
many of them, with sighs. She had 
ahown to him what the cynic world had 
never seen, the regrets and longings that 
lay beneath the pearls and laces that 
clothed her heart's casement; the true 
woman, not the fashionable figure known 
to others. How pleasant it was, to have 
a friend like her; one whose own life 
was over, and had all the more sympathy, 
for that, with lives of others. She asked 
him to come and see her whenever he 
liked; and Arthur thought how com
forting it would be, to go to this woman 
for sympathy and advice, so much older 
than he, and yet so young at heart 1 

So seriously did Arthur think all this, 
that it quite jarred upon him when 
Charlie met him on his return and bois
terously complimented him. .. Well, 
old man, J?U are going it, and no mis
take I" (.Mrs. Gower's name was pro
nounced Oo-er, which gave opportunity 
for endless puns.) "I say, old fellow, 
you come down fresh from the pastures 
like what - d'ye - callem - Endymion -
Adonis, or the other masher-and sail 
to windward of the whole squadron! .. 

.Arthur shook Tomey off a little im-
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patiently, and refused to dine at the 
club, as he requested. But, taking din
ner alone, with the other boarders, he 
could not but say to himself that they 
were not pleasing to him; their minds 
seemed narrow and their ways uncouth. 
They were more affable than on the first 
day, perhaps because it was the evening, 
not the morning; there was even a cer
tain clumsy attention in the manner of 
one or two of the younger men, as if they 
would laugh at his stories, were he to 
tell any. After dinner, he read a novel 
in his study with a cigar, feeling com
paratively comfortable in the rooms, 
which already seemed less strange to 
him ; and at eleven o'clock he went to 
Miss Farnum's party. (One always 
spoke of Miss Farnum, MiBB Farnum's 
house, Miss Farnum's dinnere-not her 
mother's.) Townley, true to his inten
tion previously expreBSed, was not 
there; the dressing-room was full of 
very young men, pulling on gloves and 
chattering; one older gentleman with a 
fine pair of shoulders and an honest face 
was in the comer next Arthur, and at
tracted the latter by his looks. .. I 
wonder where they keep their brushes," 
was all he said; but he said it pleasantly; 
and Arthur and he walked down to
gether. 

Miss Farnum, who was a marvellously 
beautiful young woman, met them al
most at the door. "Ab, I see you know 
one another already," said she. 

"But we don't," said the stranger, 
smiling; and Arthur was introduced to 
him as Mr. Haviland. Then Miss Far
num turned to present Arthur b her 
mother; which formality over, our hero 
found himself very much alone; and he 
naturally drifted away into a comer, 
where he found Mr. Haviland awaiting 
him. It was pleasant enough to stand 
there and watch the influx of young 
beauties; girl after girl came in, in 
clouds of pink or white, bowed and 
curtesied at the door, and drifted into 
the comparative quiet of the main danc
ing-room, where they' eddied around by 
twos and threes, wlUting to be accosted 
by sim'hj:,ng youth. Haviland was very 
civil to . , and introduced him to many 
of them; so tha.t Arthur found himself 
walking and dancing first with a. blonde 
in blue or white, next with a brune in 

pink or l.ellow; they were all lovely, but 
it was difficult to permanently dift"eren
tiate their natures in one's mind. 

The ball was a very brilliant one, and 
the rooms were full; many of the ladies 
were pretty, and all seemed rich and 
well educated. But there was an inde
finable spirit of unrest, of eft'ort at shin
ing, of social anxiety, which struck Ar
thur as a new note in his New York 
social experiences; and Charlie Townley's 
patronising remarks recurred again to 
him. When he went back to Miss Far
num, her reception duties were over; 
they had a waltz together, and then wan
dered into a conservatory for cool and 
rest. 

.. How dift'erent it all seems from New 
Haven," was Arthur's first remark; and 
she said yes, it did; and asked him if 
he were really living in New York, and 
if it was not Mr. Townley with whom 
she had seen him walking the other day. 

.. Mr. Townley is a great friend of 
mine, you must know; and I think it is 
too bad of him not to come to-night. 
And, by the way-whom were you with 
in the park this afternoon? " 

.. With Mrs. Gower," said Arthur. 

.. Mrs. Gower? Mrs. Levison Gower? 
Was it? I didn't s~" and no one 
would have guessed that the acquaint
ance of the lady mentioned was yet an 
unmilised dream to Miss Farnum. She 
led Arthur oft'soon after, and presented 
him to some of her most particular 
friends; Arthur was so fortunate as to 
secure one of these young ladiee-Misa 
Marie Vanderpool-for the german ; and 
they had seats very near the head. Alto
gether, Arthur was in the high tide of 
social favor; and nearly every one whom 
he met talked to him of Mrs. Gower, and 
he marvelled a little that that lady-who 
had spoken almost tragically to him of 
her lonelinese-should have so many 
dear and admiring friends. When he 
went home, it was with three or four 
tinsel orders at his button-hole; and 
Haviland, whose coat-collar wns yet un
decorated, met him in the hall. 

.. Are you going the same way? ... said 
he to Arthur; and when it turned out 
that they were, he asked him to drop in 
and have a cigar. Haviland knew that 
Arthur was a stranger in the city; and 
it soon turned out that they had one or 
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two acquaintances in common. Then, a vulgar word, and fashionable people . 
as is the way of men, their conversation are a fast, vulgar set; fast, because they 
drifted to the last pretty face they had are too empty-headed and uncultivated 
seen-Kitty Farnum. "She is a great to enjoy any pleasure of taste or intellect, 
friend of mine, and I stayed until the end and vulgar because they are too stupid to 
on )leI" account," said Haviland; "though understand any other superiority than 
I don't dance." They stopped at Havi- that of mere display." 
land's house; and entering. Arthur was Haviland spo~e almost savagely, in
inducted into the most delightful bach- temperately, as it seemed to Arthur, 
elor rooms, down stairs, :filled with about such a trivial thing. "Can he be 
books, weapons, and implements for in love with her? " thought he; and he 
smoking. wondered why he told him all this. 

"Yes," said Haviland, speaking of "It's her mother," Haviland went on, 
Miss Farnum; "and it's a great pity to "she has brought her up to marry some 
see her going as she is now. Why" (he fine Englishman, and wants to get New 
went on, in answer to an inquiring look York at her feet first." 
from Arthur), "she is wild upon getting And Arthur, who had noticed how in
into society, as she caJls it, or her mother timate Haviland had seemed with Kitty 
is for her. There is a girl, rich, beauti- Farnum. that evening, thought that he 
ful, refined, well educated, and she posi- had discovered his secret. Their con
tively looks up to " set of people the versation then took a senous' turn, to 
whole of whom aren't worth her little . their mutual profit and pleasure; and 
finger, 88 if they were divinities." when Arthur finally went home, the 

" It certainly seems very funny, if it's night was going away, and the business 
true," said Arthur. of the day beginning. He liked Havi-

"FUnny?" fumed Haviland, "I assure land better than any man he had met, 
you they are 88 much her inferiors 88 thus far, in New York. But still, his 
they would have her theirs. Fashion is ideas were changing. 

• 

THE TRAGEDY. 

SONG. 

By Cbarles Edu.';n Markham. 

Ou, the fret of the brain, 
And the wounds and the worry; 
Oh, the thought of love and the thought of death
And the soul in its silent hurry. 

But the stars break above, 
And. the fields flower under; 
And the tragical life of man goes on, 
Surrounded by beauty and wonder. 



BEGGARS. 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 

L 

~:r;!I!::~::::q"tN a pleasant, airy, 
up-hill country, 
it was my fort
une when I was 
young to make 
the acquaint
ance of a certain 
beggar. I call 
him beggar, 
though he 

usually allowed his coat and his shoes 
(which were open-mouthed, indeed) to 
beg for him. He was the wreck ot an 
athletic man, tall, gaunt and bronzed; 
far gone in consumption, with that dis
quieting smile of the mortally stricken 
on his face ; but still active afoot, still 
with the brisk military carriage, the 
ready military salute. Three ways led 
through this piece of country; and as I 
was inconstant in my choice, I believe 
he must often have awaited me in vain. 
But often enough, he caught me; often 
enough, from some place of ambush by 
the roadside, he would spring suddenly 
forth in the regulation attitude, and 
launching at once into his inconsequen
tial talk, fall into step with me upon my 
further course. " A fine morning, sir, 
though perhaps a tri1le inclining to rain. 
I hope I see you well, sir. Why, no, sir, 
I don't feel as hearty myself as I could 
wish, but I am keeping about my ordi
nary. I am pleased to meet you on the 
road, sir. I assure you I quite look for
ward to one of our little conversations." 
He loved the sound of his own voice in
ordinately, and though (with something 
too off-hand to call servility) he would 
always hasten to agree with anything 
you said, yet he could never suffer you 
to say it to an end. By what transition 
he slid to his favorite subject I have no 
memory; but we had never been long 
together on the way before he was deal
ing, in a very military manner, with the 
English poets. "Shelley was a fine 

.-li:~pst:' though a tri1le atheistical in 
~inions. His Queen Ma.b, sir, is 

quite an atheistical work. Scott, sir, is 
not so poetical a writer. With the works 
of Shakespeare I am not 80 well ac
quainted, but he was a fine poet. Keats 
-John Keats, sir-he was a very fine 
p<?et." With such references, such triv
ial criticism, such loving parade of his 
own knowledge, he would beguile the 
road', striding forward up-hill, his staft" 
now clapped to the ribs of his deep, re
sonant chest, now swingin~ in the air 
with the remembered jauntiness of the 
private soldier; and all the while his 
toes looking out of his boots, and his 
shirt looking out of his elbows, and 
death looking out of his smile, and his 
big, crazy frame shaken by accesses of 
cough. 

He would often go the whole way 
home with me: often to borrow a book, 
and that book always a poet. Oft' he 
would march, to continue his mendicant 
rounds, with the volume slipped into the 
pocket of his ragged coat; and although 
he would sometimes keep it quite a
while, yet it came always back again at 
last, not much the worse for its travels. 
into beggardom. And in this way, 
doubtless, his knowledge grew and his 
glib, random criticism took a wider 
range. But my library was not the first 
he had drawn upon: at our first encoun
ter, he was already brimful of Shelley 
and the atheistical Queen Mab, and 
"Keats-John Keats, sir." And I have 
often wondered how he came by these 
acquirements; just as I often wondered 
how he fell to be a beggar. He had 
served through the Mutiny-of which 
(like so many people) he could tell prac
tically nothing beyond the names of 
places, and that it was" difficult work, 
sir," and very hot, or that so-and-eo 
was "a very fine commander, sir." He 
was far too smart a man to have re
mained a private; in the nature of 
things, he must have won his stripes. 
And yet here he was with<fut a peD81On. 
When I touched on this problem, he 
would content himself with diffidently 
offering me advice. " A man should be 
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wrry careful when he is young, sir. H 
youll excuse me saying so, a spirited 
young gentleman like yourself, sir, 
should be very careful. I was perhaps 
a trUle inclined to atheistical opinions 
m;rs"elf." For (perhaps with a deeper 
wisdom than we are inclined in these 
days to admit) he plainly bracketted 
agnosticism with beer and skittles. 

Keata-John Keats, sir-and Shelley 
were his favorite bards. I cannot re
member if I tried him with Rossetti; 
but I know his taste to a hair, and if ever 
I did, he must have doted on that au
thor. What took him was a richness in 
the speech; he loved the exotic, the 
unexpected word; the moving cadence 
of a phrase; a vague sense of emotion 
(about nothing} in the very letters of 
the alphabet: the romance of language. 
His honest head was very nearly empty. 
his intellect like a child's; and when he 
read his favorite authors, he can almost 
never have understood what he was 
reading. Yet the taste was not only 
genuine, it was exclusive; I tried in vain 
to oft'er him novels; he would none of 
them, he cared for nothing but romantic 
language that he could not understand. 
The case may be commoner than we sup
pose. I am reminded of a lad who was 
laid in the next cot to a friend of mine 
in a public hospital, and who was no soon
er installed than he sent out (perhaps 
with his last pence) for a cheap Shake
speare. 1ft friend pricked up his ears ; 
fell at once m talk with his new neighbor, 
and was ready, when the book arrived, to 
make a singular discovery. For this 
lover of great literature understood not 
one sentence out of twelve, and his fav
orite part was that of which he under
stood the .least-the inimitable, mouth
filling rodomontade of the ghost in Ham
let. It was a bright day in hospital 
when my friend expounded the sense of 
this beloved jargon: a task for which I 
am willing to believe my friend was very 
fit, though I can never regard it as an 
easy one. I know indeed a point or two, 
on which I would gladly question Mr. 
Shakespeare, that lover of big words, 
could he revisit the glimpses of the 
moon, or could I myself climb backward 
to the spacious days of Elizabeth. But 
in the second case, I should most likely 
pretermit these questionings, and take 

my place instead in the pit at the Black
friars, to hear the actor in his favorite 
part, playing up to Mr. Burbage, and 
rolling out-as I seem to hear him
with a ponderous gusto, 

U nhouael'd, diuppoiDted, 1lJl&Del'd. 

What a pleasant chance, if we could go 
there in a party r and what a surprise 
for Mr. Burbage, when the ghost re
ceived the honors of the evening I 

As for myoId soldier, like Mr. Bur
bage and Mr. Shakespeare, he is long 
since dead; and now lies buried, I sup
pose, and nameless and quite forgotten, 
in some poor city graveyard.-But not 
for me, you brave heart, have you been 
buried ! For me, you are still afoot, 
tasting the sun and air, and striding 
southward. By the groves of Comiston 
and beside the Hermitage of Braid, by 
the Hunters' Tryst, and where the cur
lews and plovers cry around Fairmile
head, I see and hear you, stalwartly 
carryin~ your deadly sickness, cheer
fully discoursing of uncomprehended 
poets. 

IL 

To thought of the old soldier recalls 
that of another tramp, his counterpart. 
This was a little, lean and fiery man, 
with the eyes of a dog and the face of 
a gypsy ; whom I found one morning en
camped with his wife and children and 
his grinder's wheel, beside the burn 
of Kinnaird. To this beloved dell I went, 
at that time, daily; and daily the knife
grinder and I (for as long as his tent 
continued pleasantly to interrupt my 
little wilderness) sat on two stones, and 
smoked, and plucked grass, and talked 
to the tune of the brown water. His 
children were mere whelps, they fought 
and bit among the fem like vermin. 
His wife was a mere squaw; I saw her 
gather brush and tend the kettle, but 
she never ventured to address her lord 
while I was present. The tent was a 
mere gypsy liovel, like a sty for pigs. 
But the grinder himself had the fine 
self-sofiiciency and grave politeness of 
the hunter and the savage; he did me 
the honors of this dell, which had been 
mine but the day before, took me :tar 
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into the secrets of his life, and used me 
(I am proud to remember) as a friend. 

Like myoid soldier, he was far gone 
in the national complaint. Unlike him, 
he had a valgar taste in letters; scarce 
flying higher than the story papers; 
probably finding no di1ference, certainly 
seeking none, between Tannahill and 
Burns; his noblest thoughts, whether 
of poetry or music, adequately embodied 
in that somewhat obvious ditty, 

Will ye gang, I_le, gang 
To the braes 0' Balquldder: 

-which is indeed apt to echo in the ears 
of Scottish children, and to him, in view 
of his experience, must have found a 
special directness of address. But if he 
had no fine sense of poetry in letters, 
he felt with a deep JOY the poetry of 
life. You shonld have heard him speak 
of what he loved; of the tent pitched 
beside the talking water; of the stars 
overhead at night; of the blest return of 
morning, the peep of day over the moors, 
the awaking birds among the birches ; 
how he abhorred the lon~_ winter shut in 
cities; an~ with what delight, at the re
turn of the spring, he once more pitched 
his camp in the living out-of-doors. But 
we were a pair of tramps; and to you, 
who are doubtless sedentary and a con
sistent first-class-passenger in life, he 
wonld scarce have laid himself so open ; 
-to you, he might have been content 
to tell his story of a ghost-that of a 
buccaneer with his pistols as he lived
whom he had once encountered in a Se&

side cave near Buckie; and that wonld 
have been enough, for that wonld have 
shown you the mettle of the man. Here 
was a piece of experience solidly and 
livingly built up in words, here was a 
story created, tere8 atqu.e rotundus. 

And to think of the old soldier, that 
lover of the literary bards I He had 
visited stranger spots than any seaside 
cave; encountered men more terrible 
than any spirit; done and dared and 
suffered in that incredible, unsung epic 
of the Mutiny War; played his part with 
the field force of Delhi, beleaguering and 
beleaguered; shared in that enduring, 
savage anger and contempt of death and 
decency that, for long months together, 
bedevii'd and inspired the army; was 
hurled to and fro in the battle-amoke of 

the assanlt; was there, perhaps, where 
Nicholson fell; was there when the at
tacking column, with hell upon every 
side, found the soldier's enemy-strong 
drink, and the lives of tens of thousanda 
trembled in the scale, and the fate of 
the flag of England staggered. And of 
all this he had no more to say than 
"hot work, sir," or "the army sdered 
a great deal, sir," or "I believe General 
Wilson, sir, was not very highly thought 
of in the papers." His life was naught 
to him, the vivid pages of experience 
quite blank: in words his pleasure lay 
-melodious, agitated words-printed 
words, about that which he had never 
seen and was connatally incapable of 
comprehending. We have here two 
temperaments face to face; both un
trained, unso histicated, rised (we 
may say) in U;e egg; both ~dly ehar
a.ctered :-that of the artist, the lover 
and artificer of words; that of the 
maker, the ~r, the lover and forger of 
experience. If the one had a daughter 
and the other a son, and these married, 
might not some illustrious writer count 
descend from the beggar-soldier and the 
needy knife-grinder? 

m 
EvtmYOIfB lives by selling something. 

whatever be his right to it. The burg
lar sells at the same time his own skill 
and courage and my silver plate (the 
whole at the most moderate figure) to a 
Jew receiver. The bandit sells the trav
eller an article of prime necessity: that 
traveller's life. And 88 for the old sol
dier, who stands for central mark to my 
capricious figures of eight, h~ dealt in a 
specialty; for he was the only beggar in 
the world who ever gave me pleasure for 
my money. He had learned a school of 
manners in the barracks and had the 
sense to cling to it, accosting strangers 
with a regimental freedom, thanking 
patrons with a merely regimental defer
ence, sparing you at once the tragedy of 
his position and the embarrassment of 
yours. There was not one hint about 
him of the beggar's emphasis, the out
burst of revolting gratitude, the rant 
and cant, the "God bless you, Kind, 
Kind gentleman," which insnlts the 
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smallness of your alms by dispropor
tional vehemence, which is so notably 
false, which would be so unbearable if it 
were true. I am sometimes tempted to 
suppose this reading of the beggar's part, 
a. survival of the old days when Shake
speare was intoned upon the stage and 
mourners keened beside the dea.tIi-bed ; 
to think that we cannot now accept these 
strong emotions unless they be uttered 
in the just note of life; nor (save in the 
pulpit) endure these gross conventions. 
They wound us, I am tempted to say, 
like mockery; the high voice of keen
ing (as it yet lingers on) strikes in 
the face of sorrow like a. butfet; and the 
rant and cant of the staled beggar stirs 
in us a shudder of disgust. But the 
fact disproves these amateur opinions. 
The beggar lives by his knowledge of 
the average man. He knows what he 
is about when he bandages his head, 
and hires md drugs a babe, and poisons 
life with Poor Mary .Ann or Long, long 
ago; he knows what he is about when 
he loads the critical ear and siciens the 
nice conscience with intolerable thanks ; 
they know what they are about, he and 
his crew, when they pervade the slums 
of cities, ghastly parodies of suifering, 
hateful parodies of gratitude. This 
trade can scarce be called an imposi
tion ; it has been so blown upon with 
exposures; it flaunts its fraudulence so 
nakedly. We pay them as we pay those 
who show us, in huge exaggeration, the 

. monsters of our drinking-water; or 
those who daily predict the fall of Bri
tain. We pay them for the pain they 
inflict, pay them, and wince, and hurry 
OD. And truly there is nothing that 
can shake the conscience like a beggar's 
thanks; and that polity in which such 
protestations can be purchased for a shil
ling, seems no scene for an honest man. 

Are there, then, we may be asked, no 
genuine beggars? And the answer is, Not 
one. Myoid soldier was a humbug like 
the rest ; his ragged boots were, in the 
stage phrase, properties; whole boots 
were given him again and again, and al
ways gladly accepted; and the next day, 
there he was on the road as usual, with 
toesexposed. His boots were his method ; 
they were the man's trade ; without his 
boots he would have starved; he did not 
live by charity, but by appealing to a 

gross taste in the public, which loves the 
limelight on the actor's face, and the 
toes out of the beggar's boots. There 
is a true poverty, which no one sees : a 
false and merely mimetic poverty, which 
usurps its place and dress, and lives, and 
above all drinks, on the fruits of the 
usurpation. The true poverty does not 
go into the streets; the banker may rest 
assured, he has never put a penny in its 
hand. The self-respecting poor beg from 
each other; never from the rich. To 
live in the frock-coated ranks of life, to 
hear canting scenes of gratitude re
hearsed for twopence, a man might sup
pose that giving was a thing gone out of 
fashion; yet it goes forward on a scale 
so great as to fill me with surprise. In 
the houses of the working class, all day 
long there will be a foot upon the stair ; 
all day long there will be a knocking at 
the doors; beggars come, beggars go, 
without stint, hardly with intermission, 
from morning till night; and mean
while, in the same city and but a few 
streets oft; the castles of the rich stand 
unsummoned. Get the tale of any hon
est tramp, you will find it was always 
the poor who helped him ; get the truth 
from any workman who has met misfor
tunes, it was always next door that he 
would go for help, or only with such ex
ceptions as are said to prove arule; look 
at the course of the mimetic beggar, it 
is through the poor quarters that he 
trails his passage, showing his bandages 
to every window, piercing even to the 
attics with hiRnasal song. Here is a re
markable state of things in our Christian 
commonwealths, that the poor only 
should be asked to give. 

IV. 

TmmB is a plea.sa.nt tale of some worth
less, phrasing Frenchman, who was taxed 
with ingratitude : "11laut savoir garder 
l'ind~endance du caJUr," cried he. I 
own I feel with him. Gratitude without 
famj1jarity, gratitude otherwise than as 
a nameless element in a friendship, is a 
thing so near to hatred that I do not 
care to split the dift'erence. Until I find 
a man who is pleased to receive obliga
tions, I shall continue to question the 
tact of those who are eager to confer 
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them. What an art it is, to give, even 
to our nearest friends I and what a teat 
of manners, to receive I How, ufOn 
either side, we smuggle away the obliga
tion, blushing for each other; how bluff 
and dull we make the giver; how hasty, 
how falsely cheerful, the receiver I And 
yet an act of such difficulty and distress 
between near friends, it is supposed we 
can perform to a total stranger and leave 
the man transfixed with grateful emo
tions. The last thing you can do to a 
man is to burthen him with an obli~ 
tion, and it is what we propose to begin 
with I But let us not be deceived: 
unless he is totally degraded to his trade, 
anger jars in his inside, and he grates 
his teeth at our gratuity. 

We should wipe two words from our 
vocabulary: gratitude and charity. In 
real life, help is given out of friendship. 
or it is not valued; it is received from 
the hand of friendship, or it is resented. 
We are all too proud to take a naked 
gift: we must seem to pay it, if in noth
ing else. then with the delights of our 
society. Here, then, is the pitiful fix 
of the rich man; here is that needle's 
eye in which he stuck already in the 
days of Christ, and still sticks to-day. 
firmer. if possible, than ever: that he 
has the money and lacks the love which 
should make his money acceptable. Here 
and now, just as of old in Palestine, he 
has the rich to dinner, it is with the rich 
that he takes his pleasure: and when his 
turn comes to be charitable, he looks in 
vain for a recipient. His friends ar3 not 
poor, they do not want; the poor are not 
his friends, they will not take. To whom 
is he to give? Where to find-note this 
phrase-the Deserving Poor? Charityis 
(what they call) centralized; offices are 

hired; societiesfounded, with secretaries 
paid or unpaid: the hunt of the Deserv
ing Poor goes merrily forward. I think 
it will take more than a merelJ!uman 
secretary to disinter that cter. 
What I a class that is to be in want from 
no fault of its own, and yet greedily 
eager to receive from strangers; and to 
be quite respectable, and at the same 
time quite devoid of self-respect; and 
play the most delicate part of friend
ship, and yet never be seen; and wear 
the form of man, and yet fly in the face 
of all the laws of human nature :-and 
all this, in the hope of getting a belly
god Burgess through a needle's eye I 0, 
let him stick, by all means; and let his 
polity tumble in the dust; and let his 
epitaph and all his literature (of which 
my own works begin to form no inconsid
erable part) be abolished even from the 
history of man I Fora fool of this mon
strosity of dulness, there can be no sal
vation: and the fool who looked for 
the elixir of life was an angel of reason 
to the fool who looks for the Deserving 
Poor I 

v. 
Am> yet there is one course which the 

unfortunate gentleman may take. He 
may subscribe to pay the taxes. There 
were the true charity, impartial and im
personal, cumbering none with obliga
tion, helping all. There were a destin&
tion for loveless gifts; there were the 
way to reach the pocket of the deserving 
poor, and yet save the time of secre
taries I But, alas I there is no color of 
romance in such a course; and people 
nowhere demand the picturesque so 
much as in their virtues. 
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had had a chief of staff of his own, and 
it is quite pOBBible that he may not have 
been suited at this time to fill this par
ticular post. Very probably a younger 
man, who had had some years' experience 
in staff duty, would have done better. 

Pajol, however, with his cavalry, went 
out on the Namur road, and captured 
BOme prisoners and cannon. On his 
return, it was inferred at headquarters, 
in the absence of all other information, 
that the Prussian army had fallen back 
towards its base. Had reconnoiBBances 
been sent out to the northward as BOOn 
as it was daylight, the long columns of 
the PruBBians must have been seen toil-

"'1--' ing through the lanes of Gentinnes and 
'- ' "~. Mont St. Guibert in the direction of 

In the Villae_ of Wa.,., Wavre. But, strange and nnaccountable 
as it seems, nothing was really known IT will easily be seen that infonnation of the Prussians at Napoleon's head

of the direction of the Prussian re- quarters on the morning of the 17th of 
treat was of the first importance to June. 

Napoleon. Yet neither he nor Soult Left without accurate information, 
took the neceBBary steps to ascertain therefore, Napoleon was obliged to guess 
this direction. With the numerous in what direction the PruBBians had re
light cavalry at their disposal, this neg- tired; and he guessed wrong. He sup
lect is simply astonishing. That Na- posed they had gone towards their base, 
poleon himself was greatly fatigued by towards Namur or Liege. Hence he de
his day's work on the 16th, we know. termined to send his right wing, con
But why Soult, on whom, as chief of sisting, as we have seen, of the Third 
staff, the acquisition of information as and Fourth Corps, under Grouchy, to 
to the whereabouts of the enemy natu- follow them up and find out their inten
rally fell, should have failed on this tions. 
occasion, it is hard to tell. Soult had But on these corps had fallen the brunt 
been, it must be recollected, for some of the previous day's battle; and he de
years, an army commander himself, and cided to give them the forenoon to get 
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patiently, and refused to dine at tbe 
club, as he requested. But, taking din
ner a.1one, with the other boarders, he 
could not but say to himself that they 
were not pleasing to him ; their minds 
seemed narrow and their ways uncouth. 
They were more aft'a.ble than on the first 
day, perhaps because it was the evening, 
not the morning; there was even 0. cer
tain clumsy attention in the manner of 
one or two of the younger men, as if they 
would la.ugb at his stories, were he to 
tell any. After dinner, he read 0. novel 
in his study with 0. cigar, feeling com
pa.ra.tively comfortable in the rooms, 
which already seemed less strange to 
him; and at eleven o'clock he went to 
Miss Farnum's party. (One a.lways 
spoke of Miss Farnum, Miss Farnum's 
house, Miss Farnum's dinners--not her 
mother's.) Townley, true to his inten
tion previously expressed, was not 
there; the dressing-room was full of 
very young men, pulling on gloves and 
chattering ; one older gentleman with 0. 

fine pair of shoulders and an honest face 
was in the corner next Arthur, and at
tracted the la.tter by his looks. " I 
wonder where they keep their brushes," 
was a.1l he said ; but he said it pleasantly; 
and Arthur and he wa.lked down to
gether. 

Miss Farnum, who was a marvellously 
beautiful young woman, met them a.l
most at the door. "Ah, I see you know 
one another already," said she. 

"But we dou't," said the stranger, 
smiling; and Arthur was introduced to 
him as Mr. Haviland. Then Miss Far
num turned to present Arthur t) her 
mother; which forma.lity over, our hero 
found himself very much aloue; and he 
naturally drifted away into a corner, 
where he found Mr. Haviland awaiting 
him. It was pleasant enough to stand 
there and watch the in1lu.'t of young 
beauties; girl after girl came in, in 
clouds of pink or white, bowed and 
curtesied at the door, and drifted into 
the comparative quiet of the main danc
ing-room, where they eddied around by 
twos and threes, waiting to be accosted 
by aimlhl~ youth. Haviland was very 
civil to . , and introduced him to many 
of them; so that Arthur found himself 
walking and dancing first with a blonde 
in blue or white, next with a brune in 

pink or yellow; they were a.1l10vely, but 
it was difficult to permanently differen
tiate their natures in one's mind. 

The ba.1l was a very brilliant one, and 
the rooms were full; many of the ladies 
were pretty, and a.ll seemed rich and 
well educated. But there was an inde
finable spirit of unrest, of effort at shin
ing, of BOCia.l anxiety, which struck Ar
thur as a new note in his New York 
socia.l experiences; and Charlie Townley's 
patronising remarks recurred again to 
him. When he went back to MiBS Far
num, her reception duties were over; 
they had a wa.ltz together, and then wan
dered into a conservatory for cool and 
rest. 

" How different it a.1l seems from New 
Haven," was Arthur's first remark; and 
she said yes, it did; and asked him if 
he were rea.lly living in New York, and 
if it was not Mr. Townley with whom 
she had seen him wa.lking the other day. 

er Mr. Townley is a great friend of 
mine, you must know; and I think it is 
too bad of him not to come to-night. 
And, by the way-whom were you with 
in the park this afternoon?" 

"With Mrs. Gower," said Arthur. 
"Mrs. Gower? Mrs. Levison Gower? 

Was it? I didn't see--" and no one 
would have guessed that the acquaint
ance of the la.dy mentioned was yet an 
unrea.lised dream to Miss Farnum. She 
led Arthur off soon after, and presented 
him to BOme of her most particular 
friends ; Arthur was so fortunate as to 
secure one of these young ladies-Miss 
Marie Vanderpool-for the german; and 
they had seats very near the head. Alto
gether, Arthur was in the high tide of 
socia.l favor; and nearly every one whom 
he met ta.lked to him of Mrs. Gower, and 
he marvelled a little that that la.dy-who 
had spoken a.lmost tragica.lly to him of 
her loneliness-should have so many 
dear and admiring friends. When he 
went home, it was with three or four 
tinsel orders at his button-hole; and 
Haviland, whose coat-collar wns yet un
decorated, met him in the hall. 

" Are you going the same way?" said 
he to Arthur; and when it turned out 
that they were, he asked him to drop in 
and have a cigar. Haviland knew that 
Arthur was a stranger in the city ; and 
it soon turned out that they had one or 
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Sattl •• field of Wattrloo-lookinl from the north towards Napoleon's rilM winl. 

miles to the eastward and explore the 
roads in the direction of Namur, there 
is this remarkable pa.ssage : 

.. It is Important to find ont what the enemy 
i8 intending to do; whether he is fteparating 
hlDll!elf from the English, or whether they are 
intending ltill to unite to cover Brul!8els or * 
Liege in trying the fate of a new battie. " 

Fortified with this letter, containing in 
the sentence cited above the key to the 
military situation, Marshal Grouchy set 
out from the battle-field of Ligny about 
one o'clock, and reached Gembloux that 
evening about dark, with the Third and 
Fourth Corps, one division of the Sixth 
Corps, and a large body of cavalry, some 
33,000 men in all. 

It is not strange that both Napoleon 
and Ney should have entirely misunder
stood the events of the previous day, and 
should consequently have had on the 
morning of the 17th each a grievance 
against the other. Ney, who supposed 
that the Emperor had robbed him of 
one of his corps, in conRequence of which 
his best endeavors to beat the English 

• Tbe ~lln tbe orIlilnal "'ouh1 _ni to have been a mis
take of Bertraod'o for ON , B"""",lo and Li6ge Iylnll In ouch 
oppooiu direction •. 

at Quatre Bras had failed, felt that he 
had cause to be angry. He sent no re
port of his doings, and the first news the 
Emperor received of him was from one 
of his own staft'-officers, In the letter 
which Soult wrote on receiving this 
news, we see what Napoleon supposed 
he bad to complain of, 

.. The Emperor has seen with sorrow that you 
did not unite yonr divisions yesterday; they 
operated separately; hence you experienced 
losses. If the corps of the Counts d'Erlon and 
Heille had been together, not an Englishman 
of the force which attacked you would have 
escaped, If the Count d'Erlon had executed 
the movement upon St. Amand which the Em· 
peror ordered [that by the Namur road in the 
rear of the Prussian position 1, the Prussian 
army would have been totally destroyed, and we 
should perhaps bave taken 30.000 prisoners, 
The corps of Generals Gerard and Vandamme 
and tlte Imperial Guard have always been unit· 
ed ; one is exposed to reverses if one operates by 
detachments. Tbe Emperor hopes and desires 
that your seven divisiolls of infantry ann cav
alry will bl' well unite(l and formed, and that, 
togethl'r, tbey sba11 not occupy more than a 
league of grollnd, that YOII may have them well 
in hand and ue ahlo to employ them at ntled," 

Surely no reproof was apparently more 
deserved, and certainly DO reproof was 
ever more considerately and kindly 



390 THE CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO. 

given. Look at the matter a moment. 
The two corps composing Marshal Ney's 
wing of the army had been ordered to 
unite at Gosselies as early as the after
noon of the 15th; later in the day the 
order had been reiterated to the Count 
d'Erlon; Nev was fully aware of these 
orders; early in the morning of the 16th 
he had been asked if the }'irst Corps had 

M.rsh.1 Soult. 

executed the movement prescribed the 
day before; at or soon after 10 A.M., he 
had received the order to take both corps 
to Quatre Bras and carry the position; 
yet, at half past five in the afternoon one 
of these corps is seen menacing the left 
of the main army while it is attacking 
the Prussiansat Ligny! Yet, while these 
facts are abundantly sufficient to ac
count for Napoleon's censure. the truth 
is that d'Erlon and the sto.ff-officer who 
turned the corps oft' the chaussee to St. 

Amand were probably the only penJODS 
to blame,-d'Erlon, for lack of prompt
ne88 in starting, and the staft"-oflicer for 
his u-regular and presumptuous conduct. 

This letter to Ney was written about 
eight, and should have reached him 
about half past nine. It ordered him 
to take position at Quatre Bras, as 
he had been ordered to do the day be

fore,-the Emperor 
probably thinking 
that what might 
have been impossi
ble for Ney to ac
complish the after
noon before with 
the Second Corps 
alone, might be feas
ible enough now 
that he had both 
his corps together. 
But if he should 
find this impossi
ble, then he W88 

ordered to report 
the facta in detail 
at once. To this 
despatch Ney, ap
parently out of tem
per, returned, so far 
as we know, no an
swer. Another 
despatch, dated at 
noon, directa Ney 
to attack whatever 
is in front of him, 
stating that the 
Emperor will take 
position at Marbais, 
with one corps and 
the Guard, and that 
he awaits his re
ports with impa
tience. To this also, 
80 far as we know, 

Ney vouchsafed no answer. Had Napo
leon been 88 active a man as he once was, 
he would no doubt have galloped over to 
Quatre Bras himself early in the morn
ing, and seen and heard for himself; 
but he seems to have been slow about 
undertaking any exertion of the kind 
that could be avoided. 

Many writers have blamed Napoleon 
for not attacking the English at Quatre 
Bras that morning. It is urged, and 
with great reason, that, the Prusaians 
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being for the time I\t nny mt out of tb woy, 
and the En~lish 'vlthin rench, twu of his corps, 
the Fil'llt nnd Sixth petf ('tly fresh, auu the 
Guard hardly hllviJlg imft'r d at nli,-the whole 
army bein~ in hnnd-an o.ttOC'K on Wellington's 
army, if ('oueerted PluI." ill the morning, woula 
have hau \'el')' ehance or 8ueceS8, if W cUing! n 
had stayed and accepteu battle. Very pOBsibly 
these writers are correct; but would Wellington 
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have stayed and accepted battle? We know from M1lffiing, who was the Prussian 
military commissioner at Wellington's headquarters, that the Duke never thought 
of receiving battle at Quatre Bras; the only question with him that morning was 
whether he should retreat at once to Waterloo, or give the troops time to break
fast and rest. M1lftling advised the latter course, telling the Duke that "it was 
always Napoleon's custom in Germany," after a battle, "to allow the troops first 

to cook, and to break up at ten the 
next morning." And when the French 
advanced that afternoon, Wellington 
promptly fell back. We therefore may 
be permitted to doubt whether Napo
leon could have brought the English 
army to bay on the 17th, unle88, of 
course, the two armies had reached the 
field of Waterloo in season for a battle 
in the afternoon. This, perhaps, might 
have been done by an early start. We 
have already seen why Napoleon thought 

A Farm Gat. ne.r Wlt.rloo. he could afford to give his troops a 
needed rest that forenoon. 

Between one and two in the afternoon, however, Napoleon ordered Ney for
ward, pushing at the same time the Sixth Corps and the Guard o\,er the Namur 
road to Quatre Bras. The English retired in admirable order. The Emperor, 
perhaps irritated with Ney for his apparent remi8BIle88, and possibly feeling also 
that he himself had lost some hours of valuable time, rode with the advance 
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guard, in spite of the rain which was falling in torrents, and infused an unwont
ed energy into the pursuit. D'Erlon says "the Emperor did not quit the head of 
the column of the advance guard, and was even engaged in a charge of cavalry in 
debouching from Genappe." The author of "NapoMon a Waterloo," who was 
an artillery officer of the Guard, says : 

"One ought to have been a witness of the rapid march of this army in the day of the 17th, a 
march which resembled a steeple·ohase more than the pursuit of all enemy in retreat, to get au 
idea of the activity which Napoleon knew how to impress 
upon his troops when placed under his immediate com
mand. Six pieces of the horse artillery of the Guard, sup· 
ported by the headquarters squadrolls. marched in the first 
line, and vomited forth grape upon the mll8lles of the ene· 
my's cavalry, as often aR, profiting by some accident of 
ground, they endeavored to halt to take position and retard 
our pursuit. The Emperor, mounted on a small and very 
active Arab horse, galloped at the head of the column; he 
was constantly near the pieces, exciting the gunners by his 
presence and by his words, and more than ouce ill the 
midst of the shells and bullets which the enemy's artillery 
showered upon ns." 

Captain Mercer in his journal, before referred 
to, is also quite sure that he saw Napoleon on this 
retreat. 

"Lord Uxbridge was yet speaking. when a single ]lOrse· 
_'f". ~} 

man, immediately followed by several others, mounted the A Part of Houlomont. 
plateau I had left at a gallop, their dark figures. thrown 
forward in strong relief from the illuminated distance, making them appear much nearer to nil 
than they really were. For all instant they pulltld up and regarded us, when, several squadrons 
coming rapidly on the plateau, Lord Uxbridge cried out 'Fire! Fire!' alld, giving them a 
general discharge, we quickly limbertld up to retire, as they dashed forward supported by some 
horse artillery guns, which opened upon us ere we could complete the mallreuvre." 

The concurrence of these three eye-witnesses is certainly most interesting. 
Incidents like this, and the one which happened on the 15th, show the forcible 

.f 

The South Gate of Houlomont. 

and resolute character of the man, how, 
when his blood was up, he could take hold 
as vigorously as ever,-though his powers 
of physical endurance might be less than in 
his younger days. 

About half past six o'clock the advance of 
the French army ascertained that the Eng
lish were in position in their front. The 
troops then bivouacked for the night. 

About midnight, a despatch quite reassur
ing in its character arrived from Grouchy. 
He had been ordered, as we have seen, to 
find out whether the Prussians were intend
ing to separate from the English or to unite 
with them and try the fate of another battle. 
In this despatch he wrote that "if he found 
that the mass of the Prussian army had re
tired on Wavre, he should follow them in 
that direction so that they might not gain 
BruBBels and to separate them from Wel
lington, but that if he found that they had 
gone to Perwez [a town on the road to 
Liege], he should pursue them by that place." 

This despatch, it is true, when closely examined, did not show a thorough grasp 
of the situation, for Grouchy ought to have known that nothing that he could 
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do could avail to hinder the Prussians dere were sent to him to march at once 
from retiring on Brussels, or crossing and pursue them with vigor. 
over to the turnpike and joining the Eng- " . ... 
li h Still, any movement of Grouchy's. Havmg formed an enhrely different opm-
. s . .. Ion of the enemy's movements from th&t of 
mtended to effect the objects mentlOned this officer" d'Erlon continues .. I sent my 
by him must inevitably bring him near chief of staff to the Emperor to t~11 Ilim that I 
the main army under the Emperor, t~~ught that the enemy was making his di~ 
where he would be in a position to ren- ~Ihons.to accept battle. The Emperor came 

• . ' • Immediately to the advance posts. I accom-
der such asS18tance as mlght be reqUlr- panied him. Having dismounted to get near 
ed. Hence Napoleon felt that he could the enemy's vedettes, and examine more near
rely on Grouchy's looking out for the Iy the movements of the English army, he saw 
Prussians, and if need be, coming to that I ~as rig~lt, an~ .being co~vinced that it 
his h 1 , was takmg up Its position, he said to me: • Or-

e p. . der the troops to make their sonp and get their 
What Napoleon was ~d~fwasthat arms In proper condition, and we will see further 

Wellington would continue his retreat. about thls matter towards noon.' .. 

HOUlomont. 

According to his own account, which is 
in the main adopted by Charras, he went 
out himseH on foot at one o'clock in the 
morning in a drenching rain, accompa
nied only by Bertrand, to the picket line, 
to see for himseH, and returned between 
two and three, satisfied from the fires 
which everywhere lit up the northern 
horizon that the enemy were in position. 
It would seem, however, that, towards 
morning, the Emperor was led to believe 
that the English were retreating. D'Er
Ion tells us that, an officer, sent by the 
Emperor early in the morning to the 
advance posts, having reported that the 
enemy were continuing their retreat, or-

The point of this story, it will be o~ 
served, is not at all to show that the Em
peror was particularly active on this ~ 
casion, or that he did not spare himself 
the trouble and risk of a personal recan
noissance on the picket line, but mere
ly that d'Erlon's judgment of the real 
character of the movement made by the 
English army was the correct one, and 
was found to be so by the Emperor him-
88H. Hence, as illustrating. in a purely 
incidental way the still remarkable activ
ity and personal energy of Napoleon, it 
is a story well worth preserving. 

Towards morning the rain ceased, but 
the ground, much of which was arable 
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Battl •• field of Wat.rloo-at ri,ht Mi'" with tho Charleroi tOld. 

land, was in a very bad condition for the 
movements of artillery and cavalry. Na
poleon always made great use of these 
arms in. all his battles. After some con
ference with his officers, he decided to 
defer the attack till after eleven o'clock. 
Meantime the troops took their assigned 
positions amidst the music of innumera
ble bands, and with " all the pomp and 
circumstance of glorious war." The 
army was unquestionably in good fight
ing trim. It had steadily marched for
ward, always a good thing for troops. A 
part of the men had seen the Prussians 
defeated the day but one before. A part 
had on the same day valiantly attacked, 
and at one time nearly defeated, a por
tion of the army now before them, and 
though not successful in the end, could 
justly claim that they were beaten by 
numbers only. The troops had had 
time enough to rest and get their break
fast. The Emperor was in command. 
Everything foreboded success. 

On the other side of the valley, some 
half or three-fourths of a mile wide, the 
Duke of Wellington marshalled his ar
ray. Of his British troops, those who 
bad been engaged at Quatre Bras were 
proud of their day's work, and those who 
bad not been so fortunate as to be there 
were anxious for a chance to show what 

stuff they were made of. Many of his 
allied troops showed also a firm counte
nance. Still there were some very weak 
places in the line. With great care then 
did the Duke distribute his steady and 
trustworthy troops. His battle was to 
be a purely defensive one. It was to be 
fought merely to gain time f01" the Pros
sians to arrive to his aid. By strictly 
adhering to his plan, saving his men as 
much as p088ible, and infusing into his 
army his own fixed and unalterable de
termination to hold the ground, the 
Duke of Wellington not only hoped but 
expected to baftle Napoleon's attacks, 
and, ultimately, with the assistance of 
the Prussians, to overwhelm him in a 
combined assault. 

The two armies were nearly equal in 
numbers, that of Napoleon, which count
ed about 72,000 men, being the larger 
by about four thousand. It was also, as 
has been before pointed out, much the 
superior in point of quality. The French 
soldiers were decidedly better fighters 
than the troops from Belgium, Holland, 
Nassau, and Brunswick, which formed 
nearly two-fifths of Wellington's army. 
Many of these were raw troops, hardly 
better than militia. The Hanoverlans 
were supposed to rank higher than these, 
but the Duke really trusted only to his 

• 
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British troops and to the King's German 
Legion, of whom there were hardly 
30,000 on the field. 

Even now, the Duke was so afraid of 
his right being turned that he left some 
18,000 men at Tubize and Hal, some 
twelve miles oft: and never sent for them 
during the day. Had he been beaten, 
more would have been said about this. 

The battle of Waterloo has been so 
often described that it would be a use
less repetition to tell the story over again 
in any detail. There is little dispute as 
to its leading features. Every one is 
supposed to be familiar with them. We 
will pass them rapidly in review. 

The Emperor began the battle by a 
fierce attack made by the Second Corps, 
which occupied the left of the line, on 

Part of the Ruinl ot HOUlomont. 

the wood and chateau of Hougomont, 
and its enclosures. This lasted an hour 
or more, but after hard fighting and 
great loss on both sides, the English re
tained the post. 

Soon after one, a much more danger
ous assault under the direction of Mar
shal Ney was made on the allied left 
and centre. Over seventy pieces of can
non from the reserve artillery were ad
vanced to a ridge running pa.ra1lel with 
and some distance in front of the right 
of the French line, which was occupied 
by the First Corps under the Count 
d'Erlon. After a heavy fire from this 
formidable battery, lasting for about 
half an hour, the First Corps advanced 
in several deep c.olumns. They crossed 
the valley, and broke some of the Bel
gian troops in the first line of the al-

lied army; but the English infantry, 
admirably handled by Picton and his 
lieutenants, were perfectly steady,-the 
fire from their extended lines was dead
ly, d'Erlon's columns found themselves 
brought to a stand and unable to deploy, 
and their discomfiture was completed 
by the brilliant charges of the English 
horse. At the same time, the allied left 
wing suffered severely; Picton was 
killed; the English cavalry, having in 
their excitement gone too far, were badly 
cut up by the French cavalry when they 
neared the main French position; and 
the Dutch-Belgian infantry were a good 
deal shaken. 

Shortly before this attack commenced, 
the Emperor had seen, far to his right, 
Prussian troops coming up on the road 

from Wavre, and, at 
the close of the at
tack, soon after 3 
o'clock, the Prus
sians, although not 
yet arrived, appear
ed to be in such 
force, that the Sixth 
Corps under Lobau, 
instead of being em
ployed, as had been 
intended, in a fresh 
attack against the 
English left, was de
tached to make head 
against this new en
emy. Lobau formed 
his troops aero88 the 

road leading from Wavre to Planche
noit, facing nearly east. 

On the left, Reille's corps had been a 
good deal exhausted by its unavailing 
attempt to get posse88ion of Hougo
mont; and Ney, to whom, now that the 
advance of the Prussians on the right of 
the army had assumed such alarming 
proportions, Napoleon entrusted the 
general direction of the attack on the 
Duke of Wellington's army, decided to 
renew the battle with cavalry. This 
time he proposed to assault the centre of 
the English position, the portion lying 
between La Haye Sainte and Hougo
mont. With the view of preparing for 
the cavalry charges, tbe French artil
lery redoubled their fire on this part 
of the line. So long as there was no 
cavalry in sight, the allied troops lay 
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down and escaped very serious lOBS. When this fire ceMed, the French 
cavalry, in magnificent array, to th number of everal thousand, cov

ering an interval of about a third f Ao ruile to the west of La Raye 
Sainte, advanced with appal' ntly ine istible (orce upon th Eng

lish and allied infantry, DOW thrown into quare and oJ:>long . 
But the infantry on this part of the lin had not up to that 

time beeu engag d, and were as able to r i t C!\yah as infan-
try ever ar . far known, not a squar gay wa. The 
French sufti red gr tly from the artillery fir b fo), reach

ing thridg , amI, aft r that, from th fire 
of the infantry in the squares. With

drawn from time to time to th foot 
of the lop. th OOyall')', wh n 

reform d rellew d tb ir 
charge. Captain M r

eel' in his journnl, be
fore cited, gives a 

most vivid pictW'e of th ter-
ribl as aul ts. As II. ro1 _ the 
Engli h ru'till rylllen, on tbe near 
approocl.t of th Fr n -b, retired 
into th n igllboring squares; but 
Captain Mercer, who commanded II. 

troop of hoI'S nrtillery, retain d his 
men at their guns, and by bis rapiLl 
and w ll ·aim d firing cut up the c!w
alry in his front so badJy tbnt th y \'
tired tUne after tim in collinsion. Hit; 
account of the battle is lUO t i.nter sting-. 
Finally, towards "ix o'clock, the r gular 
charges cesHed, but detached bodieR of h01"se 
l'emain d nt the foot of tltf' !!lope relLlly to 
take a lvantag f any ciltIJlCC that might oBer. 

Whil this gt· Ilt ca\"llJr~' attack wn.s b in~ 
made on the ' ub'e of tb uke of W llingtoll 's 
army, Marshal BInch 1" I\t tlt bead of tlt CUlll!; 

of Bulow, consisting of about 30,000 men, was 
p roceeding to move against the two divisions of 
th ,'ixth 'OlplS which were all that Lobau had tmtler 
his command, his third divisioll being with ilie fol'(' 
under Grouchy. But Lobau made the most of his 
scanty resources, and for an hour or more the Prus
sians remained in a menacing attitude without get
ting to close quarters. About six o'clock, however, 
heavy reinforcements arriving, BlUcher advanced, out
flanked Lobau, and compelled him to retire towards 
the turnpike. The Prussia.n left-advance was directed 
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on Planchenoit, a village lying on the 
right and rear of the French posi
tion. Their intention was apparent,
it was to seize the line of communica
tions and retreat of the French army. 
The blow was aimed at a vital part. 
The battle which was being fought on 
the plateau of Mont St. Jean, important 
as it was, could not divide Napoleon's 

Mont St. J •• n. 

attention with the defence of Planche
noit. The attack of the Prussians must 
be met and repelled, or the whole army 
would have to be withdrawn from the 
field of battle. By bis movement on 
Planchenoit, where he hoped to estab
lish himself firmly until the Second 
Corps, under Pirch, should arrive, Bltl
cher was virtually attempting to throttle 
the French army. 

Napoleon had ordered Ney to recom
mence the attack on the English posi
tion, but he was not now able to give 
his personal direction to these move
ments, still less to reinforce the troops 
with which Ney was proposing to carry 
the plateau. The fight in and around 
Planchenoit, which was not a fight for 
victory but rather for safety, claimed all 
his attention. English writers, natu
rally absorbed in the struggle of their 
own army, have paid no heed to this 
circumstance; many of them, and, strange 
to say, some of the most careful, not 
hesitating to accuse Napoleon of culpa
ble and unaccountable neglect, in not 
having devoted himself to the battle 
with Wellington's army during this hour 
and a half, in which it is certain that 
his whole attention must have been 
engrossed by the pressing danger of the 
Prussian advance towards the turnpike. 

In the action near Planchenoit, Blu-

cher outnumbered Lobau more than two 
to one. Napoleon, who presened per
fectly his courage and coolness in this 
emergency, threw the eight battalions of 
the Young Guard into the village. The 
place was taken and retaken. The Em
peror was obliged to send battalion after 
battalion of the Old Guard, four in all, 
to reinforce the Young Guard. Finally, 

after a very 
hard fight of 
more than an 
hour, the Pros
sians were driv
en back. In 
these combats, 
and in the final 
struggle forthe 

• village, which 
took place, as 

.. we shall see, at 
the close of the 
action, they 
lost 7,000 men. 

Left then to himself, Ney, about six 
o'clock, made a vigorous and successful 
attack with the infantry of the First 
Corps upon the farm house of La Haya 
Sainte. The loss of this post, situated 
on the west side of the turnpike, a short 
distance in front of the English line, was 
a serious blow to the allied army. It 
was not only because it was the 1088 of a 
definite position, because it was a suc
cess for the enemy of a tangible kind 
which it was useless to deny, and which, 
occurring as it did near the close of the 
afternoon, had perhaps more than its 
due weight, but also because it enabled 
the French to place their guns under 
shelter of the bank and under cover of 
the house in a position to rake the Eng
lish line from east to west. The effect 
was frightful. Mercer's battery, for in
stance, as he tells us, was well nigh de
stroyed by this fire. At the same time, 
French skirmishers from Donzelot's and 
Allix's divisions of the First Corps lined 
the slope, taking deliberate aim at the 
officers and soldiers in the squares, in 
which, for fear of further charges of 
cavalry, their opponents were obliged to 
stand, an easy mark for both artillery 
and musketry. From time to time a 
regiment would deploy to get an ex
tended fire and drive off the French 
tirailleurs, only to be ridden down by 
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the French cavalry, bodies of which, anx- talions of the Old Guard remained near 
ious for reprisals, were lurking near the the turnpike; all therefore that were 
enclosures of La Haye Sainte or in the available for this attack on the English 
valley between the two armies. Under army were the two remaining battalions 
these circumstances the infantry on the of the Old Guard, and the eight battaJ
centre of the allied line suffered terri- ions of the Middle Guard. Of these, 
bly. In some regiments there were according to the French contemporary 
hardly men enough left to form square. accounts, with which several early Eng
Most of the guns on this part of the line lish authorities agree, four battalions of 
bad been dismounted or otherwise ren- the Middle Guard,-chasseurs, as they 
dered unserviceable. The patience as were termed,-were formed in column, 
well as strength of the Dutch-Belgians, and led forward by Ney and Friant; the 
of the Brunswickers, of the NasSBuers, two battalions of the Old Guard followed 
of the Hanoverians, was fast giving out. closely in support. The other four bat
The English regiments still held their talions of the Middle Guard seem to have 
ground, but in ntunbers they were fear- remained in or near their original posi
fully reduced. The principal genel'al offi- tion. Nearly all the modern English his
cers commanding in this part of the field, torians, on the contrary, say there were 
the Prince of Orange, Alten, Ompteda, two columns of the Guard, and two at
were killed or wounded. It was the crit- tacks, an interval of some fifteen minutes 
ical period for 
Wellington; 
and it required 
all his coolness 
and courage to 
oppose to the 
persisten t, and 
now more or 
leas successful, 
as saul ts of 
d'Erlon's men 
even a sem
blance of a con
nected line of 
battle. The 
French were 
gaining ground 
perceptibly and 
rapidly; the 
Duke's position 
was extremely On the Road to BN ... la from Waterloo. 

perilous; it 
was well for him that the Emperor's at- occurring between them. We have not 
tention at this juncture was necessarily room here to discuss the evidence; after 
concentrated on the task of repulsing much consideration, we are inclined to 
the attacks of the Pruasians at the other accept the contemporary French ac
end of the field of battle. counts. We think it probable that there 

The movements of the Prussians hav- was but one column, one attack, and one 
ing been, however, as we have seen, for repulse or rout. 
the time being, at least, suspended, the This column, then, composed of four 

• Emperor determined to throw that por- battalions of the Middle and two of the 
tion of the Imperial Guard which could Old Guard, consisted of about 3,300 
be spared from the defence of Planche- men. Its approach was known to the 
noit against the English centre. The skirmishers of d'Erlon's corps, who were 
eight battalions of the Young Guard well aware they were preparing the way 
and four of the Old Guard were still for what was to be the final stroke. Ney 
at or near Planchenoit ; two more bat- had in fact done all that man could do 

n 
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u eoll. Aillanco. (From" An IIlultrated Record 01 Important E.onllin tho Annall 01 Europo," etc. L.ondon. 1817.) 

to make this the decisive blow. He had 
rallied the two corps of Beille and d'Er
Ion. The right dhision of BeilIe's 
~ Bachelu'H and Donzelot's and 
ADix's divisions of d'Erlon's corps, were 
preasing hard upon the exhausted and 
aep1eted regiments of the Anglo-allied 
army, As the Guard was advnncing, 
Friant was wounded and obliged to 
leave the field. He reported to the Em
peror that all WI\8 going well on the pla
teau. 

For some renson or other, :Marshal 
Ney directed the column towards the 
point where the right of the English 
line turned to the BOuth towards the cha
teau and enclosures of Hougomont. 
Bad it, inetead, been direeted towards 
that part of the line which was nearer 
to La Haye Sainte, where the gunH were 
dismounted, where the English regi
ments were reduced to skeletons, where 
the allied infantr)' were in many in
atances kept on the ground onl)' with 
... greatest difficulty, it would not only 
la," fltruck the weakest place ill WeI
liLgton',; line of battle, but it would have 
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bad no enemy to fear except in front. 
As it was, the column, moving on the 
right of the en<:losures of Hongomont, 
approached the allied position under a 
heavy fire in front and on it!4 left flank. 
Preceded by a numerous body of skir
mishers, it nearly reached the top of the 
hill, where Wellington bad lltationed 
bim!4elf behind Maitland's brigade of the 
EngliKh Onanls, which was l.}ing down. 
The troops rose and fired on the !4kir
mishers, scattered them, and then 
charged down the IIlope upon the mass, 
creating more or less confusion in it 
and causing it to fall hack in HOme dis
onler. On an nlnrm of ('Il.vulry, however, 
the EngliHh GuardR retreated to their 
former pO!4ition at the top of the hill. 
and the colullln of the Imperial Ouard 
resumed its a(iYance, But in a very few 
moments, Sir John Colbome, an o'ffi(~er 
of great dl\8h and excellent jutl{"rment, 
commanding the 52d British regiment, 
a crack Peninsular corps, moved his 
regiment from its position near the uu
gle of the English line, on ~Iaitland'H 
right, down the slope until it came op-
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posite the head of the charging column; had come, threw in two fresh brigades 
then, executing a partial left wheel, his of cavalry, those of Vivian and Vande
regiment, in line, 1lanked the French leur, and then ordered the whole line to 
column, and poured into it at very short advance. The rout of the French was 
range a deadly fire. The column halted sudden and complete. Only the battal- . 
and faced so as in some measure to re- ions of the Guard which had not partici
turn the fire, and the action continued pated in the late attack showed a firm 
some minutes; other regiments partici- countenance. These were thrown into 

La Haye Sainte. (From" An Illustrated Record," etc.) 

pating. Finally the 62d charged the 
column with the bayonet. The four 
leading battalions broke and 1led,-the 
two rear battalions, those of the Old 
Guard, not being opposite the 52d, re
tired down the slope in good order. 

The rout of this column of the Im
perial Guard demoralized those French 
troops who were witnesses of it. More
over, at this moment the French right 
had been turned and thrown back in 
oonfusion and dismay. Ziethen's corps 
had arrived on the English left just be
fore the attack of the Guard, and it was 
now advancing with resistless force upon 
the right divisions of d'Erlon's Corps, 
driving them back in disorder, and 
spreading :Ji:nic throughout the French 
army. W . gton, seeing the moment 

squares, and, slowly retreating from 
place to place, repulsed for a while all 
attacks against them. Napoleon exert
ed himself to the utmost to rally the 
army. He galloped from point to point. 
He threw his headquarters guard of cav
al1'Y against the English horse; he per
sonally directed the disposition of the 
few remaining battalions of the Guard; 
but it was of no avail. He was forced 
to seek shelter in one of the squares 
himself, and finally, when it was evident 
that nothing could save the army, he 
was obliged to take refuge in ffight. 

About the same time, Blucher, whose 
forces had been nearly doubled by the 
arrival of the corps of Pirch. after a gal
lant and obstinate resistance, carried 
Planchenoit. The whole French army 
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was now m full retreat,eE;d by the 
Plu_ans, to whom W· n gladly 
left the task of following the defeated 
enemy. 

Such, in brief, was the famous battle 
of Waterloo. A more complete over-

throw never overtook an army. No won
der, then, that the world has recurred 
again and again to the study of this cam
paign to see, if pOBSible, how it came 
about that such a crushing defeat was 
suffered by the great master of modem 
warfare. Let us try to account for it, if 
we can. 

It must, we think, be fully admitted 
that, but for the assistance of the Prus
sians, the army under the Duke of Wel
lington would have been beaten. Not 
only did the advent of the Prussia.ns di
minish by about 16,000 men the force 
available for attacking the English posi
tion, but it interfered in every poBBible 
way with the employment by Napoleon 
of the troops which were available for 
this purpose. It compelled him to fight 
two battles at the same time. Had there 
been no PruBBians, but had the army 
with which the Emperor was about to 
engage Wellington simply been dimin
ished by 16,000 men, the battle would 
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without doubt have been much better 
fought by him. But, had there been no 
Prussians, and had the whole 72,000 men 
of which his army consisted been em
ployed without any interference or dis
tractiou a.ga.inst the misce1la.neous force 

which Wellington 
commanded, it is 
easy to see what 
would have been the 
result. 

Napoleon's calcu
lations were, then, 
perfectly correct as 
to the relative 
strength of the two 
armies, his and Wel
lington's; his error 
lay in supposing 
that he would not 
be attacked by 
BUcher. This 
brings us at once to 
the consideration, in 
the first place, of the 
steps which he 
adopted for dealing 
witli thearmyofBll1-
cher after the battle 
of Ligny, . and, sec
ondly, of the manner 
in which his orders 
were carried out. 

His great mistake, as we have pointed 
out, was in not ascertaining the direction 
. of the PruBBian retreat after the battle 
of Ligny. His erroneous conject;ure as 
to the direction of their retreat led him 
to divide his army, to send 33,000 men 
after them under Marshal Grouchy, and, 
supposing, lIB he did, that they had gone 
towards their base, he saw nothing to be 
gained by a very prompt pursuit. He 
did, however, as we have seen, warn 

. Grouchy of the possibility of their effect
ing a. junction with the English and 
fighting a battle for the defence of Bl"US
sels, and Grouchy had said that if he 
found they had retreated on Wavre, he 
would endeavor to separate them from 
Wellington. On receiving this word 
from Grouchy, Napoleon felt secure. 
Grouchy, he thought, must, if he ma.
namvres for this object, approach us, 
he will probably MOBS the Dyle during 
the forenoon, and operate on my ex
treme right 1la.nk. 
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Marshal Grouchy ascertained before 
8 AoJ[. of the 18th that the Prussians had 

·retired on Wavra, and so wrote to the 
Emperor. Their object in so doing 
could be nothing else than to unite with 
the English. llis rdle then was a plain 
one,-to unite with the main army under 
Napoleon, and prevent his being over
whelmed by both the allied armies. 
Nothing that he could possibly do, even 
if he should leave GemblollX at day~ht, 
could hinder the Prussians from continu
ing their retreat from Wavra to Brussels, 
or from marching from Wavra towards 
Wellington. The only thing for him to 
do was to march 808 soon and 808 fast 808 
he could towards the main army, and 
await further orders. Had he left Gem
blollX at or before sunrise, say at four 
o'clock, ~ the Dyle at the bridge 
of Mousty, 80 distance of ten miles, he 
would have put himself in communica
tion with Napoleon before 12 or 1 o'clock, 
making allowance for the muddy country 
roads. His numerous cavalry would 
have informed him of the Prussian march 
from Wavra to Planchenoit, and his corps 
might hav~ reached the defiles of st. 
Lambert, by 2 or 8 o'clock. That he 
would have met any serious resistance in 
sucha movement seems very improbable. 
The Prussian army was all full of the 
idea of joining Wellington. Their lead
ing diVlSions were across the Dyle at 
Wavra at daybreak, at the moment when 
Grouchy should have started from Gem
bloux. That Blucher would have re
nounced his plan, would have gone back 
on his word given to Wellington, ~ 
promise that he would march to his re
lief with his whole army, that BlUcher, 
instead of this, would have taken his 
army, or S8Dt any part of it, towards 
Gembloux to fight Grouchy, is not to 
be believed for 80 moment. What set
tles the matter is that Thielemann, who 
commanded the last of the Prussian 
corps, had orders to follow the others in 
case no enemy appeared at Wavra, and 
was preparing to do so when Grouchy's 
advance guard appeared. There is there
fore no good reason to snppose that 
Grouchy would have been opposed by 
any force of the Prussians, other per
ha~ than cavalry, before reaching the 
bndge of Mousty, and, once across that 
bridge, he would have communicated di-

rectly with Napoleon, and his two corps 
would have operated on the right of the 
main army. This would have relieved 
Napoleon from the necessity of detach
ing the Sixth Corps and the Young 
Goard to resist BOlow, and would have 
enabled him to employ his whole force 
against the army under Wellington, 
-and the result of this would, 808 
we have seen, have been in all human 
probability a decisive victory for Na! 
poleon. 

What Grouclly did was to march in 
pU1'8uit of the Prusaians by way of Bart
a. W a1hain. It never seems to have 0c
curred. to him that there was more than 
one way of moving on Wavra, that, while 
it was poBSible to operate, 808 he was do
ing, in sucll 80 way 808 to have the Pros
sians between himself and Napoleon, it 
was also poBSible and far preferable to 
operate in such 80 way 808 to be nearer 
to Napoleon than they were. At Bart
a. Walhain he heard the sound of the 
cannon of Waterloo, but nothing could 
induce him to change his plan; the 
Prussians were at W avre, he must attack 
them there; nothing that Gerard could 
urge had the slightest effect on his 
mind. To Wavra then he went, by the 
outside route, so to speak; he occupied 
the afternoon in driving the corps of 
Thielemann in the direction of the turn
pike; when the catastrophe took Place. 
Grouchy was ten miles away, ana. the 
whole Prussian army was between him 
and his master. 

Whether, if he had taken Gerard's 
advice, he could have arrived in time to 
be of any service, is not easy to s:rh~J~ 
is eighteen miles from Sart-A-W . 
to Planchenoit; his march lay through 
bad roads; but he would have en
countered no opposition; the whole 
Prussian army was on the other side of 
the Dyle and marching 808 hard 808 they 
could on roads just 808 bad; they would 
not have turned back and interfered 
with him. He might have got up in 
season to have checked the final attack 
on Planchenoit, and prevented the rout. 
But to have been of any great use to 
Napoleon he should have started to re
join him the instant he was satisfied 
that Blucher had retreated north so 808 
to join Wellington. 

Into the questions that have been 
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ra.ised concerning the dispatches sent to 
Grouchy, we have not time to enter 
now. At any rate, they were received 
by him too late to affect his action; 
when he took his course, they had not 
arrived. No doubt Grouchy tried to do 
his best; but this was his first experi
ence in an independent command, and 
he seems to have been by no means a 
clear-headed man. Had Napoleon had 
Davout in his place, as he might and 
ought to have had, it is not likely that 
the catastrophe of Waterloo would have 
occurred. And it must also be remem
bered that Grouchy would never have 
been sent away from the main army to 
Ce the Prussians, if Napoleon and 

hal Soult had not, between them, 
neglected to ascertain the direction of 
the Prussian retreat after the battle of 

Ligny. This was Napoleon'S only mis
take of any great consequence in the 
campaign; but this was a most serious 
omission, which nothing but the greatest 
activity combined with a quick and cor
rect military judgment on the part of 
the officer in command of the detached 
force could hinder from being a fatal 
omission; and these rare qualities were 
certainly not possessed by Marshal 
Grouchy. On the other hand, it is not 
true to say that Napoleon did not in 
the least take into account the possi
bility of the Prussian army's joining the 
English; he did take it into account, and 
warned Grouchy against it. But it must 
be confessed that no warnings against 
a possible danger can take the place of 
intelligent action founded upon ascer
tained facts. 

--=-~ -- - -
-~:'-~=-- - . 

Near Way",. 

"THE SNOWING OF THE PINES." 

By Thomas Wentworth Higginson. 

SoFTER than silence, stiller than still air, 
Float down from high pine boughs the slender leaves. 
The forest floor its annual boon receives 
That comes like snowfall, tireless, tranquil, fair. 

Gently they glide, gently they clothe the bare 
Old rocks with grace. Their fall a mantle weaves 
Of paler yellow than autumnal sheaves 
Or those strange blossoms the witch-hazels wear. 

Athwart long aisles the sunbeams pierce their way ; 
High up, the crows are gathering for the night; 
The delicate needles fill the air; the jay 

Takes through their golden mist his radiant flight; 
They fall and fall, till at November's close 
The snow-flakes drop as lightly-snows on snows. 



THE CENTRE OF THE REPUBLIC 

By James Baldwin. 

FIRST PAPER. 

1. 

T is just one hundred 
years since the old 
Congress of the Con
federation was holding 
ita last feeble sessions 
in the city of New 
York, and making 
ready for that change 
of government which 

was to come in with the adoption of the 
Constitution. That legislative body had 
bad a fluctuating existence of a little 
more than a dozen years. It bad begun 
ita work by inaugurating the war with 
the mother-country and by declaring 
the independence of the colonies; it had 
been the chief law-making and executive 
power of the States during the long and 
trying struggle which followed; it had 
been instrumental, in no small degree, 
in securing the blessings of peace and 
liberty to the American people. But 
now its work was thought to have been 
finished; that it was capable of perform
ing any further great act of legislation 
seemed to be impossible. With barely 
a quorum in attendance, hampered by 
many restrictions, having little more 
than the shadow of authority, and pos
sessing neither the confidence nor the 
respect of the country, there was really 
little that could be expected of it save 
quietly to abdicate in favor of the new 
order of things. 

Nevertheless,at the very moment that 
all men's eyes were turned toward Phil
adelphia and the convention of delegates 
that was there framing a new Constitu
tion for the young republic, the old Con
gress quietly crowned the work of its 
short existence by an act of the highest 
importance, not only to the future pros
perity of the country, but to the contin
uance of the Union. It is needless to 
say that this act was the passage of the 
now memorable Ordinance of 1787, pro
viding for the settlement, government, 

and development of the Territory N orth
west of the River Ohio. No measure of 
legislation since the declaration of the 
nation's independence has produced re
sults more wonderful or more enduring 
than this last supreme effort of the dying 
old CongreS& "Never probably in the 
history of the world," says Chief:Justice 
Chase, "has any law so accurately ful
Dlled, and yet so mightily exceeded, the 
anticipations of the Jaw-making power 
which framed it." 

The Territory Northwest of the River 
Ohio embraced, as every reader of his
tory knows, that portion of the country 
now included within the boundaries of 
Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, Michigan, and 
Wisconsin, and that part of Minnesota 
lying east of the Mississippi. This ~ 
gion had lately been ceded to the gen
eral government by Virginia and other 
States which had claimed it, or portions 
of it, by reason of their charters from 
the mother-country, or on account of 
certain treaties made with Indian tribes. 
With the exception of a few trading 
posta and military stations, it was an un
broken, almost unexplored, wilderness. 
The entire number of white inhabitants 
did not probably exceed two thousand, 
and of these many, especially in the 
north and west, were of French extrac
tion. 

The motives which prompted the 
passage of the Ordinance respecting 
this Territory were not altogether un
selfish or patriotic. At the bottom of 
the movement there was on foot a 
money-making scheme-a private spec
ulation in land-in which, as one of its 
promoters acknowledged, many of the 
principal characters of America were 
concerned. It was proposed by a com
pany of capitalists, mostly New Eng
landers, to purchase some three and a 
half millions of acres in the Valley of the 
Ohio, paying therefor in public securities, 
at the nominal rate of about seventy-five 
cents per acre. They believed that 
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should a good form of government be 
secured to this Territory the time would 
soon come when the land could be sold 
to settlers or others at a handsome ad
vance, and thus large profits be realized. 
There were many persons, doubtless, 
who ridiculed this sCheme, and who re
garded its promoters as visionaries 
dreaming of an impoBSible great empire 
in the wilds beyond the Alleghanies; but 
these capitalists had faith in the undevel
oped resources of the Ohio Valley, and 
were willing to risk the investment of 
their funds if the Congress would only 
guarantee a form of government which 
would encourage immigration to the 
Territory. On the other hand, Congress 
was anxious to sell the land, and by do
ing so diminish the national debt; and 
thus, while the publio attention was 
directed elsewhere it was easy for an 
arrangement to be effected highly satis
factory to both parties and absolutely 
wonderful in its unforeseen results. 
"Every man that had a share in the 
passage of this act," says Bancroft, 
" seemed to be led by an invisible hand to 
do just what was wanted of him ; all that 
was wrongfully undertaken fell to the 
ground to wither by the wayside; what
ever was needed for the happy comple
tion of the mighty work arrived oppor
tunely, and just at the right moment 
moved into its pla.ce." 

The sa.ga.clty, indeed, with which the 
makers of this Ordinance provided for 
the future interests of the" Northwest," 
and thereby for the welfare and r.er
petuity of the Union, seems to us little 
short of miraculous; nowhere has it any 
para.llel save in the matchless wisdom 
displayed by the framers of the national 
Constitution. The Ordinance and the 
Constitution, although originating inde
pendently and from motives entirely 
ditterent, were equally necessary to the 
establishment and preservation of the 
union of the States: each was the com
plement of the other-in the absence of 
either, the other would have failed to 
accomplish its full measure of good. 

The convention which was sitting at 
the same time in Phila.delphia and debat
ing the adoption of a new Constitution 
was a body greatly superior both in 
numbers and inlluence to the Congress 
at New York. Amongitsmemberswere 

the leading statesmen of the time-Ham
ilton, Madison, Randolph, Franklin, 
Washington, and many others. Yet it 
is worthy of note that their vision into 
the future was far more limited than 
that of the eighteen men, unknown to 
fame, who voted upon the passage of the 
Ordinance. They had little knowledge 
of the hidden resources of the West ; 
they had less faith in the poBSible future 
of that section. The country for which 
they were framing a fundamental code 
of laws was, so far as their knowledge 
extended, only that comparatively nar
row extent of territory embraced be
tween the mountains and the sea, and 
bounded on the north by the St. Croix 
River and on the south bl Florida. 

There were, of course, m that conven
tion a few men, more far-seeing and more 
enthusiastic than the rest, who fancied 
that at some dim, distant period great 
commonwealths might be founded be
yond the mountains, and new stars be 
added to the galaxy of the States. But 
by most of the delegates there assem
bled any marked extension of civilize... 
tion westward was deemed a poBSibility 
too remote to be seriously considered. 
Colonies would probably be established 
in the Ohio Valley, but for many gener
ations to come these would be but little 
more than mere" barrier settlements "
a species of outposts between the States 
of the Union and the domains of barbar
ism. The Constitution of the United 
States was, therefore, intended primari
ly to meet the wants of that part of the 
country east of the Alleghanies, and not 
to provide for the poBSible needs of a 
western empire. Had the men of the 
convention possessed that faith in the 
future of the West which animated some 
of the members of the old Federal Con
greBS, it is impossible to say to what ex
tent of folly they might have carried 
their schemes of legislation. But a 
wise Providence, while hiding from their . 
eyes the magnitude of their work, di
rected their counsels and enabled them, 
in establishing a form of government 
for the East, to provide with equal sa
gacity and satisfaction for the future, 
undreamed-of demands of the West. 

Three years passed. The old transi
tional government of the Confederation 
of States had been dissolved. The new 
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government of and for the people of a 
great nation, as established and provid
ed for by the Constitution, had been in
augurated. The first Congress of the 
United States had assumed the functions 
delegated to it, and with new blood in 
its veins and new power in its hands, it 
was laying firm and broad the founda
tions of the national republic. Among 
the first duties of this Congress was that 
of selecting a site for the permanent lo
cation of the nation's capital. The seat 
of government, it was argued, ought not 
to be far from the centre of the inhabited 
portion of the country. Where was that 
centre? The first census had shown that 
the population of the States was nearly 
evenly distributed in all directions about 
a point some twenty-three miles east of 
Baltimore. That point, then, was prac
tically the centre of the ~ublic. .As 
the population should continue to in
crease, what would be the result? 
Would the location of the centre be 
changed? If so, in what direction would 
it move? 

Not for several ages, argued some of 
the members, would the centre of popu
lation depart from its present position 
near the city of Baltimore, and never 
would it move westward. The cities 
and towns of the Atlantic coast were in
creasing rapidly in wealth and impor
tance ; if the focal point of the country 
should change its location at all, its 
course would be eastward, toward the 
sea. Not one of the men in that First 
Congress seemed to have any faith in 
the growth and future importance of 
the West. "Not for at least a hundred 
years," said Fisher Ames, "will that part 
of the country's population beyond the 
Alleghanies be sufficient to merit serious 
attention." 

To these legislators, the trackless 
woods and boundless prairies lying 
between the Ohio River and the Great 
Lakes were scarcely of enough impor
tance to be looked upon as actually a 
part of the new republic. That region 
was indeed within the boundaries of the 
national domain, and as such should be 
provided for and protected; yet it was 
to be regarded rather as a kind of back
pasture to the original homestead-a 
kind of dependency whose interests 
should be considered only so far as they 

aft'ected the welfare of the States. That 
it would ever prove to be much more 
than a sort of troublesome appanage to 
the nation seems scarcely to have been 
reckoned among the possibilities. 

n 
BUT the centre of population was at 

that very moment changing its location ; 
and, contrary to the opinions of the wisest 
statesmen, it was moving westward. To 
us, living a century later and looking 
backward instead of forward, it is a 
matter of surprise that our first national 
legislators should have been so blind to 
the promises and possibilities of the fut
ure. That their predecessors of the Con
tinental Congress had, by the Ordinance 
of 1787, o»8Ded wide the way and in
vited i.nmugration into the Western Ter
ritory, appears to have been a fact unno
ticed by them, or at any rate to have been 
regarded as a matter of no importance 
whatever. They seem not to have been 
aware that the passes of the Alleghanies 
were already teeming with pioneers eag
erly making their way westward toward 
the back-pasture of the republic; that 
the great lorests of the Ohio Valley were 
being rapidly felled, and that innumer-
able broad farms were being opened in 
the rich bottom-lands along the water-
courses; that villages and towns were 
being founded which erelong would be
come the centres of trade and a busy 
Western commerce; and that, beyond 
the mountains, men were beginning to 
talk of the organization of new States in 
the territory so lately an unexplored wil
derness. Does it appear strange that 
men, with these evidences in existence 
of the westward march of empire, should 
fail to perceive them, and should hon
estly believe and assert that the centre 
of population and influence in this coun
try would never pass beyond the ridge 
of the Alleghanies? How much more 
strange is it that at this very day there 
are numbers of otherwise well-informed 
people living in the States of the Atlan
tic slope, who hug the same delusion and 
look upon the " West" as still a sort of 
uncultivated tract of forest and prairie, 
inhabited by illiterate and uncultured 
country-folks I 
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Within ten years from the passage of 
the Ordinance regarding the North
west Territory the population of that 
region had increased to nearly fifty 
thousand persons. Within thirty years 
it was almost a million. Long before 
the taking of the fifth census, Ohio 
ranked as the fourth State in the Union. 
In 1880 the population of the five States 
originally embraced in the Northwest 
Territory was more than eleven mill
ions-nearly one-fourth that of the en
tire country. To-day it cannot fall short 
of fourteen millions. 

For one hundred years the point 
which represents the centre of the re
public has been steadily moving due 
westward along the thirty-ninth parallel 
of north latitude. Its average rate of 
progress has been about five miles per 
year. In 1800 its location was ~hteen 
miles west of Baltimore; in 1810 It had 
crossed the Potomac; in 1820 it was 
well on the western side of the Shen
andoah Valley; in 1830 it had reached 
the highest ridge of the Appalachians; 
in 1850 it had passed the mountain-bar
riers and was following the course of the 
Little Kanawha through West Virginia ; 
within the next ten years it had, by a 
rapid march of more than eighty miles, 
reached a point over half-way across the 
State of Ohio; in 1870 it was within 
fifty miles of Cincinnati; in 1880 it had 
entered the valley of the Miami ; in 1890 
it will probably be found well within 
the boundaries of Indiana. 

That sooner or later this central point 
which represents the westward" course 
of empire" in the United States will 

, cease to advance, or otherwise will reach 
a turning place, is absolutely certain. 
Should its progress continue for another 
century as during the past hundred 
years, it would at the ena. of that time 
be more than half-way across the State 
of Missouri. But this is not likely to be 
the case. Each succeeding census for 
several coming decades will doubtless 
show a slacking up in the rate of ad
vancement westward, and finally the di
rect forward movement must cease. 
Bearing in mind the narrow vision and 
the mistaken forecasts of our early leg
islators, it seems hazardous to conjec
ture with regard to future probabilities. 
Yet there is good reason to believe that 

not for many years will the nucleus of 
the country's population pass beyond or 
even reach the Mississippi River. 

Indeed, it requires but little boldness 
of assertion to predict that within the 
limits of the Territory Northwest of the 
River Ohio-that territory so grandly 
provided for in the Ordinance of 1787-
the westward march of the centre of 
population will find, for a long time, its 
limit. That region is no longer a barrier
land on the outskirts of civilization; 
itis the centre of a civilization the most 
progressive on the globe. It is no longer 
a sort of back-pasture to the original 
national domain; it is one of the richest 
and most prosperous portions of the 
republic. It is no longer the Northwest, 
nor even the West ;. the States which 
are embraced within its limits are now 
the Central States of the UJJi,on. 

To be merely the focal point around 
which sixty millions of people are dis
tributed, is in itself a matter of but little 
consequence. The central location of 
the States north of the Ohio a1fords 
them many natural advantages; yet the 
benefits arising from these advantages 
would deserve no mention, did not the 
wealth, intelligence, and moral in1luence 
of that section of the Union harmonize 
with its position. Nowhere within this 
country has progress in material affairs 
been more rapid or more substantial; 
nowhere have social culture and intel
lectual enJ.ischtenment shown a more 
wonderful development than has been 
exhibited in these States within the 
memory of the present generation. It 
is the purpose of the remaining portions 
of this paper to call attention to some of 
the causes and phenomena leading to, 
and attendant upon, this development. 

m 
To American citizen who had crossed 

the AUeghanies and had hewn out for 
himself a farm in the woods of the great 
Northwest could not fail to realize in a 
striking sense the immensity of his coun
try. Its possibilities were not confined 
between the mountains and the sea, but 

• For tile MIte of convenience, howev .... 1 obaIl _tlnue 
ID this paper to u. the tAIrm West, as the mo.t _00 
deolpatlon of that aect.lon of oar ooan!ir7. 
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were as broad as the continent and as nu
merous as the water-eourses which feed 
the 1I0od of the Mississippi Its bounda
ries-if, indeed, there were boundaries
were not included within any visible hori
zon. Here there was room to grow, to ex
pand, to feel and to know true freedom, 
to originate projects, and to carry them 
to successful issues. In1luenced by im
pressions such as these, the Western 
pioneer developed a kind of self-reliant 
patriotism of the true old Roman type. 
New aspirations began to fill his breast, 
new ideas and opinions found lodgement 
in his brain. In the untrammelled free
dom of the forest, and beneath the lim
itless skies of the Western plains, old 
traditions were forgotten; the conserva
tism bred of years of dependence upon 
the mother-country became a thing of 
the past; a new meaning was added to 
the idea of independence - the true 
American spirit of self-government bad 
then and there its birth. Every man was 
a free man-free not only in a political 
sense, but in every sense. The beaten 
roads and ruts of servile imitation were 
abandoned; originality in thought and 
action became common, as a matter of 
both necessity and choice; instead of a 
meek dependence upon the leadership 
of others, every man acquired a kind of 
hardl self-reliance and a faith in his own 
opimons and abilities which made him 
under all circumstances his own master ; 
the ordinary class distinctions were ig
nored, and the equality of men, not only 
before the law, but in the relationships 
of life, was generally not more a precept 
than a practical reality. 

For the acquisition of these qualities 
of character and these opinions the pio
neer citizen of the Northwest was in
debted to a variety of circumstances 
and in1luences. He was indebted not 
more to the vastness of his surround
ings than to the peculiar difficulties and 
dangers which they presented. He was 
indebted not more to the great natural 
resources and advantages which were 
waiting to be developed and utilized, 
than to the necessities of his position, 
which obliged him to make the best of 
whatever came to his hand. He was in
debted not more to any of these things 
and circumstances than to the wise pro
visions embodied in the Ordinance which 

the Congress of 1787 bad enacted for 
the government of the Territory of 
which he was a citizen. . 

Bl the first Article of compact in that 
Ordinance he was granted the right of 
freedom in matters of religious opinion: 
"No person demeaning himself in a 
peaceable and orderly manner shall ever 
be molested on account of his mode of 
worship or religious sentiments." 

By the second Article he was assured 
that no law should ever be enacted which 
would interfere with or eJfect private 
contracts. He was also guaranteed the 
right of trial by jury, the writ of habeaa 
C07pus, and the privileges of the com
mon law-rights for which Englishmen 
bad contended for centuries, and in the 
possession of which they were scarcely 
yet secure. These rights, it is true, were 
also a.fIirmed in the Constitution of the 
United States, but not until after their 
recognition in the Ordinance of '87. 

By the third Article, and the necessary" 
enactments which followed, the educa
tion of the pioneer'S children was as
sured, and the diffusion of general intel
ligence was made obligatory: .. Religion, 
morality, and knowledge being necessary 
to good government and the happiness 
of mankind, schools and the means of 
education shall forever be encouraged." 

By the fourth Article the Territory, 
and the States which might" be formed 
therein," were declared to be forever a 
part of the United States and subject to 
the laws thereof-thus ~ to the 
pioneer the right of national citizenship 
and protection, while at the same time 
discouraging all attempts toward inde
pendent sovereignty and an undue as
sumption of State rights. 

By the fifth Article it was provided 
that the State&-not fewer than three 
nor more than five-which might be 
formed within the Territory should be 
admitted into the Union "on an equal 
footing with" the original States in all 
respects whatever,"-thus encouraging 
on the part of the pioneer an interest in 
local and sectional as well as in national 
politics. In accordance with the pro
visions of this Article, Ohio became a 
State in 1802, Indiana in 1816, Dlinois 
in 1818, Michigan in 1837, and Wiscon
sin in 1848. 

By the sixth and last Article freedom 
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was assured to every inhabitant, iITe
spective of race or social condition: 
II There shall be neither slavery nor in
voluntary servitude in the said territory 
otherwise than in the punishment of 
crimes whereof the party shall have 
been duly convicted." 

Through such conditions and causes 
-and moulded bl their environments, 
natural and political-the men of the 
West became thinkers and doers of a 
type distinctively Western. The States 
of the Ohio Valley became the nursery 
of new and progressive ideas; the ral
lying point of radical movements in 
politics; the birthplace of innumerable 
absurd theories, wild projects, and im
practicable II isms ;" but, withal, the 
peat centre of inftuence whence has 
~sued a migh~leaven shap~ public 
tho\1ght, directing public action, and 
lending robust strength to the national 
character. 

IV. 

h the settlement of the States north 
of the Ohio River there occurred a 
peculiar blending of diverse elements. 
From the New England States, from 
New York and Pennsylvania, there came 
a class of hardy, industrious, enterpris
ing immigrants who sought new homes 
in the West because of the grand possi
bilities which they believed to exist in 
that section. From the Carolinas and 
from the mountain region of Virginia 
there came a very dift'erent clasH a class 
of poor men who, unable to obtain 
recognition or acquire a foothold in 
communities where all labor was per
formed by slaves, were attracted thither 
by the abundance of game in the for
ests, the cheapness of the land, and the 
comparative ease with which a humble 
livelihood might be obtained. These 
latter were generally content to settle 
among the hillB in the less fertile south
ern portions of Ohio and Indiana. 
Some of them penetrated as far as to 
the rich plains of Dlinois; but, strange 
to say, instead of making their homes 
on the prairies, where the land was 
ready for and inviting cultivation, they 
preferred the woodland and farms which 
could be made productive only after the 

slow and laborious process of clearing 
the ground of underbrush and tree& 

With the exception of a few of the 
better class of Virginians, and perhaps 
also of the Quakers from North Caro
lina, the pioneer squatters from the 
Southern States were not an enterpris
ing nor, indeed, a well-to-do class of 
citizens. The impress made upon them 
and their anC?eBtors by two cen~es' 
contact with slavery was not readily re
moved or forgotten. With many of 
them there long remained a lingering 
respect for the institution which had 
made life in the South undesirable to 
them; with others there was engen
dered a growing antagonism, which in 
the course of time developed into rank 
abolitionism. With sca.rcely an excep
tion, these early settlers were hospitable, 
large-hearted-generous even to a fault: 
yet their aspirations were exceedingly 
limited, and the provision which they 
made for future neceBBities was as in
significant as their knowledge of the. 
morrow was inde&ite. They were 
happ1. in that they were contented with 
but little; hence, they were opposed to 
innovations, and were ignorant of the 
true meaning of progress. They had a 
kind of admiration for superiori~ of 
intellect, and at the same time they re
garded mere book-learning with a pecul
iar indift'erence amounting almost to 
contempt. Scrupulously honest, simple
minded, chivalric-they were withal un
couth in manners, indolent, careless 
of personal appearance, inclined to 
boastfulness. Their la.nguage was a 
jargon the like of which has -ceased to 
exist, but which certain critics on the 
Atlantic coast still imagine to be the 
distinguishing trait of the .. typical 
Hoosier." One may perhaps find to-day 
in the mountains of West Virginia 
and TenneB888 a state of society similar 
to that which existed forty le&r8 ago 
among the Southern pioneers m Indiana 
and Ohio; but the Hoosier, as he is 
commonly represented in the popular 
romance, or as he is pictured in the 
lively imagination of his Yankee kinsman 
who has never seen the western slope of 
the Alleghanies-the Hoosier of pioneer 
days has long ago disappeared from the 
West. If the typical countryman of the 
Wabash Valley to-day dift'ers materially 
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from the typical countryman ofPennsyl
vania or Connecticut, the odds are rather 
in his favor. 

Very many causes have contributed to 
the enlightenment and social elevation 
of the descendants of these early pioneers 
from the South; but none have had 
greater inlluence than their contact with 
that other element of Western society
the enterprising stock of New England 
extraction. Indeed, the pa.rtisl fusion 
of these two elements, like that of the 
Norman and Saxon in old England, has 
resulted in the production of a type of 
manhood dift'erent from that found in 
either and yet possessing the nobler 
qualities of both. It is a fact worthy of 
remembrance, however, that the lines of 
demarcation which once so abarply sep
arated the Southern from the Eastern 
tide of immigration have not yet been 
wholly obliterated. A careful study of 
country and village life as one passes 
leisurely from the lAkes to the Ohio 
River, cannot fail to reveal. a gradual 
change in the social customs, the indus
trial spirit, and the political preferences 
of the people. Yet the leaven of enter
prise introduced by the Eastern element 
of immigration has permeated the whole 
mass, and the time is not far distant 
when these dift'erences will have van
ished. 

That the pioneer from the East should 
thus exercise a predominating in1luence 
upon the ~r of the people of the 
West, is a fact worthy of more than 
passing notice. What sort of man was 
this New England settler in the valley 
of the Maumee or of the Wabash that 
the weight of his example and the pow
ers of his genius should accomplish re
sults so important? The story of his 
life has not yet been written, save in 
caricature by the novelist or the so-called 
.. dialect poet." The history of his strug
gles and sacrifices is paralleled only per
haps by the story of his Puritan ances
tors in the early settlement of the North 
Atlantic States. To:find materials for 
such a history it is unnecessary to go 
back more than half a century from the 
date of this magazine, when the tide of 
immigration into that section was at 
its height. There are men still living on 
the farms which they won with axe and 
grubbing-hoe from an almost impenetra-

ble forest, who will teD. you of their 
straggles with the silent yet powerful 
forces of Nature in the wilderness. 
Poor in this world's goods and depend
ent upon their own brawn and muscle 
for the very necessities of existence, they 
had no time to cultivate things purely 
lI!8thetical or to enjoy the amenities of 
life. And yet, although labor with its 
prosaio routine claimed their entire at
tention, we have no reason to suppose 
that they lacked appreciation of the 
beautiful and the true, or disregarded 
the improvement of the intellectual fac
ulties. They were not men of broad. 
culture or of deep learning; yet as a 
rule they were not illiterate, and they 
had the keenest appreciation of the value 
of knowledge. Their poverty was not 
to them a source of discouragement; it 
was their birthright which they had. 
brought with them from beyond the 
mountains, and it was an ever-present 
spur and incentive to perseverance. 
They had come into the wilderness know
ing that they would encounter discom
forts and many sore trials; and these 
they met, endured, and surmounted, 
plucking up new courage with the ap
pearance of each additional difficulty, 
and content in the hope that their chil
dren, at least, should reap rich benefits 
from their labor. There was in their 
minds little thought of failure; for it 
was not in the natureof things that men 
with strong arms and a worthy'purpose 
should be defeated. 

The story of one of these pioneers is 
a fair illustration of the expelience of 
very many. I tell it brie1ly and without 
exaggeration, in almost the exact words 
in which he himself related it to me. A. 
little more than half a century ago-late 
in the spring of 1832-he began his clear
ing in the dense, almost impenetrable 
woods of Central Indiana.. In a single 
small wagon he had transported his fam
ily and his household goods by a long 
and toilsome journey from the older set
tlements farther east. The roads for 
hundreds of miles were scarcely more 
than paths; over a part of the course he 
had been obliged to cut his own way 
among the trees and thick underbrush. 
He had invested all his money in the 
purchase of government land, and when 
he arrived at his poll8e88ions he had not 
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a dollar in his pocket nor, indeed, any im
mediate means of obtaining one. With 
the help of his fellow pioneer and near
est neighbor he felled trees, cut them 
into proper l~, and of the round 
logs constructed' the walls of a cabin; 
he hewed rough puncheons for the 
lloor; he rived long boards for the roof; 
he made a great fireplace of clay and 
sticks: within six days from the begin
ning, he had. erected and made habita
ble the building which for several years 
to come was to be his home. Not a nail 
nor a brick was used in the construc
tion of that house; nails and bricks 
were lumries which the onward march 
of civilization would by and by bring 
into that region-but the time had not 
yet come for lumries of any sort. For 
weeks, during that first spring in the 
wilderness, the doorway of the cabin 
was closed simply by hanging a bed
quilt loosely from the top, like a kind 
of rude curtain. The wolves howled 
around the cabin at night; the pioneer 
was not disturbed by such sounds-the 
hunger-wolf was more to be dreaded 
than. the gray beast which skulked in the 
thickets. Until his first small crop of 
corn ripened he was by no means sure 
of food for the winter. He carried his 
grain ten miles to mill, and waited for it 
to be ground, in order that he might not 
disappoint his expectant family, eagerly 
waiting for the much-needed grist of 
com-meal. The first twelve months were 
months of sore trial; but the end of the 
year found him firmly established in his 
new home and out of the reach of want. 
Even in the very darkest moments, he 
saw in imagination the wilderness giv
ing place to fields of yellow grain and 
orchards of over-laden trees; and these 
thoughts gave him fresh courage and 
strength for further conquests. 

Little by little the great trees and the 
thick underwoods were cut down and 
cleared away; every year there were new 
.. dea.denings" in the forest and broader 
ptches of corn and wheat and 1lax in 
the openings; herds and 1l0cks in
creased and 1l0urished in the woodland 
pastures without expense and without 
especial care ; and, sooner than. he 1iad 
dared hope, the pioneer began. to see the 
realization of his dreams. Yet the ordi
nary comforts of civilized life were long 

delayed in their coming. For several 
years all the clothing of the family was 
homespun-tow-cloth and linen, from1lax 
raised ,upon the farm; jeans and linsey
woolsey, of 1laxen threads interwoven 
with wool from the farmer's own sheep. 
Nobody was idle. Wife and daughtel'B 
were busy from daylight till dark, caring 
for the cows and the poultry and the gar
den, carding the wool, turning the spin
ning-wheel,.mending garments, knitting, 
sewing, churning; and, if need required, 
they were neither afraid nor ashamed to 
do a day's work in the fields-it was aU 
a part of the family economy. Even the 
small boy was a manful helper of his 
father, knowing quite early the meaning 
of labor. The farmer himself was a jack
of -all-trades, and good at more than. one. 
He manufactured his own chai1'8 and 
tables; he tanned his own leather; he 
made his children's shoes and hats; he 
wove jeans and tow-cloth for his own 
clothing and that of his boys; he was 
an adept at coopering and hamess-mak
ing ; he could make a spinning-wheel, 
and knew how to tinker clocks; he built 
barns and houses for his neighbol'B ; and 
in the long winter evenings, by the light 
of the blazing fire in the great chimney, 
he tied brooms and taught his boys and 
girls how to read. and cipher. Was there, 
even in the days of republican Rome, 
nobler nurture and trainillg than. that 
which fell to the lot of these sons and 
daughterB? Such bringing-up would 
nowadays be regarded as fraught with 
unendurable hardships, unrelieved by 
any redeeming features; but in the 
West, as it· had done before in other 
countries and communities, it produced 
men and women of a type that was able 
to influence humanity, and in a measure 
shape the national character. 

When, in time, the farm jroduced 
more grain than. the family an the live
stock needed for food, the farmer turned 
his thoughts to the best methods of dis
posing of the surplus. During the first 
few years, the nearest market was more 
than. fifty miles distant; but that was 
only a tri1le of two or three days' jour
ney, and the entire trip, both to and 
from, might be accomplished in le88 
than. a week. Over roads by no means 
the best, a few bushels of wheat, and 
perhaps some vegetables or a pail of 
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butter, were " hauled" to that distant 
market. It was rather a holiday jaunt 
than anything more seriOIlS ; the farmers 
of the neighborhood usually went to
gether in caravan style, camping by the 
roadside at night, and withal making a 
. time of it. Th rod 

for salt, and 
household co 

then a. few yards 
ns were ca.rri 
or the grown 

as no hardship 
The long journey once or twice a year 
relieved the monotony of pioneer life, 
and-the markets would certainly be 
nearer some time. 

And little by little the markets did 
draw nearer; and there were not only 

ut the price of . 
e farmer began 
. and handlin 

:fsbape ofm 
another came 
he household.. 

noJSe 0 e steam saw-mill, an soon 
the whistle of the locomotive became 
faromar BOunds. The farmer's boys and 
girls gradually discarded. homespun and 
clothed. themselves, es~ially on Sun
days, in "store goods ; , and the farmer 
himself indulged more and more fra-

me inexpensive 
ong been oblige 

after the oth 
g, and tanning 

carpentering; an 
do but to turn 

attention to Ins farm and his stock. A 
neat "frame-house" was built nearer 
the roadside, and the old log cabin, the 
scene of many joys as well as sorrows, 
was deserted.. Comfort and plenty 
abounded on every hand. The bless
. f civilization, foUom in the 

labor, had co 
r, who had 
himself, but ra 
hildren, deserv 

For had he 
eat of his brow 

fu1 perseverance, by long and bard 
wrestling with poverty and the savagery 
of the backwoods? 

But after his life of privation and toil 
the pioneer was not the man that he 
might have been had another lot been 
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Ins. His health bad been enfeebled by 
exposure to the malarial atmosphere of 
the woods and marshes; his face had 
been bronzed by the scorching heat of 
many summers and wrinkled by the bit
ter cold of many winters; his head bad 
been whitened b sad riences, 

d his hand bad strength 
d cunning. this, the 
bits of the msensibly 
quired, clung to stranger 
the modes of e refine-

ents of polish language 
was a mixture of localisms and inaccura
cies ; he could ill adapt himself to the 
changed order of things which the 
schools, the railroads, and the devel
opment of the natural wealth of the 
country had brought about. Yet, as a 

mpensation fo . and fail-
ures, he bad this console 

un: He was on d veter-
who bad mad a mighty 

mpire, made i resources 
vallable, and beq incon-

ceivably rich hentage-- commg gener
ations. No hero of history, no warrior
patriot, had ever served his country bet
ter, or earned laurels more nobly. For 
what he had BUft'ered and for what he 
bad accomplished, he was conscious that 
no one ought to deny to him the lasting 

titude and re hich pos-
rity owes to th efactors. 
And what of daughters 
rn and bred in the trying 
uences of po rived of 

hat are popular vantages 
and opportunities? It 18 not an un-
common thing to suppose that they were 
illiterate, coarse, unambitious ; that even 
after they had acquired competence and 
wealth, they retained the boorish man
ners of the backwoods; that their 
knowledge of the world was limited. to 

e horizon of th borhood; 
d that their asp ental and 

social culture re ad and 
xtremely feebl positions, 
though correct , are far 
m correct as jority of 

those who composed what may be termed 
the first generation of natives. The pri
vations which bad been theirs, the neces
sarily stern discipline under which they 
had been brought up, the very lack of 
ready-made opportunities--a1l tended to 
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foster seH-reliance, to kindle ambition, an expanse of wild prairie, stands Chice.
and to encourage invention and the go-doubtless to-day the third city in the 
acquisition of knowledge. Were schools Union. Cincinnati, Cleveland, Detroit, 
established? The slender opportunities Indianapolis, Milwaukee, and scores of 
which they offered were seized. upon and other cities and towns---ilDl8ller, and yet 
made the most of. Were railways con- the centres of great industries---attest 
structed. ? They not only brought the the marvellous wealth and unrestrain
markets nearer, but they destroyed the able energies of the West. The facili
isolation of communities and made one ties of that section for commerce by 
neighborhood of the whole world. Were water or by land are unexcelled and 
libraries founded? They were eagerly unlimited. Its manufactures, already 
patronized, and the wealth of knowledge extensive and profitable, are increasing 
which they contained became a source in number and importance. On every 
of inspiration to many a hard-working hand are the evidences of thrift and of 
farmer's boy. Was leisure won after successful enterprise. 
years of slavish toil? It was not unfre- These facts and many others relative 
quently given to mental improvement. to the progress and natural resources of 
and to moral and social culture. And the West are known to every school
thus from among the sons of the Western boy in the land, and no comment upon 
pioneers, men have come who have stood them is necessary. It is the purpose of 
m the foremost ranks of every depart- these papers to trace the social and inte1-
ment of private or public life. Scholars, lactual phases of development through 
teachers, inventors, statesmen, divines, which the people of the West have ad
-the most celebrated thinkers and vanced, rather than to dilate upon the 
doers in the nation-have been among unexampled material prosperity of .that 
those whose lives were shaped and section. And yet no clear conception can 
whose characters were moulded'through be bad of the inJIuences through which 
these inJIuences of poverty and stern this development has taken place with
discipline. out some consideration of these facts. 

v. 
WITBIN the life of a single generation 

the States which were originally com
prised within the Territory Northwest of 
the River Ohio have advanced to the 

,dignity and condition of powerful com
monwealths. As regards wealth, enter
prise, and future prospects, that section 
of our country is now the worthy rival 
of the older States between the Allegha
nies and the Atlantic. That territory, 
which a century ago was regarded as 
the profitless back-pasture of the nation, 
produces annually more than one-third of 
all the corn, and nearly one-half of all the 
wheat that is raised in the United States. 
The value of its farm products for a single 
year amounts. to more than seven hun
dred millions of dollars. As to mineral 
wealth, it takes foremost rank, producing 
more than four-fifths of all the copper, 
nearly one-third of all the iron, and more 
than one-third of all the bituminous coal 
mined in this country. The growth of its 
cities has had no pa.ralleL On the spot 
where sixty years ago was naught but 

Its geographical position-bounded, as 
it is, by two large rivers and the Great 
Lakes, and being the natural passage
way through which the trade between 
the East and the States beyond the Mis
sissippi must necessarily pass-this, to
gether with the fertility of its soil, and 
its inexhaustible resources, isalone suffi
cient to mark that section as the natu
ral and ultimate centre of the Republic. 

VL 

A BEVIBW, in this connection, of the 
political history of the West would be 
not only interesting, but in a certain 
measure instructive; and yet, save with 
reference to one or two subjects of na
tional importance, such a review falls 
scarcely within the scope of this paper. 
The pioneer, from whatever part of the 
Union he may have come, was a patriot 
of the truest type; and yet, when once 
he had taken the measure of the situa
tion, he was not more a patriot than 
partisan. In his humble cabin on the 
very outskirts of civilization, he felt that 
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he was p9l'Sun&ny responsible for the 
proper management of governmental 
affairs. The ballot to which he was en
titled was a sacred trust of which he 
was bound to give a good account; and 
yet, in the exercise of his rights as an 
American citizen, there was nothing 
which forbade him to consult, in any 
honorable way, his own personal inter
ests-indeed, he believed that his own 
welfare was his country's welfare, and cast 
his vote in accordance with that belief. 

The first disturbing element in the 
politics of the West-etrange as it may 
seem-was the question of slavery. 
There were many of the settlers, as well 
from the East as from the South, who 
were dissatisfied with the anti-slavery 
clause in the Ordinance of 1787, which 
declared that there should be neither 
slavery nor involuntary servitude with
in the Territory. Indeed, notwithstand
ing this prohibition, many of the immi
grants had brought slaves with them 
from their old homes, and were loath to 
give them up; and as slavery was per
mitted at that time in nearly all the 
States of the Union, they could not 
understand why it should be prohibited 
in the Territory Northwest of the Ohio. 
Soon after the admission of the State of 
Ohio into the Union, the people of the 
remaining portion-known then as In
diana Territory-petitioned Congress 
for at least a temporary suspension of 
the anti-slavery section of the Ordi
nance. But the committee to which the 
matter was referred, and of which John 
Randolph of Virginia was chairman, 
reported that it deemed it "highly in
expedient to impair a provision wisely 
calculated to promote the happiness and 
prosperity of the Northwestern country, 
and to give strength and security to 
that extensive frontier." Notwithstand
ing this reb~ the p~le of the Terri
tory continued to petition Congress for 
a suspension or abrogation of the ob
noxious article-the fifth and last ap
peal, signed by Governor Harrison him
self, being presented and refused in the 
winter of 1807, twenty years after the 
adoption of the Ordinance. The final 
submission of the people of Indiana Ter
ritory to the prohibition of involuntary 
servitude within their boundaries marks 
the turning point in the history of 

slavery in the United States. Of the 
later effort, in 1823, to introduce slavery 
into the State of Dlinois; of the steady 
growth thereafter of the anti-slavery 
sentiment; of the opposition to the fug
itive slave law; of the aggressive move
ments of the Abolitionists; of the famous 
"underground railroad " from the Ohio 
River to Canada, it is unnecessary to 
speak in detail. The fact of paramount 
importance in this connection is that 
it was by and through the Ordinance of 
1787 that slavery received the first blow 
in the conflict which finally resulted in 
the emancipation proclamation of 1863 ; 
and that although the first settlers of 
the Northwest Territory were made par
ties to this action, they are deserving of 
but little commendation for their orig
inal attitude toward slavery. The in
fluence of the sixth Article of the Ordi
nance upon the character and acts of the 
people of the Northwest, and the eft'ects 
of its provisions in determining the ul
timate destiny of the nation itself, have 
scarcely yet been sufticiently recognized 
or understood. 

It was in the West, also, during the 
pioneer period, that what is pov.ularly 
known as wild-cat banking had lts ori
gin. This has been described as an 
"attempt to break up an 'odious monop
oly' in banking by making evel7.'body 
a banker, and to create prospenty by 
unlimited issues of paper currency." 
The result was much embarrassment 
and financial distress-to many, indeed, 
it was bankruptcy and ruin. "But the 
lessons it taught," says Judge Cooley, 
"needed to be learned at some time, 
and were not likely to be learned except 
with experience as a teacher. One of 
its lessons was that neither real estate 
nor anything else not immediately con
vertible into money can support the 
credit of bank currency. But for the 
experience of the several States in bank
ing, in the years 1837-39, who shall sa},' 
that the national currency act, when It 
came to be passed, might not have been 
as little guarded against dangerous 
schemes as some of its State predecea
sors?" 

A further review of the political his
tory of the West would serve only to 
illustrate and reaffirm. what has already 
been said regarding the traits of char-
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aeter which distinguish the people of 
that section. We should find many 
thin~ to condemn because of their cor
rupting inftuences and dangerous ten
dencies; many things to condone be
cause, although they were conceived in 
weakness and failed to produce the in
tended results, they were nevertheless 
prompted by worthy and patriotic mo
tives; many things to commend because 
of the noble ends which they accom-

plished, or the good which they are 
still accomplishing. But we must rest 
content without further specification. 
It is pertinent in this connection simply 
to caD. attention to the fact that at the 
present time no other section of the 
Union exerts a more powerful inftuence 
upon national politics and national legis
lation than do the five States which have 
been formed from the Territoxy North
west of the River Ohio. 

(OoDClwlills Paper In the Ma7 Number.) 

THE GREEK VASE. 

'By William P. P. Longfellow. 

IT was a happy thing 
for the lovers of clas
sical study that just 

when the battle of educa
tion seemed to be turn
ing against them, a new 
interest in Greek art came 
in to strengthen their 
cause. In this phase the 
study bas become a fash
ion-mainly, perhaps, be
cause it bas busied itself 

FIe- l~::m c... with the fine arts, with 
which the educated and 

the fashionable worlds have of late been 
much enamored. It is curious that 
study of Greece should have been kept 
up among the learned for many gen
erations with hardly a serious thought 
for her art, when yet half her wonder
ful in1luence in later ages has been in 
this art. Hardly anything is 'more 
pervasive in modern civilization than 
Its lesser forms. You cannot, to this 
day, go through an American village 
without seeing in the houses, inside and 
out, as many: traces of these forms as 
you will hear' roots from the Greek vo
cabulary in the spoken tongue, though 
the forms and the roots are alike un
recognized to the common eye and ear, 
and-if I may say it-alike bedevilled. 
Now that Americans have heartily taken 
up the arts of design we have still as 
much to learn from these incomparable 

forerunners by conscious study as by un
conscious imitation. 

For the side on which we are weakest 
is precisely that on which the Greeks 
were strong-stronger than any other 
people have been-the knowledge of fo~ 
and sense of design. This ~g¢a, 
nourished chiefly by study of the hUman 
figure (a study which we almost wholly 
neglect), showed itself p~minently in 
their sculpture. All artists bow before 
their ~wer over the finer and nobler 
qualities of form, as it ap~ in their 
sculpture and their architecture. But 
the same power, the same exquisite 
sense for refinement and nobility of form 
are embodied in their lesser decorative 
arts. In the little figurines which have 
of late years been found abundantly at 
Tanagra, at Athens, at Myrina, and many 
other places, in their architectural carv
ing, in their sarcophagi, stehB and cippi, 
in their ornamental bronzes and vases, 
the Greeks show a skill in the use of 
form which is so far outside our ordinary 
range that we may easily overlook it. 
No work of theirs bas come down to us 
which bas not its artistic aspect: the 
smallest household utensil that we find 
amon~ their ruins bas some decorative 
intention. I have lately read in a news
paper that the Americans are the Greeks 
of the modern world. Whatever we may 
say to that, we are in one respect their 
analogue, for we are now in a fever of 
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decoration. Ever,ything we use must 
be ornamented, and we must have a 
thousand ornaments that we never use. 
The shops in which many of us spend 

Fi,.2. 

most of our money are those that deal 
in ornamental wares. Half our young 
women are busy doing one kind or an
other of decorative work; and when the 
work is done they have no notion of 
confining it, like their grandmothers' 
samplers, to their own chambers or par
lors. Painters and other artists forsake 
what would once have been their legiti-

with astonishing rapidity: they have 
grown 11l%Urious if possible faster sti1L 
A wise friend once said to me that art 
was the natural corrective for luxury. 
Interest in it is bred of wealth and leis
ure. People who would otherwise care 
nothing for the arts are attracted to them 
in their decorative form. That 80 much 
money should be spent in ornament is 
perhaps not to be aeprecated; for this 
might not be otherwise better spent. 
The time and attention given to it are 
more important: it is much to be desired 
that they should not be given to a mere 
chase after finery, that the zeal for brio
a-brac and handsome furnishings should 
lead up to, and not away from, apprecia
tion of the qualities of ~her art. It is 
only in the work of half-Clvilized. nations 
that we find color and splendor devel
oped to the neglect of form; and it is to 
Turkish, Persian, Indian and other un
civilized races that we are fond of look
ing for our examples. I will not try to 
hold the balance between the two kinds 
of excellence, nor to place the Japanese 
and Chinese in the scale of civilization ; 
but it is safe to say that every cultivated 
people, according to our standard of cul
tivation, has based its ornamental design 
on the careful study of form, and it is 
certain that no art is completely good 

/ 
8 

Fi,. 3.-1, Cadacchio; 2, Selinul; 3, Thallum. 

tnate caJlings to lead the way in various which neglects it. Among such culti
decorative e~riments. All this has its vated peoples Greece has confessedly 
bright side. Our homes are much more held first place for her perception of 
cheerful and attractive, our cities the the finer qualities of all art. In Greek 
finer for it. Americans have grown rich work pre-eminently, the qualities of the 
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greater arts are relleeted in the lesser 
ones, and in none of it are they more 
simply and gracefully evident than in 
the vases. 

It is hard to realize to.day the imJilor
tance of vases, 88 we call them, in anment 
life. They seem, in the first place, to 
bave been the universal receptacles, aerv
ing the Greeks and other ancient peoples 
for casks, boxes, drawem, cupboards, 
clothes-presses, bottles, jugs, cups. They 
were used for storage, for shipping, for 
cooking, for drinking. NeceBBarily they 
were of aU shapes and sizes, from the 
diminutive ..4ryballus, carried bl the 
bather and the athlete for the oil that 
anointed their bodies, to the Pith08, a 
huge, round clay vase, 88 high 88 a man, 
and sometimes used for his coSin. The 
so-called tub of Diogenes was really a 

this day, 88 the name of the Tuileries has 
preserved till lately the recollection of 
the tile-works displaced by Catherine de' 
Medici. The pottem who made the 
china vases and the paintem who deco
rated them wrote their names upon them. 
Their forms show that the refinement 
which distinguished the Greek sculp
tom reached to the workmen of lower de
gree. Their painted decoration has been 
a store-house of beautiful ornamental 
forms to later ages. The pictures on 
them are the onll. things we have left to 
indicate the qualities of Greek painting; 
our illustrated compendiums of mythol
o~ ; our documents for many facts of 
history and chronology-re1lecting the 
manner, the creations, and sometimes 
directly imitating the works of the great 
painters. These vases were cherished 

Fig 4. 

pithos. Juvenal, in one ofhis Satires, con
gratulates him, that if his house breaks 
down he can easily have it mended with 
lead rivets, or get a new one; and there 
are in existence reliefs that show him 
crawling from it to warn Alexander out 
of his sunshine. For these homely uaes 
pottery was made everywhere. But va.
aes were also the household ornaments, 
furniture, treasures, bric+brac of an
cient times. For such purposes they 
were made with the greatest care and 
elaborately ornamented. Corinth, Sicy
on, afterward Athens and Samos, were 
famous for the beauty of their vases, and 
aent them all over the civilized world. 
There were two large districts in Athens, 
one within the walls and one without, 
called Ceramicus, and given up to the 
manufacture and sale of pottery. The 
name and the industry survive there to 

VOl. III.-41 

by the ancients in their homes; were 
buried beside them in their tombs, 88 

bave been the pe1'8Onal belongings of 
nearly all peoples of primitive habits. 
H bodies were burned, the ashes were 
buried in cinerary urns. It is from tombs 
that almost aU our collections have been 
made. 

The first were made from tombs in 
Etruria, and the vases were at first 
therefore called Etruscan. Now it is be
lieved that though they were ultimately 
made in many places where Greek colo
nies or mannem were planted, their in~ 
spiration and fashions came from Greece, 
and also that ·wherever they were used 
very many of them, perhaps most of the 
finer ones, came from Greece proper, 
and especially from Athens, whoae ex
port trade in them was enormous. Thoae 
that make the great modern collections 

4 
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are naturally of the finer kinds, which were worthy to be preserved in the 
tombs of their owners. That they were very highly valued in their day is evi
dent. Some of them which have been found in tombs were carefully mended 
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with clamps or rivets of lead or bronze. 
Connoisseurship in them seems to have 
been rife in the old day, as in ours. 

Pindar describes the vases which were 
given as prizes at the Panathenaic games 
of Athens, and some of them are still 
preserved to us. There is evidence that 
famous potters of Athens grew very rich. 
At MOllllt Kolias, near Phalerum, one of 
the ports of Athens, was a pit of peculiar
ly fine clay from which were made vases 
of high repute; and it is recorded b! Plu
tarch that a certain dainty connOl88eur 
who had boon poisoned refused to take 
an antidote until he could have it from 
a cup made of this clay. 

.Almost all the study that has been 
given to these vases has been in the way 
of historical and mythological exegesis, 
chietly in archmological studies of the 
vase paintings, whose style and subjects 
are determinants in problems of chro
nology and history. Into their arche
ology I do not propose to enter, only 
mentioning here for convenience the 
names and shapes of a few of the most 
common types. Let us examine instead 
the things for the sake of which they 
were made and for which the Greeks 
treasured them-their qualities of de
sign, their form and decoration-and if 
possible the secrets of their beauty. 

The commonest kind and most per
vading type, for both practical and or
namental uses, was the Amphora (Fig. 1). 
It was of medium size, with oval body, 
tapering downwards, two handles set 
high on the shoulders, a rather long neck 
and a well-marked rim. They were used 
to store wine and oil, often other things, 
and for this purpose were pointed at 
the bottom, that they might be set up
right in the earthen floor of a cellar. 
Sometimes they were set into a clay 
ring; later this ring was made part of 

the vase iteelf and became its foot. The 
vases given for prizes at the Panathe
naic games were amphorm ; with them 

was given oil from the sacred 
olive-tree on the Acropolis. 
Many of these vases, or sim
ilar commemorative vases, 
have been preserved and are 
to be seen in our museum& 
Fig. 10 is one of them. Rem
iniscences of its shape are to 
be seen in the heavy rims and 
the bodies attenuated down
wards of many other forms 
of vase (Figs. 5,13, and 14). 

A small vase used for carrying oil and 
UDgUents, which we may call a cruet, was 
the Lelcythu8, in its best form narrow, 
,upright, with tall, slender neck, and em
phatic rim apparently copi~ from the 
amphora. A kind of lekythus called 
the white lekythus from the color of 
the ground laid for the pi~ on it, 
was peculiar to Attica and was used as a 
funeral vase. It has 
been found abundant
ly in the tombs about 
Athens. 

The Hydria, or 
water-jar, was a finely 
shaped vase (Fig. 9). 
It had three handles, a 
high one to hold and 
pour by, and two small 
ones on the shoulders 
to lift and steady it. 
The picture on the one 
here illustrated shows 
women at a fountain
one balancing an emp
ty hydria on her head, 
another lifting one ap- Fi,l. 7,-F,om Mo .... 

parently full 
The Oenochre,orwine-jug (Fig. l1),was 

for pouring wine. It had a single han
dle, like what Americans call a pitcher, 
and a mouth or lip which was often tre
foiled (clover-shaped). The vessel for 
mixing or serving wine was called a 
Crater. It had a variety of shapes, but 
was always a largish vase, with wide 
open mouth (Figs. 8, 14, and 15), from 
which the wine could be ladled out with 
a mug called CyathU8." Some were like 

• It win be _ that I gin th_ nametlin their Latin 
form. Some of them are .. f.mOlar In thAt lIb.pe tbat 1& 
"OOJd MelD an ...... nable not to keep It bere, nnd for 111m· 
1DIItl7. "ben I how • LatiII form for tbe olb_ I _ It. 
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a widely opened am.,.p!t0ra (Fig. 13) ; some 
were bell-sha~ (.I!'ig.12). Some were 
of a nond88CDJ>t form, sometimes called 
O:cybaphon (Fig. 14:). Of drinking-cups 
there was a great variety. The finest 
type is the Oaly:c (Kylix), a broad shal
low vase, usually with prominent foot 
and two spreading handles (Fig. 16)-80 
form often spoken of among us by the 
Italian name taaa. Others were shap
ed like horns, or like heads of men 
and animals, and so made that they 
must be emptied before they were set 
down. 

There were very many other shapes, 
whose innumerable names are preserved 
to us, and are identified with more or 
less of certainty or probability. The 
types run into one another, and many 
snapes may be cla.seed indifferently un
der one or another name. The vases 
were all turned on the wheel, except the 
moulded shapes, which did not suit that 
manufacture, and the pith08, which was 
too big and was proverbially difficult to 
make. This way of making them gives 
them their distinctive cha.ra.cter of form : 
they are all what geometers ca1l solids 
of revolution, of which balls, columns, 
vases and balusters are our commonest 
examples. They are circula.r in plan, 
and m every horizontal section, and 
rigidly symmetrical about a vertical axis. 
This condition makes them a class of 
forms by themselves, and while it al
lows of endleBB variety of shapes, by its 
restriction it exacts the greatest nicety 
in their design, and simplifies them for 
purposes of study. 

The form of a vase, so manufactured, 
depends entirely on its vertical outline 
or profile. The double curvature re
quireslur8 and simple forms; the pro
cess 0 manufacture condemns or op
poses convolutioDS and deep indentation 
of outline. We may notice, too, at the 
outset that the sculpturesque quality in 
modelling, the wayward play of light and 
shade which comes of surfaces undulat
ing in all directions, is out of court, and 
is replaced by simpler modelling, fair 
surface, delicate gradation of light, and 
carefully fixed contrast of shade. The 
characteristics of sculptured ornament 
are to be added only in carved decora
tion and considered as sculpture. The 
artist, or the amateur, who does not love 

pure lines and fair B1U'Iaees does not 
know the quality of Greek vases. 

But pure lines and fair surfaces have 
fallen into neglect nowadays, our pres
ent fancy being for rude lines, and 
for wrinkled or blotchy surfaces, on 
which fine modelling is either impossi
ble or invisible. This comes of a feel
ing which we consider artistic, a revolt 
against what we think stUfness and con
ventionality. In the paesion of this re
volt we incline to call every line sti1f 
that is clean and firm, every form artis
tic that is ragged. We are in1Iuenced 
in this very much, I believe, by the mod
ern habit of painting landscape. There 
is a eharm m the freedom of natural 
lines, which easily leads us to think that 
all lines must be like them. There is, 
for instance, an 11IlB1lrp8088&ble nobility 
in the broken outlines of mountains, 
which are usually as far as possible from 
any look of mechanical smoothness; but 
these lines are of a kind for pictures, 
and not for decorative use. And yet 
even these are very clear and decided, 
in themselves hard and abrupt, and only 
softened by distance into gentleness. 
The beautiful long lines of snowfield and 
glacier which swing down Alpine slopes 
are as uncompromisingly clear-cut as the 
sculptor could carve from marble. It is 
not the firmness of a line in drawing or 
sculpture that makes it forbidding; it 
is the stUfness or poor quality of its 
modulation. Looseness of handling is 
the dust that the weak designer raises, 
either in mere clumsiness, or to obscure 
the traces of his ignorance. 

The beauty of a vase then depends on 
the beauty of its outline : let us look for 
a moment at the elements out of which 
the designer constructs this outline. 
The circle and straight line are both op
posed to freedom and to accentuation
to freedom, because they must follow 
1lD8Werving law ; to accent, because the 
movement of each is un-nuying in all 
its parts: but feeling cannot show itself 
witJiout freedom, and by its nature it 
seeks an accented utterance and shuns 
monotony. We may dismiss the straight 
line as unsuited to the potter's use. 
The circle is necessa.ril.y the horizontal 
outline of his vase. It has its kind of 
beanty and its value as a foil to the free
dom of the other lines, and in marking 
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the axis of symmetry. Moreover, as we 
look at the vase we almost invariably 
see the circles flattened into ellipses 
by foreshortening. This natural use of 

We used to have given us for the 
type of beauty in line the wave, or re
versed curve, sometimes called Hogarth's 
line of beauty. But oval curves have 

FIII. 8.-From Mr. Thomu So Clatk.', Collection. 

the circle is sufficient. For his profile 
the pott~r prefers the free curve which 
the unembarrassed movement of his 
bands gives to the clay. Attempt to 
outline a lekythus, for instance, with 
arcs of a circle (Fig. 2, I) and all the life 
of the fonn is gone. Varying curves, 
on the other hand, are sensitive and 
expressive, capable of infinit~ adjust
ment and combination. The full curves 
are more robust; the gentler are more 
refined and delicate; but a flat curve 
may have an elastic spring which gives 
it as much vigor as a full one, and the 
full curve may be swollen and vulgar. 
In Fig. 15 the full curve is a fine one: in 
Fig. 18 it is cheap and ordinary. The 
curve in Fig. 11 has more vigor, in virtue 
of its elasticity, than the more robust 
lines of Fig. 17, and there is nothing 
finer in its way than the upward spring 
of the delicate outline of the best Attic 
lekythi. (Fig. 25.) 
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more power: they are more natural to 
vases, and in them, at least, finer. Such 
a curve is the oL'Oio of Greek architect
ure, the echinws of the Doric capital. 
Here are (Fig. 3) three examples in out
line, showing different forms of the 
echinus. They illustrate the gradual 
change from round fulness in the earli
est Doric to flatness and severity in the 
late. There was an analogous change, 
though much less marked, in the vases. 
It is worth notice that the degree of 
straightne88 which fits the line for duty 
in a capital unfits it for the outline of a 
vase: In Fig, 4,' the fuller curve from 
Selinus might make a tolerable cup, but 
the line from the Theseum is an obvious 
failure. (Fig. 4/.) 

It will be Heen in studying all fine lines 
that curvature is concentrated in places 
and spared in others ; generally the flat
ter part of the line predominates, and 
the stl'ong curvature is carefully reserved 
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for a BJDaller space. This accords with a law that holds in every kind of com
position,-the concentration of strong effects, as when the musician restrains 
his richest bursts of harmony within small compass, or the painter paints the 
most of his picture in half tints, reserving his highest coloring or strongest light 
and shade for a small area. Compare the late amphora (Fig. 19), or the lekythi 
(Fig. 25), with the Dodwell vase (Fig. 18) and note how much stronger as well as 
finer their modulated curves are than the monotonous fulness of the other. Or 
set the hydria (Fig. 9) or Fig. 11 beside the other amphora (Fig. 10). It is quite 
possible to fall-as some designers have done in an austere struggle for purity 
of line-into dryness and hardness by too much reserve of curvature and. too 
sharp contrast (Fig. 4,1). But a commoner fault is the vulgarity that comes of 
excessive curvature, as we may see in Fig. 21--or in Fig. 23, which cleverly ex
emplifies both faults at once. 

There is in all good profiles & leading line, a principal part, to which the others 
are adjusted as subordinate. This in a vase is naturally the line of the body, 
the member which dominates, and for which the 
others exist. Perhaps it was to shun the fault I 
have last mentioned, perhaps because oval curves 
have more decision and force, or because the natu
ral office of a vase suggested them, probably from 
all these motives, that the old potters did not use 
a reversed curve for their leading line, except 

where for the sake of 
simplicity they cast 
the neck and body 
into one sweep, con
tinuous or nearly so. 
And here let me no
tice a technical device 
which seems a trifle 
and yet is one of the 
secrets of good profil
ing-the interruption 
of tangent curves by 
& little thread or fillet 
which is enough to 
break their absolute 
continuity and define 
their limit without 
disturbing their flow. Fi~. IO.-From Lau. 

A glance at Fig. 2,' 
shows how it may give life to a profile whose grace 
would otherwise be insipid. It keeps up the move-

Fia· Sl.-From Lau. ment of the outline, which may thus reconcile the 
successive p'arts into one broad· sweep without sacri

ficing their individuality. It charms like a pehble ill a running brook, or the 
ripple in the third and fourth lines of each stanza ill Tennyson's poem of "The 
Daisy," thus: 

o Love. what hours were thine aud miue 
III lallds of p"lm aud southern pille. 

III lands of palm and orauge blossom, 
Of olive. aloe, and maize alld vine. 

The Greeks used this device with the utmost delicacy and refinement. It is 
as serviceable in breaking an angle that might without it be abrupt (see Fig. 
16;) as in accenting a union that is too tame. In truth the junctions of the dif
ferent members are critical points in the design, and need to be carefully ar. 
ticulated. It is easiest to round over the junction, and melt the lines into one 
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-an example, out of many, where tech
nical processes conflict with the demands 
of design~and it required a special 
effort of the potters to mark the sep&
mtion decisively. But a vase, or any 
other design, that has no articulations 
is like the caterpillar among animals, 

well enough in its 
way perhaps, but 
uninteresting to 
the eye. Such a 
vase as Fig. 4,' 
may have a grace
ful outline-this 
one is Japanese 
-but we should 
soon tire of such 
forms, and ask to 
have character 
given them by 
color or decora.
tion. Many old 
vases have what 
we may call con-

Fir. II . fluent ne cks, 
so me amphorm 

for instance, where the passage to the 
body is quite unmarked in the shape. 
In these it is sure to be clearly marked 
in the decomtion, and usually offset by 
a vigorous articulation at the foot (Fig. 
19). In the lekytho-amphom, if I may 
call it so, of Fig. 20 the parts are a.ll 
confluent, and in spite of the vigor of 
its outline, the want of articulation in
fects it with indecision. Even in the ex
quisitely outlined calyx (Fig. 6), which 
is saved from over smoothness of out
line by the little break in the splay of 

the foot, we can 
hardly help 
wishing that the 
junction of the 
foot with the 
bowl were mark
ed by a slight 
ripple, as it is 
in many of its 
kind. In other 
vases - in the 
hydria and 
wnochoe, for 
instance (Figs. 

Fir. 12.-From Mo.... 9 and ll)--the 
curves join at a 

BUdden angle which substitutes the bold
est contrast for the fluent smoothness of 

the other vases. Here the fine energy 
of the curve below carnes it off well. It 
is likely that the use of the vase dictated 
this form for the safe carrying about of 
fluids: it prevents slopping, but on the 
other hand makes it hard to pour. Or 
they may meet in what is called the cusp 
(Fig. 2,"), the most energetic and pi
quant kind of junction. This gives great 
animation to a composition, and is a con
stant resource of decomtors. The salient 
cusp is not often seen in vase profiles, 
for it implies hollow lines and fmgile 
edges, but the reentrant CUS)? comes in 
with spirited effect at this Junction of 
the foot in many round-bodied vases, as 
in the florid cmter (Fig. 15) and also in 
the narrow lekythi (Fig. 25). It will be 
seen that this cusped junction displays 
the qualities of the curves at their meet
ing most conspicuously: therefore it is 
not easy to 
bring curves 
together in 
this way with 
good effect. 
Let the un
tmined read
er try the ex
periment in 
co-rpore viii, 
by drawing 
the curves of 
a Roman cap
ital R on a 
large scale, Fir. n.-From Lau. 

and he will 
be likely to find it somewhat difficult, 
even in this humble instance, to bring 
the lines together without bunching them 
awkwardly at the junction or else mak
ing them lean and stU[ It is one of the 
nice points in the joining of lines that 
they sha.ll show their sensitiveness to 
each other at uniting by yielding a little, 
to give way if they are opposed, or to 
follow f'.&Ch other if they are consonant. 
We can see in Fig. 15 how the convex 
turn of the foot is quickened, that it may 
display the sweep of the body. 

We see a like thing in the ovolo of the 
capital of the Theseum (Fig. 3,1). The 
upper turn, if the curve stood alone, 
would seem hard and dry, but turning 
as it does to receive the line of the 
abacus above, it is altogether satisfactory. 
We notice also in these cases the effect --
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of the small dividing fillet which we have praised be
fore, here sunk in the recess between impinging 
curves, but just 88 valuable in giving clearness and 
vivacity to the articulation. 

In most Greek V88es the foot is very subordinate, 
and after the earliest periods 88 sharply marked off 
from the body 88 practicable. This subordination 
and detaching of the foot had its justification in two 
artistic purposes-to give predominance to the body, 
on which the potter and the 
decorator expended their chief 
art, and to keep its curves 88 
unbroken 88 possible. We 

FI,. 14.-From Mo.... have just seen how, where the 
foot h88 a profile of any im

portance, the line is carefully led away from that of the 
body. In the monumental florid vases of late period 
(Figs. 15 and 24) the base takes on added height, and the 
carved marble vases (Fig. 12) that succeeded them make 
the foot an elaborate and important part of the composi
tion. In the charmingly outlined mnochoi) (Fig. 7) of 
rather late style, this enlarged foot is gracefully added. 
On the other hand, the straight lekythus, most upright of 
V88es, stands like a sentinel on a perfectly plain flat disc. 
The broad, shallow calyx rests on a foot that grows higher 
88 the bowl grows broader and shallower. In these two 
extreme and opposite types the principle of contrast, dear Fi,. lS.-From Mo .... 

to designers, is the key to the treatment. In the calyx 
the foot is lengthened 88 the body becomes shallow, and both grow slender 
together (Figs. 16 and 6). Here, in this perhaps most delicately graceful of all 
the Greek forms, we have concord and contrast most felicitously combined. 
The curves are alike in kind but opposed in direction. The handles bear out 
the contour of the bowl in a delicate undulation. The composition is graceful 
and yet spirited, entirely simple and perfectly refined. 

This brings us to consider the general composition of vases, from which, per
haps, we have been kept too long. Their precision of symmetry in one direction 
makes it very desirable, in order to give the form animation, that it should not 
be symmetrical in another. A spherical vase h88 an uninteresting form. The 

Fie. 16.-From Lau. 

different exigences of neck and foot make it difficult to shape them alike, but to 
make even the body symmetrical above and below the middle line will give a 
dull outline, and we shall not find it in any but the straight-bodied Greek vaseS, 
which are late and inferior, 88 for instance Fig. 23. A natural consequence is 
the taper of the vases, upward or downward, to which we have alluded. The 
upward taper tends to stability; but an upright expansion suggests elasticity, 
nerve, growth 88 it were, and 80 gives more spirit and effect to the outlines of 
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BOlall objectB like vases. Sometimes they expand boldly to the top, and even the 
clumsy oxybaphon (Fig. 14) getB some character from the uncompromising way in 
which it spreads at the mouth. The calyx contractB 
itB high stem for a moment, and then suddenly opens 
out like a flower. The stately Apulian crater (Fig. 
24) spreads gradually to itB full shoulders, and as 
the neck is drawn in continues the expansion in 
the handles. The tall lekytbus owes itB fine elan 
mostly to the way in which the upright lines of the 
body are stopped before they begin to deflect in
ward, and the upward movement, caught and con
tinued by the hollow curves which lead into the 
columnar neck, is again renewed at the very termi
nation in the expanding rim. This ends the vase 
with an echo of the form of the body, as a painter 
takes care to support his principal mass of strong 
color by repeating it in his picture. This treatment 
of the rim is one of the characteristic pointB in the 
composition. It closes with an accent like that of 
the masculine rhyme at the end of a line of poetry. 
In point of fact, the rim is important in the com-

Fi,. 17.-From Lau. 

position of every vase, though it may seem trivial. An ornamental composition, 
if it is not circumscribed like a panel or a picture, needs a well-marked termina
tion, as every piece of music exactB its closing cadence; and many decorators en
feeble their designs in not remembering this. 

The right proportioning of the members in a vase is of the first importance, 
though it is difficult to analyze satisfactorily. Fine proportion, like beauty of 

line, is a thing to be felt, and reasoning takes us but a 
little way to it. There are, it is true, certain ratios of 
dimension that are usually agreeable; we know that 
Egyptians, Greeks, Romans, Hindus, medi&lval artistB, 
have had great deference for numerical ratios and ge
ometric framework. Yet the truth is that numerical 
proportions are so obscured, and belied, and modified to 
the eye by differences of treatment 
in other respects, and by nece88&1j" 
obliquities of view, that outBide a 
narrow range of applicability they 
are inoperative. They may do for 
roughing in, but the eye, not the 
scale, is the final judge of propor
tion. The sense for it is incom
municable, like the sense for color; 
and comes only by birthright or of 

Fi,. 18.-The Oodwell Vue, from long training. Many people, I be-
Mo.... lieve, feel it when their attention is 

called to it who go through life 
mostly without enjoying it because they do not look for it. 
Fig. 5 will in some sort indicate how wide is the range of 
variation in proportioning the members of a vase, and what 
diversity of types the Greeks found in the different adjust-
ment of these simple members, the body, neck, and foot. These Fi,. 19.-From Mo .... 
are but a few out of an enormous number of forms. The vari-
ations of proportion are endless, and there are beautiful examples of each type. 

A thing that we can never afford to overlook in a vase is itB general contour. 
The eye quickly descries an enclosing line, an oval of some sort, which mainly 
follows the principal curve and bounds the subordinate members. Unle88 this 

-
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Fill. 20.-From the Eniliefieid Collection. 

contour is good the composition has theorigina.l type, through a.ll the changes 
not succeeded. It need not be as pre- of form, 80 long as even a segment of 
cise as the profile of the vase itself; it it remains. Even in the bell-ehaped 
may be transgressed with picturesque craters (Fig. 5), where the neck has 
effect by a salient poin~the edge of monopolized the vase and the bowl has 
the rim for instance, or the spur of a dwindled to a mere survival, the handles 
handle-and the foot generally lies out- cling to the body with more than filial 
side it. In most vases the decorative fidelity, though this makes them useless 
office of the handles is to maintain it for carrying the vessel The artistic 
and carry it over into the neck, where reason for this is clearly that here is 
the body withdraws from it. It is where they can best continue the dow 
curious to notice how persistently the of the line of the body, atone, as it were, 
Greek potters affixed these handles to for its compression, and divert the con
the curve which represents the body in tour line toward the upper part of the 
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neck. In most of the finer forms, especially in the amphorm and lekythi, the 
handles bridge across from the shoulder to the neck. In the beautiful amphora 
(Fig. 8,') we feel the bounding line which leaves 
the body at the shoulder, and catching the upper 
turn of the handles bends inward till it is tan
gent to the rim. The handsome lekyth<Hmlphora 
(Fig. 22) is marred in contour by the excess of 
the rim. If this were cut off in the middle, the 
rim would fall in with the contour of the ~dles, 
and the change of proportion would add a new 
charm to it. In some smooth, fat vases, on the 
other hand, the handles simply make a break in 

the outline, which, like 
the ears that protrude 
under a boy's close cap, 
may be regarded as or
namental or not, ac
cording to our taste. 
When the contour of 
the vase is cut off by 
a horizontal line at the 
top, as in the calyxes Fill. 21.-From Leu. 

(Figs. 16 and 6), or the 
bell mouthed vases, the 
handles simply set off the shape of the bowl with a 
graceful allied cune, but in the heavy-rimmed crater 
(Fig. 13) they emphasize the squareness of the ter
mination into harshness. In the wide-mouthed florid 
craters, on the other hand (Figs. 15 and 24), they 
soften the abruptness of 
the outline by the way 
they rise above the rim. 
In the beautiful renochoe 
(Fig. 11) the handle and 

Fill· 22.-From Enlliofioid. the mouth are so bal-
anced that they complete 
the outline by suggesting 

the full closed oval. In the later renochoe (Fig. 7) the 
excess of the handle which wilfully projects beyond 
the oval is skilfully balanced by the enlargement of 
the foot. 

The foot, as I have said, is usually outside the effec
tive contour of the vase, forming a base for it, and 
some of the charm of outline is lost if the eve does 
not seem to trace the line of the body unbroken 
through the foot. In the most beautiful vasss we al
ways see this: it will be noticed in many of our illus
trations. In this respect the amphorre are apt to be 
less satisfactory than many others, halting, as it were, 
between two opinions-between the pointed end made 
to stick in the ground and the ring which became Fill. 23 .-From Lau. 

affixed to it. When, in the drinking-cups, and in the 
later ornamental vases-the florid Apulian craters and 
the still later Grmco-Roman carved vases-the foot became much more promi
nent, it was a nice matter to proportion it well. In the elaborate bell-shaped 
marble vases the temptation was. I think. to make the foot too large (Fig. 
12) and too detached. In the delicate lekythus, on the contrary, the sharp 

--
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F;,. 24.-From Mr. Thomu B. CIa"'.', Collec~on. 

cincture onll.. emphasizes its elastic up
rightness. (.lfig. 25,) 

I am far from insisting that all Greek 
"V88eS are beautiful To admire simply 
because they are called Greek argues the 
same insensibility 88 to fail to see their 
beauty, They are of all degrees, beau
tiful, commonplace, and ugly, But it is 
not often that those lack charm which 
were really made in Greece, and in the 
period of fine work. Here is one, Fig. 
23, which is made attractive by its rich 
ornamentation, and to which the re
duced engraving lends a delicacy that is 
not its own-a late florid incense-vase, 

probably of Italian manufacture. There 
are touches of grace here and there in 
the outline, but it sins at most points. 
The contour is feeble, the equal divisions 
of height unpleasant; its neck is too long, 
its mouth too big, its body meagre
that or the sprawling handles, one or aIL 
might be. turned upside down without 
making any difference. This sounds like 
harsh criticism, and would npt be worth 
making if it did not emph881Ze by con
trast the excellence of the fine vases. 
Nice proportioning, subordination of 
parts, flow and modulation of outline, 
the harmony of consonant lines, and the 
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vivacity of contrast are their virtues; and 
are the means, 80 far as form is concerned, 
by which the designers of all fine work 
have gained their effects. More than 
~ the serene grace, the absence of ef
fort, result of a harmony in which every 
part is attuned to one effect, the delight-

ful self-restraint and repose-qualities 
of which our own ever1itruggling art 
is for the present bereft, and which 
have their finest expression in the ar
chitecture and sculpture of Greec&
have their sufficient echo in these lesser 
forms of her art. 

THE SHADOW CHASER. 

By Henrietta Christian Wright. 

WITB outstretched hands he saw his child joys flee. 
And vanish with the passing of the day, 

Like ships that keep their course far out at sea, 
Nor heed the longing watchers in the bay. 

And glad youth found him following ardent-eyed 
The fleeting phantom that he ever lost, 

And all his eager manhood was denied 
The sweet reward such weary searching cost. 

Then came at last Life's lord, sweet Death, and said, 
.. Oh, loyal heart, well done, behold thy wage." 

And 10 I-with fadeless beauty overspread
The shadow of his childhood, youth and age. 
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THE TOWN OF THE HOLY CHILDREN. 

By Thomas A. jamJier. 

o full are they of 
meaning and of 
music that, at least 
to stranger hearts 
and ears, there is a 
great charm about 
the names of the 

towns which the good Fathers long ago 
founded in this old country of New 
Spain. That in which Don J~ dwelt 
W88 ca.11ed La Villa de los Santos Niiios 
-The Town of the Holy Children: and 
it W88 so small, and so pervaded by the 
spirit of peace and restfulness, that its 
gracious name seemed to have cast over 
it a lasting spell 

It W88 a very little town: only a clus
ter of five or six adobe houses, built not 
around a plaza, 88 the usual custom is, 
but bunched together anyhow, beside a 
tiny church at the end of a narrow 
lane. The lane went crookedly across 
the fields-fonowing closely the water
channels, that 88 much 88 possible the 
irrigable land might be spared-for a 
mile or more, and then opened out upon 
the highway that led, far across the 
waves of sand-hi11e clad with ceda.r
brush, to the great city of Santa. Fe. 

Along this lane W88 the one line of 
communication between the Town of 
the Holy Children and the outside 
world; and the travellers by way of it 
were few. Save the Padre and Don 
Jose, only old MAximo, the Padre's sac
ristan and servant, and old Pedro, who 
W88 at once Don Jose's factotum and 
humble friend, ever had journeyed to the 
capital; and, having visited a place so 
far away and so ~cent-wherein a 
Bishop dwelt, and also a General-MAx
imo and Pedro were accorded by their 
fellows a well-deserved reverence that had 
an enlarging effect upon their souls. The 
journeyings of the rest of the townsfolk 
were confined to jaunts to the other 
little towns lying roundabout in cosy 
nooks among the mountains, or basking 
in the plentiful SUDShine of the broad 
Rio Grande valley-Santa. Clara, San 
Pedro, San Carlos, San Juan, San Ylde-

foDBO: and so on through the saintly 
calendar. 

Don Jose had known better days ; at 
least days :!,hich would seem better, 
when jUdged by the every-da.y standard 
01 the working world. Once he had been 
rich. Now he W88 poor. Yet his riches 
had not brought him happiness, ODly 
vexation of spirit and of body; and now, 
in his poverty, he had found contentment 
and peace. To be sure, at times his 
thoughts would go back longingly to 
the days when the great hacienda in 
Chihuahua W88 his; when five hundred 
peones were his also; when in the midst 
of his great possessions he reigned su
preme--88 reigned the patriarchs of old. 
And he would contrast somewhat bit
terly this kingdom of his youth with the 
petty principality that remained to him 
now that he W88 grown old: his thousand 
or so acres of land, only partly cultivat
ed; his subjects only old Paquita. and old 
Pedro-who managed the one the work 
of the house and the other the work of 
the fields. 

But when Don J~'s tho11f{hts went 
thus sorrowfully astray, Juanita. had a 
way of stepping up softly and kissing 
him upon a particular little spot upon 
his cheek, just below the cheek-bone, 
where his gray whiskers grew thinly
a little spot that she herself had discov
ered, and that W88 all her own. And 
then the wrinkles would disappear from 
his forehead, the look of 10Dglng would 
fade from his eyes, and he would say, 
cheerily: "Si, Juanita.; 'sta. 'uano, mi chi
quita. "-Yes, Juanita.; it's all right, my 
little one--and his care, with its cause, 
would be buried once more in the past. 

Juanita., who shared Don J~'slittle 
kingdom with him, and thus exorcised 
sorrow from it, W88 his daughter: and 
a fairer, more lovable Crown Princeas 
never reigned I 

DON Jos' had lived in the Town of the 
Holy Children for a long time. Juani
t&-who looked upon herself 88 being 
quite an elderly sort of a person because 
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at the next feast of San Juan she would 
be seventeen years old-said that he 
had lived there always. As far back as 
she remembered anything, she remem
bered only the surroundings of this "ril-
1age home. Nor could she see that her 
father in this time had changed in any 
way. As a little child she remembered 
him as she still knew him: his tall form 
bent a little by age, his kindly face 
framed in a tD888 of tumbled, curly hair 
and shaggy beard, which also, being griz
zled and streaked with gray, showed the 
touch of Time. Pedro, seeing more 
clearly with his old eyes than Juanita 
saw with her young ones, perceived that 
Don Jose in truth had grown older. 
There was more of gray in his tumbled, 
curly hair, his shaggy beard was shag
gier and grayer, too, and his tall form 
still more was bowed-as though the 
burden of the years had grown heavier 
to bear. 

And Pedro could see a much greater 
change by going back yet a little farther 
-beyond the sad time when the Senora's 
life ended on the very day that Juanita's 
life began. He scarcely could believe 
that the Don Jose, bowed and gray, 
whom he served now. was the Don Jose, 
erect and still young in his vigorous 
middle age, whom he served before that 
great BOrroW came. But he kept such 
thoughts as these to himself. Thus far 
Juanita had known no BOrroWS; and old 
Pedro loved her too well to cast upon 
the bright morning of her life the shad
ow of a dark day dead and gone. 

Save this change in Don Jose, that 
BOmewhat early had DWle him an old 
man, and the lesser changes wrought by 
the ftight of time in those around him, 
no change at all had come to anything 
within the Town of the Holy Children 
in the nearly seventeen years of Juani
ta's little lifetime. The days drifted by 
pleasantly. With them came no burden 
of care, and with them went no burden 
of regret-for other days as fresh, as 
beautiful, as full of quiet happiness, 
ever were ready to take the place of 
those which were gone. 

Juauita found great joy in the glad 
air and friendly sunshine. And, in their 
due season, she found not less pleasure 
in the friendly rains. The red moun
tains of New Mexico are very beautiful 

in the rainy time. All the green things, 
which try BO hard, but BO vainly, through 
the dry season, to grow upon their arid 
flanks, rejoice as the loving rain comes 
down to comfort them after their nine 
months' battle with the SUll; to give 
them strength to live again through the 
nine months of sunshine that surely will 
come when the rain is at an end. And 
the red mountains grow redder. even to 
purple, as their crests and sides are 
bathed by the many showers sent down 
upon them by the kindly clouds. No 
wonder is it that the S~ of old, 
reverently seeing God m all His works, 
gave to these red mountains, BO nobly 
beautiful, the name of El Sangre de O'ti8to 
-The Blood of Christ. 

Much of the love that was in Juanita's 
heart went forth to these great masses 
of everlasting stone which girded in her 
home. For the peaks ana cuons and 
beetling cliffs she had speciaJ.love-names 
of her own ; for they were her close and 
dear friends. She made stories about 
them for herself, peopling their purple 
heights with saints and heroes of the 
Church, of whom the Padre had told her 
brave stories saints and heroes too 
good for the lower levels of the earth. 
Chief among these strange loves of hers 
was the mountain of San Yldefonso, that, 
ten miles away to the westward, rose 
sharply from the very centre of the val
ley and outlined its square, battlement
ed crest in pale gray-blue against the 
deep turquoise-blue of the sky. In this 
noble castle, for BO she called it-and 
BO, indeed, it seemed to be, BO regular 
and BO symmetrical was its shape-
dwelt her bravest soldiers and her best
loved saints. She never tired of looking 
at this mountain down the vista of the 
fair valley; of fancying that the Rio 
Grande, glittering in the sunlight be
tween its green banks, while the red 
mountains of the blood of Christ towered 
above, was the golden pathway that led 
to its stately gates; of fancying that 
down this pathway rode ever noble 
knights to the waiting saints who, with
in the castle, would reward them fitly 
for their gallant deeds. 

Juanita had time and to spare where
in to weave her fancies. In gentle old 
New Spain there is none of the bustle 
and toil and vexation of spirit by which 
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the dwellers in less favored portions of 
the world are wearied in body and cast 
down in heart ; and fancies are very real 
in this land where life, no longer a bur
den, seems more than half a pleasant 
dream. Nor in all New Spain was there 
a place where fancies wove themselves 
more readily or in more airy forma than 
here in this little ToWn of the Holy 
Children-where trouble never came, 
where all was placid happiness and 
peace. 

YET at last there did come, one dal, 
into La Villa de loa Santos Niiios a thrill 
of surprise. The Padre, returning from 
the great festival of the Corpus, in Santa 
Fe, brought with him a strange rumor, 
that the Americanoa were coming down 
again once more from the North-not 
as they had come long years before, as 
conquering soldiers, but as railroad-build
ers; though what a railroad was, not 
a single man, woman, or child in the 
Town of the Holy Children, save the 
Padre himself and Don J~, at all could 
tell. The fhraee ferro-carril-a rut, a 
roadway, 0 iron-was uncouth, strange, 
incom:preheneible. Doubtless, being an 
invention of the Americanos, this ferro
carril was also an invention of the devil 
As everybody knew, between the devil 
and the America.nos the relations were of 
the closest. 

Alter much pondering upon the mat
ter, in conference with hie friend MAx
imo, this popular view of the matter 
was presented by Pedro to Don J~ for 
confirmation. Nor did the explanation 
that Don J0s6 gave at all tend to shake 
hie faith in the satanic genesis of the 
threatened invasion. On the contrary, 
the explanation only bred in his mind a 
hazy concept of a great howling demon, 
fed on fire and boiling water, that tore 
across the land at a speed greater than 
that of a runaway burro i greater than 
that attainable by anything earthly-in 
a word, of a more prodigious devil than 
hie imagination well could lay hold 
upon. Therefore he went back to MAxi
mo in fear and trembling, Cl'088ing him
self vigorously, and fervently praying 
that the devastating horror which men
aced the Town of the Holy Children 
might be stared. After this, no one 
doubted that the ferro-carriJ. of the 

Americanoe was altogether devilish and 
abounding in danger to Christian aouls. 

Presently the vanguard of the army of 
invasion arrived. After all, it was not a 
very formidable army: only a half-doz
en engineers for cavalry; an axe-man. a 
cook, and a couple of teamsters for in
fantry; while the nearest approach to an 
artillery train was a Studebaker wagon, 
in which certain venturesome investigat
ors discovered a few Winchester ri!ea, 
stacked handily upon a loading of general 
stores. To be sure, besides the Winches
ter&, the army was well prmided with 
formidable revolvers; but these repoeed 
quietly in their holsters, and their wear
ers, so far from manifesting a warlike 
disposition, were friendly to a degree. 
Inaeeci, the party was made up of brisk. 
merry young feI1owe, bent folly as much 
upon having a good time as upon make 
ing surveys, and apparently quite de
termined to make themselves as agree
able to the Mexicans as possible. Had 
they not been Americanos, their laudable 
endeavor toeetablieh themselves upon a 
friendly footing in the land certainly 
would have been eucceeeful; but the 
conditions of the case were against them, 
and their endeavor failed. The memory 
of the siege of Taos, of the battle and 
sack of Santa Cruz, of the wreck of their 
own tiny town, of the fall of Santa F~ 
all this etill was green in the memory of 
the dwellers in the Town of the Holy 
Children-far too green to permit them, 
being good Mexicans, to make friends 
of these Americanos, who, for all they 
knew to the contrary, were the very 
sons of their old-time foes. 

For a time Don J~ shared this pap
ular sentiment and had little to do with 
the railroad men. He had borne his 
part bravely in that long-past, troublous 
time. High up on hie forehead, just 
under the edge of hie tumbled, curly 
hair, was a gallant ecar-the mark of a 
Taxan sabre, got as he stood firmly in 
the breach of the church wall at Taos. 
As a good soldier, he bore no ill-will to 
the soldier who had struck him down ; 
but it was not in human nature that 
he should feel kindly toward the nation 
to which that soldier belonged; toward 
the people that had conquered hie 
people, and that had left hie land be
reft and desolate. And therefore it was 
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that while, as became a Mexican gentle
man, he was courteous in his dealings 
with these railroad-building Americanos 
who had come down across the moun-

-t&ins from the North, he made his deal
ings with them few, and treated them as 
strangers, not as friends. 

Yet presently, to the horror of old 
Pedro, his manner toward the invaders 
changed. It was Don Jose's fortune
his fate, perhaps-as he rode homeward 
one day. down the valley, to fall in with a 
couple of the American engineers. The 
young men. full of enthusiasm in their 
work, and thoroughly convinced that it 
was destined to regenerate the benighted 
land in which they were ~ it on. 
and also charmed with this delightful old 
fellow, whose manner and whose speech 
were so pervaded by a courtly elegance, 
told in uncertain Spanish, but with an 
earnest energy, of the many bene1its to 
the people and to the country which the 
building of the railroad surely would 
bring. They believed heartily what they 
said, and their faith was infectious. At 
first Don Jose listened only for polite
ness' sake to their glowing description 
of the coming season of revival, of uni
versal comfort, of the fortunate few who 
certainly would acquire great wealth. 
But as they rode on and on, along the 
dusty road by the river-side, he grew 
more and more interested in their talk ; 
and presently his dark eyes began to 
sparkle with an eager light, such as had 
not shone in them for years ; not since 
the time in his early manhood when he 
began the grand ~tions that were 
to make him the nchest proprietario in 
all Mexico-a.nd that ended in leaving 
him owner of but one little, poor scrap 
of land. 

Again he grew inattentive to their 
talk ; but now not because it did not in
terest him, but because the irit of it 
had entered into the depths o{his being 
and was working great commotion there. 
The stray phrases which penetrated to 
his mind-rich farms, successful vine
yards, sales of land, new towns, great 
fortunes, and the like--gave strength to 
the flights of his own fervid fancy, and 
filled with a greater eagerness his eager 
soul. When their roads separated-at 
the ford at Ohamita-he scarcely roused 
himself to bid the engineers farewell. 80 

earnestly was his mind engaged with the 
bright future that had opened out before 
him at the magic spell of their hopeful 
words. 

Don Jose rode slowly through the ford, 
slowly along the Santa Fe road to the 
point where the lane leading t.o the 
Town of the Holy Children branched off 
from it, and slowly down this lane to his 
home. Outside the little town he met 
the Padre, setting forth upon a mission 
of mercy to one lying sick unto death. 
whose soul was to be purged of the sins 
of the world that it was about to leave; 
but Don Jose rode on, his head bowed 
uJK>n his breast, and made no answering 
81gn of reverence to the Padre's salute. 
At the gate of the corral he threw the 
end of the lariat to old Pedro without a 
word-though Pedro could not remem
ber a time when the like of this had 
happened before. Very close friends 
were old Pedro and his master-much 
closer than master and man of the Saxon 
race, howsoever steadfast their good feel
ing toward each other, ever could hope 
to be. Pedro, too, had been in the 
fight at Taos; and in the darkness of 
night-daring death-he had stolen into 
the church, and thence had brought Don 
Jose from among the dead, and had 
nursed him back to life. Don Jose 
never had forgotten this-until to-day. 
But to-day Don Jose's nature seemed to 
be entirely changed. He even chid old 
Paquit&-who never before had heard 
from his lips an unkind word-because 
by some mischance in the cooking she 
had suffered the frijoles to be burned. 
And, strangest of all, Juanita's kiss for 
the first time failed to drive the care
wrinkles from his forehead and to bring 
a gentle light into his brown eyes. 

And so be1&n Don Jose's new pros-
perity. 

FRo. this day onward, instead of shun
ning the Americanos, Don Jose paid 
court to them. He spent much time 
with them in their camp; he rode out 
with them while they ran their lines 
and staked off for construction; he even 
made them welcome guests at his own 
home. The engineers were rather tlat
tared by this unexpected tender of 
friendship ; and as it took a practical 
tum they were well pleased with it. 
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Presents of fresh corn, of toothsome 
joints of kid, of melons and fruit, came 
across to their camp on old Pedro's un
willing shoulders, and were very wel
come there. And after the rigors of 
camp food, the meals which Don Jose 
gave them, of old Paquita's cooking. 
were veritable feasts-though, had they 
known how heartily Paquita hoped that 
each mouthful would choke them, it is 
possible that these feasts would have lost 
a little of their relish. 

The standing topic of conversation on 
all these occasions was the grand season 
of prosperity that would come when the 
mi1road should be finished and the en
terprising people of the North should 
pour down into the land. Don Jose 
never tired of hearing how the milroads 
of the America.nos were pushed out into 
desert wastes--only to make the wastes 
gardens and the deserts populous. If a 
mil:road thus could make-a barren coun
try rich, how much richer then, he ar
gued, must it make a country that al
ready was peopled and needed only a 
market in order to develop abundantly 
its latent wealth. And the bright vision 
of his little possessions, fabulously in
creased in value and sold at a price that 
would enable him again to own the great 
hacienda down in Chihuahua, ever was 
before his eyeS. 

Be tried, one day, to make all this 
plain to old PedrO. But for once Pedro's 
ol?inions were very much at variance 
WIth those of his master. The upshot 
of their talk was that Pedro said, very 
sturdily, that it was better to be poor 
than to take the devil's money. And, 
in answer to the objection that the devil 
had nothing to do with the matter in 
hand, he expressed his emphatic belief 
that the league which exist.Id, andwhich 
always had existed, between the devil 
and the America.nos made devil's money 
and America.nos' money one and the 
same thing. Pedro's opinions were not 
many, but such as he had were positive 
and strong. 

About this time Don Jo~ fell in with 
a new acquaintance who pleased him 
mightily. This was a certain Senor 
Richards-an Americano, of course
who had drifted down into New Mex
ico for no particular reason, he said, but 
for the general purpose of seeing what 

chances there were for investments in 
the land that the railroad so soon was to 
make rich bl opening it to the world. 
His anticipations of coming bene1its were 
broader and more sanguine, even, than 
those entertained by the engineers, and, 
therefore, much better suited to Don 
Jose's needs. Don Jose had found the 
engineers mther Iacking in enthusiasm, 
latterly. Be had no cause for complain
ing of lack of enthusiasm on the part 
of this new ally-whose Jlights of hope
ful fancy more than matched his own. 
Where the Mexican saw a promise only 
of hundreds, the American saw thou
sands; and when Don Jose ventured, 
doubtfully, to speak of thousands, Senor 
Richards firmly and positively spoke of 
milliOD& Indeed, there was no end to 
the wealth and prosperity that he fore
told. 

Nor were his forecasts vague or illu
sive. They were precise and practical. 
A land improvement company; a com
pany for the sale of town lots; a com
pany that would dig a great irrigating 
canal, and so bring under ditch thousands 
of acres of arid land; a com~ 
would plant vineyards and man 
wine-these were the more notable of 
the rlans which were to make Don Jose's 
leve lands in the valley and ragged 
stretches of hill-side turn at last into 
gold. Don Jose's brain was in a whirl 
with all these fine ~rojecta. Be oould 
not at all take in thell" details, and much 
of their general purpose was more than 
he could understand; but their grand 
result was clear enough to him, and con
templation of it made him glad at heart. 

Moreover, he already held in hand an 
earnest of his riches. The sum of money 
paid him by the railroad company for 
the right of way across his lands seemed 
to him in itself enormous-for in this 
blessed region all the things which make 
life comfortable were to be had in plenty, 
and money, with which comes sorrow, 
scarcely was known at all But Don 
Jose did not by any means look upon his 
money as the seed of unhappiness; on 
the contrary, he believed that with ita 
possession happiness had come to him 
such as he had not known for many long 
years. In truth, he looked .back now 
with something like contempt upon the 
placid life that had been his in the past. 
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To be sure, in this past time-since the 
Senora's death-he had known no real 
sorrows. He had. lived in quiet con
tentment, dra' from his little herd 
and from his ,::felds all that he needed 
to supply his bodily wants, with enough 
of overplus to help his humble neighbors 
in times of dearth-and being thus lib
eral with the goods which God had. given 
him, and being also gentle and kindly in 
his dealings with those about him, he 
had. many friends. But now, in contrast 
with the life of magnificence that 80 soon 
would be his, this simple life that he had. 
been for so long contentedly leading 
seemed wortblees and mean. 

By this time Senor Richards had. 
shifted his position from that of a con
stant visitor to that of a permanent in
mate of Don J~'s home. The two had. 
so much to talk about, so many brilliant 
schemes to plan and shape, that they 
could not atford the time lost in riding 
backward and forward between the Town 
of the Holy Children and Espanola, 
where Sefior Richards had. found quar
ters. 50, quite naturally, the American 
was induced, as a favor to his Mexican 
friend, to change his abode. Old Pe
dro's patience was tried sorely by this 
new move, for he hated the Senor Rich
ards most cordially; but he had. found 
by this time that remonstrance with his 
master was useless, and so, moodily, he 
held his peace. With old Paquita the 
case was dift"erent. She was not in the 
habit of setting a guard upon her lips at 
any time; and at a time like this least 
of all In a fine rage she presented her
self to Don Jose, and freed. her mind 
com~letely of the burden that rested 
upon it-of anger that an Americano 
shoold be thus received; of conviction 
that he would repay his debt of hospi
tality by some hurtful, evil deed. Pa
quita did not specify what particular 
evil deed she looked for; but the thought 
of Juanita, young, beautiful, motherless, 
was in her heart. Yet Don J~ was not 
moved-aave to unwonted angeJ'-by this 
outbreak of rebellion on Paquita's part. 
Nor did it in anywise atfect the result. 
Precisely as had been arranged, the Se
nor Richards came with his few belong
ings to the house in the Town of the 
Holy Children and made it his home. 

Juanita was the only member of the 

household, save Don J~ himself, who 
regarded complacently this addition to 
the household's membership. Of late 
her life had. been a lonely one. En
grossed by his many plans for getting 
rich again, Don Jose had. spared no time 
for the pleasant, idle talk with Juanita
about her heroes and saints in the cas
tle of San YldefoDSO, about her friends 
the mountains, about her goats and 
sheep and the hutTO, and ncb like small 
matters-in which they both had. found 
much simple happiness in the time that 
was gone. And being thus cut off from 
the companionship that had. become. . 
though she knewit not, a necessary part 
of her life, Juanita was more than ready 
to welcome to her home this stranger, 
whose presence promised to afford her 
at least the pleasure and excitement 
which come with change. From what . 
her father had. told her-lacking any
body else to tell it to, for Pedro steadily , 
refused to have part or parcel with the 
new order of trungs-she was greatly 
impressed by the wonderful power that 
this Americano possesaed of making 
their poverty tum into wealth. To be 
sure, she never had. known-until Don 
Jos6 now told her-that she was poor ; 
and wealth was a word altogether 
strange to her. But it was only natu
ral that the promise of wealth should 
seem very good to her when she found 
that its possession meant for her many 
new gowns and real jewels, much finer 
than the sham ones worn by Our Lady 
at Santa Cruz on the day of her festival, 
and visits to the capital every year, fOl' 
the Corpus and the other great feasts of 
the Church. Hundreds of times she 
had. sat upon old Mhimo's knee and 
listened-with an eager longing that 
she herself might see it all with her 
own eyes-to his descriptions of the 
Corpus and of the many splendors of 
Santa F~. No wonder, than, that she 
looked with a reverent admiration upon 
this Americano, who was to work the 
change in their fortunes that would put 
these wondrous and much-hoped-for 
delights within her grasp. Nor did her 
admiration of the potent Americano 
suffer any decrease because he was 
young and handsome-not handsome 
as were her own countrymen, but with a 
fair beauty that was altogether strange 
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to her, and the more attractive because had been paid him for his own land, 
it was thus strange. Presently, in Jua- and, under the guidance of the SeDor 
nita's day-dreams, the bravest knights Richards, he added to his little fortune 
in her castle of San Yldefonso also were largely. The two made expeditions to
fair. gether down the valley, in advance of 

While Don Jose and his friend, the the railway workings, and bargained for 
Sefior Richards, talked over their many the land over which the railway was to 
fine projects for fortune-making, and pass; and presentl1. sold what they had 
while Juanita's day-dreams took a shape bought to the railway company at & 

and color that they never before had goodly advance; for the valley folk had 
mown, the work of building the rail- faith in Don Jos6-because of the name 
way went on with a rapidity that, to for kindliness and goodness that he had 
the easy-going Mexicans, seemed noth- bome among them for so long a time
ing short of miraculous. Although they and did not question the fairness of the 
themselves did the digging and the cart- prices which he oftered them; and the 
ing of the earth, the celerity with which less, because these prices were highm: 
the embankments grew, and with which than ever had been paid in the valley for 
the cats through the hills were com- land before. 
pleted, was so pl'OdiAious-mowing, as SeDor Richards stated the case to the 
they did, how a whole summer scarcely right-of-way agent of the railroad com
had sufticed them when they dug the pany in these terse terms: .. We pay 'em 
great tJCequia that watered the hill-side & d-d sight more for their land than 
above San Pedro-that they were more it's worth to them, and we take aU the 
than ever sure of the existence of the trouble of dickering for it and squaring 
league between the Americanos and the the titles; and then we sell it for a 
devil. Nor were they well pleased with d-d sight less than it's worlh to you. 
their work in some other respects. The It's what I call a d-d fair and square 
fields which they loved, having. tilled· transaction aU around. And, d--n 
them aU their lives long, and mowing it aU, rm not here for my health, any
that in the past their fathers had tilled way." 
them for centuries, were laid waste as In language le88 vigorous, and more in 
the earthworks grew; and everywhere harmony with the sedate forms of Span
their cherished water-coU1'8e8 were di- ish speech, SeDor Richards made this 
vided. Yet, with the tendency of their same presentment of the case to Don 
race to make life a holiday, they found J~; and urged, besides, that if the 
solace for what they deemed their mis- great plans which they had in mind 
fortunes in the seemingly vast sums of were to be realized, it was necessary that 
money paid them by the railroad com- they thus should accumulate a working 
pany for their labor and for their wasted. capital. The business that they had in 
fields. The possesaion of money was hand was a legitimate business, he said, 
new to them, and they found that it one in which any honorable gentleman 
brought them many pleasant things. honorably might engage. • 
The traders who came down with wagon- At first Don Jose certainl~ not 
loads of beautiful wares and stuft"s from take kindly to this "legitimate . ess," 
the North did a brisk business; and but fP'&duaUy he suft"ered himself to be 
every night there was a dance, and every convmced by the arguments of the "hon
Sundsy & fiesta, in one or another of orable gentleman" with whom he was 
the little towns. Nor did these simple associated. And a still stronger argu
prodigals stop in their merry-making to ment tending to his conviction was his 
consider that as their money was going growing love for the growing mass of 
as fast as it came, and going only to silver dollars which he bad in store. 
secure them passing enjoyment, nothing He had made a hiding-place for his 
would remain in the end to compensate treasure in the clay floor of his sleeping
them for the injury done to their farms room, and at night he would dig awal 
-that would remain an injury always. the clay that covered it and would 8lt 

Don Jose was the one exception to for hours contemplating it in a dreamy 
this improvident rule. He held what ecstasy, as he pictured to himself the de-
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lights which soon now were to be his: 
how he would be the owner again of the 
great hacienda in Chihuahua; how he 
would live again the free, careless life of 
his you£h; how once more he would re
ceive the respect and honor that is the 
due of him wllo owns broad lands. And, 
thus ricbly fancying, he would grow 
pitiful of himseH as he thought of the 
many years that he had lost, here in this 
miserable Town of the Holy Children, in 
a meaningless and ignoble life. 

And yet, though he tried to smother 
it in the depths of his heart, the thought 
would force itself upon him, now and 
then, that his wealth was being bought 
at the cost of certain precious things 
which wealth, in turn, could never buy. 
Already his land transactions had 
brought him the ill-feeling of the valley 
folk-who, in past times, had known 
him only by his kindly deeds, and who 
had felt for him only respect and love. 
Those whose land he had bought for 
little and sold for much, as they gradu
ally came to understand the 1088 that 
they had sWfered, were wroth with him; 
and as they told, up and down the valley, 
of the wrong that he had done them, a 
sentiment of ill-will against Don J0s6 
arose that widened and gathered strength 
from day to day. In the course of his 
rides abroad he no longer encountered 
smiling faces and greetings which came 
warmly from the heart ; the Padre, too, 
his tried and trusted friend through 
many years, had drawn away from him; 
and even in his own home there was a 
chilling change. But Don Jose, filling 
his mind with thoughts of his great 
store of dollars, and of the joys which 
these dollars would buy for him, was 
able for a long while to hide from him
seH the dismal truth that, in going out 
into his new life in search of riches, he 
had left the love and friendship-pre
cious above all riches-of his old life be
hind. Yet at last the time came when 
his mind no longer could keep this se
cret from his heart 

On day, the SeDor Richards being 
away on an expedition down the valley, 
concerning some land that they pur
posed buying, Don Jose tried to make 
clear to old Pedro the excellent things 
which were in store for them all when 

his plans should be accomplished; and 
so sought to justify his acts in his ser
vant's eyes. But Pedro listened but 
coldly, and refused to be convinced. 
So the end of their talk was that Don 
Jose bade him begone for a stupid old 
fool AndPedro, shouldering his clumsy 
hoe, went down sadly and wearily to his 
labor in the fields, wondering the while 
if Don Jose had thought him so stupid 
that night, long ago, when he crept in 
between the camp-fires of the Americanos 
to the church at Taos and saved his 
master's life at the risk of his own. 

And much this same thought came 
into Don Jose's own mind as, his anger 
cooling, he watched old Pedro slowly 
and sorrowfully shambling away. For 
a long time he sat with his head bowed 
down, while his face grew more and 
more thoughtful and sad. It is & dreary 
thing suddenly to realize that the friend
ship of more than half a lifetime is 
broken-though the hiendship thus 
riven be only that of master and man, 
and the friend lost only & clumsy old 
fellow with no ideas in his thick head 
save those of duty and love. And Don 
Jose, as the thought came full upon him 
that Pedro-who had saved his life, and 
who for so many years had served him 
with & loving loyalty-now no longer 
was his friend, was very sad at beart 

While he sat thu mournfully musing, 
Paquita crossed the patio i and he no
ticed, being in the mood to perceive the 
omissions, that she did not turn, as for 
so many years had been her wont wben 
sbe came near her master, to interchange 
with him the friendly smile that was 
sure to be the prelude to & little friendly 
talk. Here, then, was another faithful 
friend estranged. 

He heard Juanita's step in the house 
and called to her; but when she came 
out to him her face was grave and, stop
ping a little space from where he sat, 
she asked what he would have her do. 
She did not come running to him with 
a laugh and kiss him upon the cheek; 
and be knew of a sudden that a long, 
long while had passed since she had 
given him this sweet caress. 

"Dost thou not love me, little one? " 
he asked ; and his heart grew colder and 
sadder still as, instead of the loving an
swer that she would have given & year 

... .. 
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before, she sa.id, simply, "Sj, Senor," 
but made no motion to come to his half
extended arms. And then, waiting a 
moment or two respectfully, to know if 
he had any commands to la~ her, 
and finding that he rem a; silent, 
Juanita walked quietly away. 

As he looked after her, longingly, he 
marked with surprise how much with
in the year she had changed. She no 
longer was a slim sl.i~ of a girl, and in
stead of her light, qmck step she walked 
heavily. In the doorway she paused 
and half turned, as though irresolute to 
go or stay, and he saw that her face was 
flushed with a deep red. For a moment 
her eyes met his, and the old-time love
light seemed again to shine in them
but it was strangely blended with an ex
pression, half of doubt, half of fear. Yet, 
before he had time fully to perceive all 
this, still 1888 to comprehend it, she 
turned again, hastily, and was gone. 

And thus it was that Don Jose came 
to know clearly that the money which 
he had gained had cost him all the love 
that was his in the world. 

For awhile he again sat silent and 
sorrowful; and then he arose and 
walked, with something of eagerness, out 
from the patio and aeroBB the road into 
the little chapel Although linng at 
the very door of this chapel, Don Jo&6 
but rarely entered it. In common with 
the men of his race generally, he was 
content that the services of the Church 
should be discharged for him by his 
womenkind. But now he turned to the 
chapel in earnest need, as the one fit 
place wherein his sorrow for the past 
might be lost in prayer, and wherein, 
through the answer to his prayer, might 
come hope for a better future. The 
duskineBS of the little church, as he en
tered it and left behind him the glare of 
sunlight, was comforting to him-sooth
ing him as he would have been soothed 
by a soft, cool hand laid upon his hot 
forehead. There was no one in the 
chapel-he was glad of that-and he 
sank down upon his knees before the lit
tle altar, restfully, as a wanderer finding 
welcome in a home from which he has 
gone far astray. As he prayed there, leBS 
in words than in thoughts, peace seemed 
to come back to him, and love entered 
once more into his heart. The memory 

of the many placid, happy years which 
he had passed here in the Town of the 
Holy Children came over him and filled 
him with a quiet joy in which there was 
rest and thaDkfolnetJB ; and at the same 
time the firm determination that-by 
the sweet Ohildren's aid, and by the 
Blessed Virgin's grace-this life again 
should be his filled and gladdened his 
soul And so, at last, he arose from 
before the altar and went forth once 
more into the sunlight; and in his heart 
was happineBS. 

Don Jose, a sinner, forgot that sin
though through God's great goodneBB 
and mercy it may be forgiven-is a 
deadly stain that even true repentance 
cannot efl&ce; forgot that, while evil 
may be stopped at its source, the c0nse
quences of evil done must go on and on 
until through bitter sorrow is &ecOm
plished the expiation that Fate inexora
bly demands. 

TBB Senor Richards, having, with some 
little trouble, satisfactorily arranged a 
very promising deal down the valley, 
came back late in the &ftemoon to the 
Town of the HoI, Children, to report the 
transaction to his partner, and to layout 
plans for continuing their highly profit
able campaign. For private reasons of 
his own, Seiior Richards did not intend 
to carry on this campaign much longer, 
and he &lre&dy had partly mapped out a 
bold stroke with wruch· he intended to 
bring it to an end. But that Don Jose 
shonld desire to end it was a possibility 
that had not occurred to him. Therefore, 
he was not a little surprised when-in 
the after-glow of BUDBet, as the two sat 
together in the patio smoking their c1gar
ritoB, while the cool wind poured down 
from the mountains and bronght with it 
a delicious refreshment after the long 
heat of the day-Don Jose told him of 
his changed intentions in regard to the 
execution of their plans. Don Jose spoke 
nervously, almost timidly, for his in
stinct told him that the Senor Richards 
could not in the smallest degree com
t:-end the motives which actuated 

. in renouncing the fair certainty of 
wealth; and he felt that this friend, who 
had helped him so well, so disinterest
edly, had a just right for complaint in 
a BUdden stoppage of their joint work 
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while its profits yet remained aU on one 
aide-for, though the money already in 
hand . ht be divided, the great 
scheme:ufor fortune-making, of which 
this money was the substantial basis, 
still remained in the air. 

For a little space, while he unfolded 
his intentions in the slow speech that 
was habitual with him, the angry light 
that he expected to see in the eyes of 
the Senor Richards indeed was there. 
But as he talked on this light died out, 
and when he had made an end of his 
discoarse the Americano's face wore a 
smile-not a pleasant smile, it is true; 
nor oue easy for a simple-minded man 
like Don J086 to understand. However, 
it seemed to be well meant, for the Se
nor Richards raised no objections to the 
dissolution of their partnership. It 
made no dift'erence to him, he said, 
whether or not their plans were ex
ecuted. Other land-owne1'8 on the line 
of the railroad, no doubt, would accept 
gladly the chance that Don Jo&6 chose 
to throwaway; and if they would not, 
he did not greatly care. On many ac
counts, he added, he was disposed to 
return to the States; this was but a 
slow country for an American to make 
money in; after all, these plans which 
they had formed for fortune-making 
were quite as likely to fail as they were 
to succeed. 

DonJ0s6,tlrlruCngoul1.ofhisdesire 
to retreat from his poBltion, did not 
notice the wide dift'erence between his 
friend's views now and those which he 
had expressed that very morning-when 
he had repeated with emphaais his fre
quently-urged belief that the very plans 
which he now dismissed so airily would 
IUJ811l'8 to them both the ~y acquisi
tion of fabulous wealth. Don Jo&6 
perceived this change of front, the 
thought might have occurred to him, 
ignorant though he was of the darker 
side of human nature, that the honora
ble gentleman his partner, for some rea
BOn that might not bear examination, 
had been aiding him and urging him to 
build a house of cards. 

The proposition that the money should 
be divided was accepted by the SeDor 
Richards briskly. It had better be done 
at once, that very night, he said; since 
Don Jose had decided to abandon their 

joint undertaking, he would leave im
mediately-in fact, by the train that 
passed Chamita a little after midnight 
-for the States. In anyone else, Don 
J0&6 would have deemed strange such 
exceeiJingly prom?t action; but in the 
case of this Amencano he had come to 
know that inteution and action usually 
went hand-in-hand. 

Juanita had been sitting near them 
while they talked, but neither of them 
had spoken to her-her father had not 
even thought of her. Women are looked 
upon as useful creatures in this part of 
the world, but they have no part in the 
serious aftairs of men. Now she arose 
from the bench by the doorway, and, 
with a sob that startled them both, went 
into the house hurriedly. 

.. .A.h ! the poor little one I She 
mourns the 1088 of the Corpus, and the 
beautiful gowns, and all the fine things 
which I have promised her," said Don 
Jo&6. The Senor Richards made no an
swer in words, but again there ~ 
upon his face that curious, not t, 
smile. 

The two men went into the house to 
Don Jo&6's sleeping-room, and Don Jose 
-discovering now for the first time its 
hiding-place to his friend-dug up from 
the clay Hoor his hoard of silver dollars 
and made a fair div.iaion of them. He 
was strongly tempted-little liking the 
way that he had come by them-to give 
them aU to the American; but the 
thought of Juanita restrained him. 
With such a sum as still was left to him 
he could give her a marriage portion 
that would assure her a worthy husband; 
he felt that he was old now, and his 
heart's desire was to see Juanita, the one 
true treasure of his old age, well settled 
in life before he died. Therefore he 
checked his impulse, and, when the 
Senor Richards had verified his count, 
he returned his own half of the money 
to its hi:lace in the clay Hoor. 
Senor Ri stood by and watched . 
him-the unpleasant smile again upon 
his face, though this time it was unseen 
by Don Jose-while he 1illed in the hole 
and carefully levelled over it the clay. 

When the two men separated-for the 
few hOU1'8 of sleep which could be cau~ht 
before the Seiior Richards would nde 
away to take the north-bound train-
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Don J086 returned across the dark patio. 
As he passed the door of Juanita's sleep
ing-room he heard, through the dark
ness, the sound of bitter BObs. Pushing 
aside the partly open door, he went to 
where his daughter lay sorrowing. Very 
tenderly, for his own heart felt a name
less BOrrow that entered into and was a 
part of his great love for his child, he 
asked.: 

.. Doth thy little heart su«er, my little 
one, now that all I foolishly promised 
thee is lost?" 

But Juanita answered only with a 
moan, and in the darkness she clasped 
eagerly her father's baud. 

For a long while, stroking her bauds 
soothingly, he sat beside her. But she 
would not be comforted, and her quiv
ering BObs wrung cruelly his loving 
heart. A.t last she said, with such hol
low tones of grief in her voice as made 
it seem the voice of a tormented BOul 
speaking from amidst the agonies of 
hell: .. Not now, my father. not now. 
I must tell thee my BOrrow-but wait 
yet a little time. Leave me for this one 
night longer with thy dear love, that I 
had thought already was lost to me; 
leave me, and let me make to the Mother 
of Sorrows my pra{!H" 

And Don Jose, smiling that so 
small a grief thus should stir to its very 
depths Juanita's heart, yet sorrowing be
cause his own folly had brought this 
grief upon her, kissed gentl] and lov
ingly her little tes.r-wet cheek, and left 
her alone in the darkness to pray. 

SLOP came to Don J086slowly. This 
had been a day of great excitement to 
him, and his mind was charged with 
many and con1lictingthought&. He had 
taken a decisive step that shaped posi
tively his future life. As he believed, 
he had relinquished wealth that was 
within his grasp ; as he certa.inly knew, 
he had accepted comparative poverty as 

. his portion for the remainder of his 
days. Both his conscience and his heart 
approved what he had done; yet it was 
not in human nature that, after making 
such a choice, he should not feel BOme 
twinges of regret. And a real poignancy 
was given to his sorrow by the grief that 
his choice had caused his child. He 
felt sure, of course, that this little trou-

ble of hers would be cured by time, and 
that the life which he had chosen for 
her was far more likely to bring her 
happiness than the life which he had 
rejected ; yet it troubled. him to think 
that any act of his-no matter how tem
porary her pain, nor how greatly for her 
good the eventual result-should make 
in her tender soul 10 harsh a wound. 
And underlying all these troubling 
thoughts, now that his mind was awak
ened to the change that a year had 
wrought, was a haunting fear that with 
the coming of the Americauos the rest
fulness and peace of the Town of the 
Holy Ohildren had departed. never to re
turn. When at last he slept, his aleep 
was drea.mful and unsound. 

Don Jose was awakened less b1 a 
noise than by a presence-by an instino
tive feeling that he was not alone, and 
that deadly peril was near. The l"OOID, 
without windows, was densely dark; 
only a faint suggestion of dim, reflected 
light came jn through the open door 
from the star-lit patio. Through this 
slightly luminous space, as he gazed 
intently, a figure seemed. to move; and 
a moment later he heard a very slight, 
soft sound, as though a baud were mov
ing over the surface of the clay floor. 
The BOund came from that side of the 
room where his treasure lay buried, and, 
as his light sleep wholly left him, he 
knew that he was being robbed., Some 
one of the many loose characters with 
which the valley had been infested since 
the coming of the railway must have 
guessed that he had money by him, and 
so had planned this daring theft. In 
the excitement of the moment, and in 
the confusion of a mind aroused from 
sleep, it did not occur to Don J0s6 that; 
a robber of this BOrt would not have the 
precise knowledge of the interior of his 
house, nor of the exact spot where the 
money lay hidden, that this robber mani
festly was in possession of. Indeed, he 
did not pause to think about the matter 
at all Over his head, bauging upon the 
wall, within easy reach of his baud, was 
the sword that he had carried so gallant
ly through the long-past W&l"-the sword 
that had fallen beside him, when he was 
struck down in the church at Taos, and 
that Pedro had brought away, in that 
diamal night-time, to keep as a precious 
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relic, should his brave master die. It 
was a good sword, and Don Jose's blood 
coursed hotly through his veins as he 
felt, although he was an old man now, 
that he still could use it well With a 
cry he seized it, sprang to his feet, 
crossed the room, and made a fierce 
lunge in the darkness. But his thrust 
went into the empty air-and before 
he could recover himself & band bad 
clutched his throat. 

"Hold your noise, you d--d old 
fool I I don't want to murder you. I 
only want the money. Keep quiet, and 
you'll be all right. Make another sound, 
and I'll choke you I" 

Don Jose did not understand this 
speech, for the words were English ; but 
he recognized the voice, strained by 
passion though it was, as the voice of 
the Seiior Richards. But bad he fully 
understood what was said to him, and 
no matter who the robber bad been, he 
would not have yielded. His old sol
dierly spirit, long at rest, was aroused 
again; and it was fiercely strengthened 
by the sense of the cruel wrong that was 
being done him by this Americano, whom 
he had sheltered in his own home, and 
whom he had made his friend. He cried 
out as loudly as he conld for the grip 
upon his throat, and he gave one thrust, 
at least, with his sword that told. And 
the cry and the sword· thrust sealed his 
fate. A revolver cracked, throwing out 
for an instant & glare of red light into 
the darkness, and Don Jose fell back 
u~n the little heap of upturned clay be
ade his treasure-dead. 

As he fell, a gleam of light shone out 
side the doorway in the patio, and then 
-carrying a lantern, and armed with no 
better weapon than his bi~ hoe-Pedro 
rushed into the room ; behind him came 
Paquita, and with her, wild eyed and 
fear-etricken, Juanita. The light last-

ed only for an instant. The revolver 
cracked again, and Pedro fell dead by 
the side of Don Jose. In the war-time 
of old, often bad Pedro prayed that 
should his master fall, battling fairly 
with an honorable foe, he might thus 
fall beside him. But what bitter irony 
of that prayer it was that they should 
die together in such a dastard fight as 
this I 

For the instant that the light lasted 
Juanita's eyes met those of her father's 
murderer; and even the Senor Richards, 
who was blessed with a commendable 
coolness under trying circumstanceS, 
trembled, with chilied blood, before that 
wild look in which was mingled deadly 
horror and desolate despair. Then Pe
dro'slife and the light went out together, 
and went out, also, all light from Juani
ta's forever-darkened soul 

In the darkness the two women heard 
the murderer move the bodies upon the 
door; heard, a little later, the clink of 
silver-he was not the man to lose the 
fruit of his work; heard him pass 
through the door, close beside them, and . 
so &cross the patio to the corral, where 
his horse, ready saddled, stood tethered ; 
heard him mount, and heard the sound, 
ever lessening, of his horse's hoofs as he 
galloped toward the ford in the river, 
guided by the clear, pale light of the 
stars. So still was the night that they 
even heard the splashing of water as he 
crossed the ford at Ohamita. At the 
same moment sounded shrilly the whis
tle of the approaching train for the 
North; and they knew that to arouse 
punmit was useless-for the devil had 
saved his own. 

THus cruel death and yet more cruel 
despair came together into the Town of 
the Holy Children, and broke forever the 
sweet spell of its gentle, gracious name. 



A DREAM. 

By Ellen Burrougbs. 

LAST night, what time dreams wander east and west, 
What time a dream may linger, I lay dead, 
With flare of tapers pale above my head, 

With weight of drifted roses on my breast; 
And they, who noiseless came to watch my rest, 

Looked kindly down and gentle sentence said. 

One sighed "She was but young to go to-day;" 
And one "How fiercely life with death had striven 
Ere God set free her spirit, sorrow-shriven!" 

One said "The children grieve for her at play;" 
And one, who bent to take a rose away, 

Whispered" Dear love, would that we had forgiven." 

GIBRALTAR. 

By Henry M. Field. 

HEARD the last gun 
of the Old Year 
fired from the top 
of the Rock, and the 
first gun of the New. 
The bugles that 
sounded at night 
sounded again at 
morning. Scarcely 

had we caught the last echoes, that, 
growing fainter and fainter, seemed to 
be wailing for the dying year, before a 
piercing blast announced his successor. 
The king is dead! Long live the king ! 

It was a notable day, even in a life of 
travel, when I entered the Straits of 
Gibraltar. Coming from Cadiz, and 
tonching at Tangier, the port of Mo
rocco, after a few hours we glided be
tween the two continents, which here 

come within hailing distance of each 
other (only nine miles separating the 
most southern point of Europe from 
the most northern point of Africa), and 
are at once in sight of the Rock, which 
looms up grandly before us. Although 
it was but the middle of the afternoon, 
the winter sun hung low, and striking 
a.cro88 the bay, outlined against the sky 
the figure of a lion couchant-a true 
British lion, not very unlike those in 
Trafalgar Square, in London, only that 
the bronze is changed to stone, and cut 
out of a mountain. But the figure is 
there, with the kingly head turned to
ward Spain, as if in defiance of its for
mer master, every feature bearing the 
same character of leonine majesty and 
power. That is Gibraltar! 

It is a common saying that "some men 
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achieve greatness, and some have great
ness thrust upon them." The same may 
be said of places; but here is one to 
which both descriptions may be applied 
-which bas bad greatness thrust upon it 
by nature, and bas achieved it in history. 
There is not a more picturesque spot in 
Europe. Imagine a rock fourteen hun
dred feet high-more than three times 
as high as Edinburgh Castle, and not 
like that firm-set upon the solid ground, 
but rising out of the seas-and girdled 
with the strongest fortifications in the 
world. Such greatness bas nature thrust 
upon Gibraltar. And few places have 
seen more history, as few have been 
fought over more times than this in the 
long wars of the Spaniard and the 
Moor; for here the Moor first set foot 
in Europe, and gave name to the place 
(Gibraltar being merely Gebel~-Tarik, 
the mountain of Tarik, the Moorish in
vader), and here de~ from it, after 
a conffict of nearly mght hundred years. 

The steamer anchors in the bay, half 
a mile from shore, and a boat takes us 
off to the quay, where, after being duly 
registered by the police, we are permit
ted to pass under the massive arches, 
and through the heavy gates of the 
double line of fortifications, and enter 
Waterport Street, the one and almost 
only street of Gibraltar, where we find 
quarters in that most comfortable refuge 
of the traveller, the Royal Hotel, which 
is to be our home for a week. 

It was a bright New Year's morning, 
that first day of 1887, and how could 
we begin the year better than by climb
ing to the top of the Rock, to get the 
outlook over land and sea? The ascent 
is not difficult, for though the Rock is 
steep as well as high, a zigzag path 
winds up its side, which to a good p&
destrian is only a bracing walk, while a 
lady can mount a little donkey and be 
carried to the very top. If you have to 
go slowly, so much the better, for you 
will be glad to linger by the way. As 
you mount higher and higher, the view 
spreads out wider and wider. Below, 
the bay is placid as an inland lake, on 
which ships of war are riding at anchor, 
.. resting on their shadows," while ves
sels that have brought supplies for the 
garrison are unlading at the New Mole. 
Nor is the side of the Rock itself want-

ing in beauty. Gibraltar is not a bar
ren cliJf; its very crags are mantled 
with vegetation, and wild Sowers spring 
up almost as in Palestine. Those who 
have made a study of its Sora tell us 
that it bas no less than five hundred 
species of Sowering plants and ferns, of 
which but on&-tenth have been brought 
from abroad; all the rest are native. 
The sunshine of Africa rests in the clefts 
of the rocks; in every sheltered spot the 
vine and the fig-tree Sourish, the al
mond-tree and the myrtle; you inhale 
the fragrance of the locust and the or
ange blo880mB ; while the clematis hangs 
out its white tassels, and the red gera
nium lights uf the cold gray stone with 
rich masses 0 color. 

Thus loitering by the way, you come 
at last to the top of the Rock, where a 
scene bursts upon you hardly to be 
found elsewhere in the world, since you 
are literally pinnacled in air, with a ho
rizon that takes in two seas and two 
continent&. You are standing on the 
very top of one of the Pillars of Her
cules, the ancient Calpe, and in full 
view of the other on the African coast, 
where, above the present town of Ceut&, 
whose white walls glisten in the sun, 
rises the ancient Abyla, the Mount of 
God. These are the two Pillars which, 
to the ancient geographers, set bounds 
to the habitable world. 

On this point is the signal station, 
from which a constant watch is kept for 
ships entering the straits. It is an an
cient watch· tower, for here the Carth&
ginians watched the Roman ships. The 
Spaniards called it "El Bacho," the 
Torch, because here beacon fires were 
lighted to give warning in time of dan
ger. A little house furnishes a shelter 
for the officer on duty, who from its ilat 
roof with his field-glass sweeps the whole 
horizon, north and south, from the Sierra 
~jevada in Spain, to the long chain of 
the Atlas Mountains in Africa. Looking 
down, the Mediterranean is at his feet. 
There go the ships, with boats from 
either shore which dip their long lateen
sails as sea-gulls dip their wings, and 
sometimes Sy over the waves as a bird 
ffies through the air; even while large 
ships labor against the wind. As a cur
rent from the Atlantic Sows steadily into 
the Mediterranean, to supply the 1088 
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by evaporation, if perclumce the wind 
should blow from tile same quarter, it is 
not an easy matter to get out of the 
straits. A friend of mine once came 
from Smyrna in a. sailing ship and was 
detained in the bay of Gibraltar ai:r 
weeks I At that time, thirty years ago, 
it was not 80 common as now to have 
steam-tugs to tow ships to sea.. Every 
day the number of west-bound ships 
grew greater till there were hundreds 
of vessels, large and small, waiting for a 
wind. At last it came, and in &1l hour 
every ~ue had spread its wings, and, 
said my friend, "the most bea.utifulsight 
I ever saw was that fleet as it moved off 
together from the Mediterranean into 
the Atlantic." 

But to-day the wind sca.rcely ripples 
the sea, &1ld the boats glide gently 
whither they will; while here and there 
a. great steamer from England, bound 
for Naples, or Malta, or India., appears 
on the horizon, marking its course by 
the long line of smoke trailing behind it. 

To this wonderful combination of land 
and sea. nothing C&11 be added except by 
the changing light which falls upon it. 
For the fullest effect you must wait till 
SUBset, when the evening gun has been 
fired, to sigDa.l the departing day, &1ld 
its heavy boom is dying away in the dis
tance, 

II Swinging low with lullen roar. to 

Then the sky is aftame where the sun 
has gone down in the Atlantic; &1ld as 
the laat light from the west streams 
through the straits, they shine as if they 
were the very gates of gold that open 
into a. fairer world than ours. 

But, of course, the great sight of Gib
raltar is the Fortifications, which are 
on &1l immense scale, as the whole cir
cuit of the Rock is seven miles. But 
not all this requires to be defended, for 
on the eastem side the cliff is 80 tre
mendous that there is no poBBihility of 
scaling it. It is fearful to stand on the 
brow, and look down to where the waves 
are dashing more than a thousa.ud feet 
below. The only approach must be by 
land from the north, or from the sea. on 
the western or 80uthem side. The two 
latter are defended by a. succession of 
batteries carried along the sea.-wall, and 

up the aide of the Rock, 80 that there is 
not a. spot on which an a.ajJant C&11 set 
his foot which is not under the fire of 
guns. 

The northem side is pierced by the 
great Galleries cut in the rock, which 
are the unique feature of Gibraltar, that 
distinguishes it above a.1l the other for
tresses of the world. These were be
gan more than a. hundred years ago, 
during the Great Siege, which lasted 
nearly four yea.ra, when the inhabitants 
had no rest day nor night. For, though 
the French and Spanish besiegers had 
not ri1led guns, nor any of the jmproved 
artillery of modem times, yet even with 
their smooth-bore ClmDon and mortars 
they managed to reach every part of 
the Rook. Bombs and shells were al
ways flying over the town, now bursting 
in the air, and now falling with terrible 
destruction. So high did these missiles 
reach, that even the Rock-gun, on the 
very pinnacle of Gibraltar, was twice 
dismounted. Thns pursued to the very 
eagle's nest of their citadel, and finding 
no rest above ground, the besieged. felt 
that their only shelter must be in the 
bowels of the earth, and gangs of con
victs were set to work to blast out these 
long ga.11eries, which we are now to 
visit. 

As it is a two miles' walk through 
them, we may save our steps by riding 
as far as the entrance. It is an easy 
drive up to the Moorish Castle, built by 
the AfriC&11 invader who cro88ed the 
straits in 711, and finding the 80nth of 
Spain an easy conquest, resolved to es
tablish himself in the country, and a few 
years later built this Castle on a. shoul
der of the hill, where it has stood, frown
ing over land and sea, for nearly twelve 
centuries. 

Here we present an order from the 
Military Secretary, and the otlicer in 
charge details a gunner to conduct us 
through the ga.11eries. The gate is 
opened, and we plunge in at once, be
ginning on the lower level The exca.
vation is just like that of a. railway tun
nel, except that no arches are required, 
as it is for the whole distance hewn 
through the 80lid rock, which is self
supporting. 

But it is not a gloomy cavem that we 
are to explore, through which we Cl&D 



make our way only by 
the light of torches, for 
at eyery <lozen yar<ls 
there is a large port
hole, by which light is 
a<lmitted b'om without, 
at all of which heavy 
guns are mounted ou 
carriages, by which they 
can be swung roun<l to 
any quarter. 

After we haye passe<l 
thl'Ough one tier, per
haps a mile in leugth, we 
mount to a secon<l, which 
rises above the other 
like the upper deck of 
an enormous line-of-bat
tie ship. Enormous in
deed it must be, if we 
can imagine a double
decker a mile long I 

As we tramped past 
these en<lless rows of 
cannon, it occurred to 
me that their simultane
ous discharge must be 
yery trying to the nerves 
of the artilleryman (if 
he has any nerves), as 
the concussion against 
the walls of rock is much 
greater than if they were 
fire<l in the open air, 
and I asked my guide if 
he did not dread it? 
He confessed that he 
did, but added, like the 
plucky soldier that he 
was: " We've got to 
stand up to it I" 

These galleries are all 
on the northern side of 
the Rock, which, 8.8 it is 
very precipitous, w<lly 
nee<ls such a defence. 
But it is the side which 
looks toward Spain, and 
is intended to command 
any advance against the 
fortress from the land. 
Keeping in mind the 
general shape of the 
Rock as that of a lion, 
this is the liou's head, 
and as I looked up at it 
afterward from the Neu-
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tral Ground, I could but imagine these 
open port-holes with the savage-looking 
guns peering out of them, to be the 
lion's teeth, and thought what terror 
would be thrown into a camp of be
siegers if the monster should once open 
those ponderous jaws, and shake the 
hills with his tremendous roar. 

Following the galleries to the very 
end, we find them enlarged to an open 
space, caJled the Hall of St. George, in 
which Nelson was once feted by the 
officers of the garrison. It must have 
been a proud moment when the defend
ers of the Great Fortress paid homage 
to the Conqueror of the sea. As they 
drank to the health of the hero of the 
Battle of the Nile, they could hardly 
have dreamed that a greater victory was 
yet to come; and still less, that it would 
be a victory followed by mourning, 
when all the flags in Gibraltar would be 
hung at half mast, as the flagship of 
Nelson anchored in the bay, with only 
his body on board, one week after the 
battle of Trafalgar. 

The name of Nelson recalls the great 
events which took place in these waters 
near the close of the last century. Less 

than twenty-five years before Nelson fell 
Gibraltar was in the midst of one of the 
most memomble sieges recorded in his
tory: when Fmnce and Spain joined 
their forces to wrest the Rock from 
England; and the greatest day that it 
ever saw was that which finally defeated 
the most powerful armament since the 
Spanish Armada. A brief reference to 
this chapter of history will show how 
Gibraltar has .. achieved greatne88" as 
well as had "greatne88 thrust upon it." 

There is one sure way to take a for
tress-by starving out the garrison. But 
for this it must be shut up tight enough, 
and kept shut long enough. The be
siegers set themselves to "seal up" the 
Rock both by land and sea. Great 
works were built acro88 the isthmus, 
supported by a large army, so that not 
a human being could get out; while 
French and Spanish ships guarded 
against every other approach. 

But for all that it is hard to make .. 
blockade perfect when there are hun
dreds of eyes looking out from the land, 
answered by hundreds of watchers from 
the sea. On a dark night a boat with 
muftled oars could steal up to the land, 
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to cheer the garrison with hope of re
lief. Once or twice indeed an English 
fleet broke through the blockade, and 
brought in supplies. But as soon as it 
retired (for England, which was waging 
war in two hemispheres, had battles to 
fight in other parts of the globe) the 
French and Spaniards closed round 
again. The Governor had sent away all 
destitute families, to reduce the number 
of hungry mouths, but still the food. was 
all too little for those that were left. A 
goose was worth a guinea, and a bushel 
of potatoes seemed a pricele88 posses
sion. As the pinch came closer, the 
soldiers had often to feel the pangs of 
hunger, and might have been stirred to 
mutiny if it had not been for the bluff 
old Governor, who made light of famine, 
and showed his men how he could bear 
the starving process by living for a week 
on four ounces of rice a day I 

And not content with starving the 
garrison, the besiegers tried to bombard 
it into submi88ion. At one time they 
opened a fire from 170 cannon and 80 
mortars, and kept it up six weeks, till 
the town was almost destroyed. Hard
ly a house was left standing; if here and 
there one stood half erect, it was riddled 

with shot and shell. But still the un
conquerable English would not surren
der. 

The siege had now lasted nearly three 
years, and fixed the attention of the whole 
civilized world. Made desperate by their 
repeated defeats, the allies redoubled their 
efforts. As 80 many attempts had failed, 
they determined on one that could not fail. 
A famous French engineer was summoned 
to prepare an armament more formidable 
than had ever been known in naval war
fare. Taking ten large ships, he cut them 
down to make of them floating batteries. 
They were heavily "plated," not with 
iron on the outside, like a modern iron
clad, but with ribs of oak within. In
side their enormous hulls was a triple 
thickne88 of beams, braced against the 
sides. Next to this was a layer of sand, 
in which it was supposed a cannon-ball 
would bury itself as in the earth. To 
this sand bank, resting against its oaken 
"backing," there was still an inner lin
ing in a thick wall of cork, which, yield
ing like india-rubber, would offer the 
best resistance to the penetration of 
shot. 

Having thus protected the hulls, it 
was only neceBSary to protect the crews 
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while working the guns. For this the 
decks were roofed with heavy timbers, 
which were covered with ro-pes, and next 
with hides, after the manner of the an
cient Romans. Thus shielded above and 
below-from the deck to the keel-these 
novel ships of war were in truth floating 
fortresses, and it was hardly presumptu
ous in their constructor to say that 
they " could not be burnt, or Sllnk, 
01' taken." 

As if this armored Flotilla wer not 
enough, the French and Spanish fleets 

ed with the heaviest ordnance, stretched 
along the shore. 

Against this mighty armament, the 
English commander, mustering every 
gun and every man, could oppose only 
ninety-six pieces of artillery, manned by 
seven thousand soldiers and sailors. 

Such was the position on the morning 

of the 13th of ptem
bel', 17 2, wh u the bat
terillg' ships w 1'6 BeeD 
to be getting under way. 
It wa..'1 a grand sight and 
even the Engli hroen 
who lined the rampart.s 
could not butadmire the 

Windmill Hill. O'Hara', Tower, and Europa Point. order in which they took 
up their positionS. So 

had been reinforced till there were in the 
harbor not less than fifty line of battle 
ships, with innumerable smaller vessels, 
supported on land by an army of forty 
thousand men, whose batteries, mount-

confident was the Span
ish admiral that his ships were shot
proof and bomb-proof, that he took no 
pains to keep at long range, but ad
vanced boldly and moored within half 
gunshot, with large boats full of men, 



GIBRALTAR. 453 

Th. Uon Couchant. 

ready to land as soon as the batteries on 
shore were silenced. To both sides it 
was evident that the decisive day had 
come. 

While this maoreuvring was going on, 
the English stood at their guns in si
lence till "Old Eliott" took his stand on 
the King's Bastion, and gave the signal 
for the roar of earth and hell to begin. 
Instantly the floating batteries answered 
from the whole line, and their fire was 
taken up along the shores of the bay, 
till there were four hundred guns play
ing on the devoted town. No thunder
storm in the tropics ever shot out such 
lightnings and thunderings. As the 
bills echoed the tremendous reverbem
tions, it seemed as if the solid globe was 
reeling under the shock of an earth
quake. 

For hours the battle raged with doubt
ful i88Ue. Though the English fired at 
such short range, they did not produce 
much effect. Their thirty-two pound 
shot could not pierce the thick-ribbed 
sides of the battering ships, while their 
heaviest shells were seen to rebound 
from the roofs, as the shots of the Con
gress and the Cumberland rebounded 
from the roof of the Merrimac. Ap-

parently the fire of the garrison pro
duced as little impression on the ships 
as the fire of the ships produced on the 
rocks of Gibraltar. 

The disparity of forces was so great 
that the allies might have carried the 
day, if that inequality had not been bal
anced by one advantage of the besieged. 
They had one means of destruction 
which could not be so easily turned 
against land defences-in the use of 
hot shot. By the side of each battery 
stood a furnace, kept at white heat, into 
which the heavy balls were dropped 
till they glowed like molten iron, and 
then were carefully lifted and rolled 
into the cannon's mouth, from which 
they were instantly hurled at the foe. 
But even these did not at first make 
much impression. The French engineer 
had guarded against them by having 
pumps constantly pouring water into 
the layer of sand below, where e. red
hot cannon-ball would soon be rendered 
harmless. In fact, e. number of times 
during the day smoke was seen to i88Ue 
from the floating batteries, showing that 
the hot shot had taken effect, but the 
flames were promptly extinguished. It 
was not till late in the afternoon that 
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they began to burst out, and it was seen 
that the admiral's shW':'as on fire. As 
the night drew on the es became more 
visible, showing the exact position of 
the Spanish line, and furnishing a mark 
for the English guns. At midnight 
nine out of the ten battering ships were 
on fire. The scene at this moment was 
awful beyond description, as the hmes 
mounted higher and higher till they 
lighted up the whole bay and the sur
rounding shores. When it became evi
dent that the ships could not be saved, 
there WIlB a panic on board; all disci
pline was lost in the eagerne88 to escape 
from the burning decks; sailors and 
gunners threw themselves into the sea. 
Boats from the Heet picked up hun
dreds, and still there were hundreds 
more who were perishing. Then it was 
that the English showed that their cour
age was equalled by their humanity, 
as the very men that had fought all 
day at the guns pushed oft" in boats to 
save their foes from drowning. Nearly 
four hundred were thus saved by Eng
lish hands. 

The next morning saw the bay strewn -

with wrecks. The battle was over, and 
although the siege was nominally con
tinued for some months longer till peace 
was declared, the struggle was ended, 
and from that day to this-more than 
a hundred years-the red cross of Eng
land has floated from the Rock of Gib
raltar. 

Such a defence was worthy of the 
priceless jewel to be kept. Never was a 
place more strongly fortified or more 
bmvely defended. Since the Great Siege 
it has been deemed impregnable, and 
the most daring foes haye kept aloof; 
but it is always in a state of prepamtion. 
Everything goes by military rule: the 
gates are opened at sunrise and closed 
at sunset, after which no one, except by 
special order, can pass out or in. Within 
these walls are kept at all times five or six 
thousand men, chiefly regiments brought 
home from foreign service, that are sta
tioned here for a time, not merely to 
perform garrison duty, but as a place of 
rest to recover strength for fresh cam
paigns, and from which they can be or
dered to any part of the Mediterranean 
or to India. While here they are kept 
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onder constant drill, for which they have ment, a thousand strong, was drawn up 
for their parades the only level piece of in line, its burnished arms glistening as 
ground in Gibraltar, the Alameda, which if those who bore them had never been 
is large enough for a regiment to go in the heat of battle. In front of the line 
through its evolutions. I had an op- were the officers mounted. As the Gov
portunity to see the splendid bearing of ernor, with General Walker at his side, 
these trained soldiers on the occasion an old officer whose breast was covered 
of presenting colors to the South Stat- with decorations, rode on the ground, 
fordshire regiment, one of the oldest the band struck up "God save the 
regiments in the British army, formed Queen," and immediately t.he regiment 
in the l·eign of Queen Anne, when the began a series of evolutions, in which 
great Marlborough led her troops to the soldiers moved with firm and even 
foreign wars. Of the 184 years of its tread as if they had but one body and 
existence, it had spent 134 (all but fifty) one soul, at the close of which they 
in foreign service, in which it had fought formed in a hollow square, and the reg{
in thirty-eight battles. Its last service mental choir sang with mighty voices, 
was in the Soudan, where it had left the and the Bishop of Gibraltar read a 
bones of many to whiten the desert. Its prayer in which he implored the bles8-
commanding officer was killed at Abu ing of Almighty God upon the arms of 
1Oea. Now its old battle-Bags, which England. Then came the supreme mo
had Boated on so many fields, worn by ment. Drums had been piled together 
time and torn by shot and shell, were to to make a kind of altar, and here the two 
be surrendered to be taken back to Eng- youngest officers of the regiment, kneel
land, and hung in the oldest church in ing on one knee, received from the 
Staffordshire as the proud memorials of hands of the Governor the colors, which 
its glory, while it was to receive new they were to bear without a stain! Re
colors, to be carried in future wars. mounting his horse, the Governor ad
The scene was a brilliant one. The regi- dressed the regiment in stirring words, 
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to which the commanding officer re
plied, that in any future conflicts, as in 
the past, these soldiers of England 
" would do or die" for the honor of their 
sovereign and their country: after which 
the Governor and his staff galloped off 
the ground, and the bands striking up 
one of the national airs, the regiment 
marched proudly away. 

The presence of so large a body of 
troops in Gibraltar gives a constant 
animation to its streets, which are alive 
with re9':'coats and blue-coats, the latter 
bemg the uniform of the artillery. Al
most every hour a company passes up the 
street, aDd never do I hear the " tramp, 
tramp," keeping time to the fife and 
drum, that I do not rush to the balcony 
to see the sight, and hear the sounds 
which stir even my peaceful breast. 

There is nothing that stirs me quite 
so much as the bugle. Twice a day it 
startles us with its piercing blast, ~ it 
fO~OW8 instantly the gun-fire, at sun
rise and sunset. But this does not 
thrill me as when I hear it blown 
on some far-off height, and dy-
ing aWl\Y ill a volley below. 
or answered back from 
a Y t morc distant 
poin t, like a mouu-
tain echo. Que 
morning I 
was tak
ing a 

Moorich Cutl •• 

walk to Europa Point, and as the path 
leads upward, I came upon several squads 
of buglers (I counted R dozen men in one 
of them) practising their" calls." They 
were stationed at different points on the 
side of the Rock, so that when one com
pany had given the signal, it was repeat
ed by another from a distance, bugle 
answering to bugle, precisely like the 
echoes in the Alps, to which every trav
eller stops to listen. So here I stopped 

to listen till the last note had died 8W8T 
in the murmuring sea; and then, &8 'r 
went on over the hill, kept repeating, 
as if it were a spell to call them back 
again : 

,. Blow, bugles, blow, 
&It the wild echoes flying I " 

NothingshoW8theEnglishch~rof 
Gibraltar more than the perfect quiet of 
the day of rest. Religious worship seems 
to be a part of the military discipline. 
On Sunday morning I heard the famil
iar sound of music, followed by the sol
diers' tramp, and stepping to the balcony 
again, found a regiment on the march, 
not to parade, but 10 church. Probably 
the soldiers generally follow the example 
of their. officers in attending the service 
of the Church of England. But they are 
not compelled to this against their own 
preferences. The Irish can go to mass, 
and the Scotch to their simpler worship. 
In all the churches there is a large dis-

play of uniforms, 
nor could the 

.,./ preachers address 
.--' - more orderly or 

more attentive lis
teners. The pas
tor of the Scotch 
church tells me 
that he is always 
glad when a Scotch 
regiment is order-
ed to Gibraltar, 

for then he is sure of a 
large array of stalwart Caru-
eronians, among whom are 

nl ways some who have the "gift of 
prayer," and know how to sing the 
"Psaumesof Da\\",id." These brave 
Scots go through with their re
ligious exercises almost with the 
stride of grenadiers, for they are 

in dead earnest in whatever the! under
take, whether it be praying or fighting; 
and these are the men on whom R great 
commander would rely to lead a forlorn 
hope into the deadly breach; or, as an 
English writer has said, "to march first 
and foremost if a city is to be taken by 
storm!" 

But aside from the military life of 
Gibraltar, one who has been RCCUR-
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tomed to think of it 3S only a Fortress, 
is surprised to find it a town of twenty 
thousand inhabitants, besides the gar
rison, with as motley a population as 
can be found in any city on the Medi
terranean. Indeed it is one of the 
most cosmopolitan places in the world. 
It is a great resort of political refugees, 
who seek protection under the English 
1Iag. As it is so close to Spain, it is 
the first refuge of Spanish conspirators, 
who, failing in their attempts at revo
lution, flee across the lines. Misery 
makes strange bedfellows. It must be 
strange indeed for those to meet here, 
who in their own land have conspired 
with, or it may be against, each other. 

Apart from these, there is a singular 
mixture of characters and countries, of 
races and religions. One who is curious 
in the study of peoples and costumes, 
or an artist in search of the picturesque, 
may find it in sufficient variety without 

J 

travelling to ai1'o 01' Constantinople. 
paniard and 1\1 ors, who fought 

for ibrnlt&r n thousand years ago, are 
at p nc and go d friends, at least 0 

far as to be willincr to cheat each other 
u.s I' atlily as if they were of th same 
religion. Here Ill'e long-b ard d J ws 
ill their gabrmli:u s; and Turks with 
theu' baggy tI'ou r takin~ up more 
pace than is allow d to hn tian legs; 

with a wongI' 1 race from the Ea t I'n 
part of the Mediterranean, known as 
Levantines; and another like unto them, 
the Maltese; and a choice variety ot 
natives of Gibraltar, called "rock-scor
pions," with Africans blacker than Moors, 
who have perhaps crossed the desert, 
and hail from Timbuctoo. All these 
make a Babel of races and languages, 
as they jostle each other in these nar
row and crowded streets, and bargain 
with each other, and I am afraid some
times swear at each other, in all the lan
guages of the East. 

These pictures of Gibraltar would 
not be complete if I did not add that 
it has one more charm which sweetens 
all the rest. An American visitor who 
can remain long enough to see a little of 
its social life will find it very delightful 
He will miss the society of his country
men, for there is but one American fam
ily, that of the consul; but since he is 
our only representative, it is well that 
he is one who commands universal re
spect for himself and for his country. 
Mr. Horatio J. Sprague is the oldest 
consul in the American service, having 
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been here forty years, where his father 
was consul before him. I wish America 
were as well represented everywhere else. 
And he is 80 kind that all Americans feel 
at home under his hospitable roof. 

But aside from this courtesy, which 
an American may perhaps expect be
cause of his country, one who comes 
with letters to those in authority, will 
find them all, from the Governor through 

the officials, 
~ civil IUld mil

itnry, show
" ingthatcow'-

tesy which is 
': the mark of 

high-hl'd 
gall tlemen all 

over the world. I was particu
larly indebted to the Colonial 
Secretary, Lord Gifford, to whom 
I had a letter from the British Min
ister at Madrid. These, with the lovely 
English ladies, make a 80ciety into which 
I felt it a privilege to enter and from 
which I was reluctant to depart. 

With such attractions of place and 
people, Gibraltar might be a most agree
able place of residence. But to me it 
has one drawback which I have to con
fe88, even though it may move the mirth 
of my American friends. It is the can
nonading which, at certain times of the 

year, makes the rocks echo with a deaf
ening sound. I hate noise-and espe
cially the noise of sharp explosions. I 
have always been of Falstaff's opinion, 
that 

"But for those vile gUDS I would be a soldier." 

But here the" vile guns" are eve~'
where-along the sea, and on the hill
side, 80 that as you climb the Rock, it 
seems fairly to bristle with guns. You 
cnnnot turn to the right or left without 
seeing the e open-mouthed monsters, and 
looking into their murderous throats. 
It ho. been said that at one time there 
were a thousand cannon mounted on 
the Roc·k, but since the modern im
provement in artillery, the military en
gineers have advised to diminish the 
number and increase the calibre. Two 
J:\'UllS of n. hundred tons each have re
cently been mounted on the sea wall, a 
single shot from which, planted squarely 
amidships, would sink the greatest ship 
that floats the seas. 

With all these guns around me, I was 
surprised at the quietness of Gibraltar. 

I had been there a 
week, and yet I had 
not heard a single 
gun, except at sun
rise and sunset, and 
at half-past nine 
o'clock for the sol
diers to return to 
their barracks. 
There had not been 
even a salute, for, 
although there was 

" on the Alameda a 
saluting bat t e r y , 
composed of Rus
sian guns taken 
in the Crimean 

war, yet it was le88 often used than 
might be supposed, for the ships of war 
that come here are for the most part 
English (the French and Spaniards 
would hardly find the associations of 
Gibraltar agreeable), and these are not 
saluted since they are at home, as much 
as if they were entering Portsmouth. 

For these reasons my week in Gibral
tar was so quiet, that I was beginning 
to think it a dull old Spanish town, 
fit for a retreat, if not for monks, at 
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least for travel-
lers and scholars, 
when the Colo
nial Secretary dis
pelled the illusion 
by saying, "Yes, 
it is very quiet 
just now: but 
wait a few weeks 
and you will have 
enough ofit." As 
the spring comes 
on, the artillery
men begin their 
practice. The 
guns in the gal
leries are not 
used, but all the 
batteries 0.1 0 n g 
the sea, and at 
different points 
on the side of the 

View in the Town, Iookln, North. 

Rock, some of which are mounted with 
the heaviest modem artillery, are let 
loose upon the town. 

But this is not done without due notice. 
The order is published in the Chronicle, a 
little sheet which appears every moming, 
and lest it might not reach the eyes of all, 
messengers are seut to every house, to 
give due warning, so that nervous people 
can get out of the way-but the inhabi
tants generally, being used to it, take no 
other precaution than to open their win
dows, which might otherwise be broken 
by the violence of the concussion. Lord 
GUford, soldier as he is, said, "It is aw
ful," pointing to the ceiling over his head, 
which had been crncked in many places 
so 88 to be in danger of falling, by the 
tremendous jar. He told me how one 
house had been so knocked to pieces 
that a piece of timber had fallen, nearly 
killing an officer. But custom creates 
indiffereuce to any exposure. As the 
house of General Walker stands near the 
sea, heavy guns are mounted on the ram
part before his very door; while but a 
few rods off is one of the pet hundred
ton guns. And yet the ladies of his 
family said that they" did not mind it." 
They took good care, however, to take 
down their mirrors, and to lay away their 
glass and china, lest they should be shat
tered in pieces. Then they threw open 
their windows, and let the explosion 
come. For me this would be a tri1le too 

near, and with all my love for Gibral
tar, I do not think I should choose 0. 
hundred-ton· gun 88 a next-door neigh
bor. 

But the week of my stay was coming 
to a close, and I had taken my passage 
for Oran on the Barbary coast, when 
the Colonial Secretary, kind to the last, 
proposed to send me off to the ship in a 
government launch, an offer which my 
modesty compelled me to decline. But 
he insisted (for these Englishmen, when 
they do a thing, must do it handsomely) 
till I had to submit. It W88 a beautiful 
night. The moon was up, though hall 
hidden with clouds, from which now and 
then she burst forth, covering the bay 
with a flood of light. 

Once on the deck the whole broad
side of the Rock was before us, with the 
lights glimmering far up and down the 
heights. At half-past nine the last gun 
W88 fired, and in another half hour the 
lights in the barrncks were put out, and 
all was dark and still. 

It was midnight when the steamer 
began to move. The moon had now 
flung off her misty veil, and risen to the 
zenith, where she hung over the very 
crest of the Rock, her soft light falling 
on every projecting crag. The ship it
self seemed to feel the holy stillness of 
the night, and glided like a phantom
ship, almost without a sound, over the 
unru1Bed sea. As we crept past the 
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long line of batteries, the Great Fortress, our last glimpse of Gibraltar was a vis
with its hundreds of guns, was silent; ion not of War but of Peace, as we 
the Lion was sleeping, with all his thun- rounded Europa Point and set our 
dera muffied in his rocky breast. Thus faces toward Africa. 
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I AU nu old 
maid; a nd, 
what is more, 

Iln 0111 maid who 
is n. lond of a bit 
of romo.no 8S the 
;youngest /Uld gid
diest of ;you all 
Imleed, were it 
\lot for that little 
wenkneRs of mine, 
I should uever 
have thought of 
telling you of my 

summer in the Bernese Obel'land ; for, 
although Cornelia-dear soul-is one of 
the best of women, I cannot fancy that 
she would be particularly interesting in 
a story. 

From my earliest childhood I had 
looked up to Cornelia in half-awed ad
miration, both on account of her very 
superior intellect and because of hAl' 
rare strength of character. From this 
you will gather that I am but a poor
spirited creature myself, and you will 
not be far from the truth. But since 
her marriage all that has changed, and 
I often find myself wondering how it 
is that these women who seem to rule 
everyone about them with rods of iron 
will bend like veriest reeds in submission 
to men who, I would be willing to wa
ger, have not one tithe of their good, 
sound common-sense. 

Cornelia is my sister-one of my sis
ters, I should say; for there are six of 
us, married and single, and all of ages 
that are usually denominated as " rather 
uncertain." To ourselves. alas! they 
are most hopelessly" certain." 

Of Cornelia I am especially fond, and 
for her sake I try to like her husband. a 
phlegmatic old German, whom she met 
and married some fifteen years ago at 

Marienbad. Her marriage was the only 
thing about which we ever disagreed; 
but all my remonstrances were in vain 
-remonstrances generally are in such 
cases-and married they were; and 
since that time my poOl' sister has 
passed the greater part of her life in 
preparing mustard plasters for Wil
helm's attacks of gout, which, I have no
ticed, invariably come on after he has 
been eating too much of his beloved 
sauer-kraut. Only once since the sum
mer of her marriage have I seen my sis
ter, and that was seven or eight years 
ago, when she was very ill, poor deal', 
and I left my quiet, pretty home on the 
outskirts of Boston, to cross the ocean 
and take care of her. They were living 
in Berlin then, but upon her recovery 
left that city for Munich, where they 
spent four years, after which-Heaven 
knows why-they moved to Berne. It 
may have been that Herr von Albrecht, 
having spent some time there in his 
youth as Secretary of the Prussian Le
gation, had retained pleasant recollec
tions of the quaint old town; or per
haps he fancied that the mountain air 
would admit of his indulging with 
greater impunity in his favorite dish; 
but whatever the reason of their going 
there may have been, certain it is that 
my sister found her life in the Swiss 
capital a dreary one. I had thought as 
much for some time past; but when, one 
bright morning in May, I received a 
most imploring letter, entreating m~ 
as the member whose absence could be 
best supported by the family-to come 
and spend the summer in Berne, I felt 
certain that my surmises had been cor
rect. The knowledge, however, did not 
prevent me from giving many little ex
clamations of pleasure and delight as, 
in the gayest of spirits, I packed my 
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II Turnin, quickly about, I cauaht lieht of • pretty face." 

modest trunk for the voyage. Do not 
be alarmed, I am not going to tell you 
about that; though I frankly confess 
that it was with a great feeling of relief 
I recognized Cornelia's dear, nearsight
ed eyes peering into the carriage-~ 
doWB as the train steamed slowly into 
the station at Berne; and, dusty, ner
vous, and tired, I leaned back on the 
hard cushions of my brother-in-law's car
riage as though they had been softest 
down. How you would have laughed, 
could you but have seen us then; two 
prosaic Boston women, sitting there, 
holding each other by the hand, and 
talking as fast and unintelligibly as any 
two school-girls could have done. 

As we finally started off, Cornelia 
made some slight excuse for her hus
band's non-appearance 8t the station, 
and I-devoutly thankful that he had 
seen fit to remain at home--commenced 
to mttle off, as quickly 88 my poor 
tongue was able, all the family news and 
g088ip, pausing only to give a little cry 
of delight as we crossed a high bridge, 
and I saw-far below us-the AM, toss
ing and tumbling along, and throwing 
myriad sparkling little jets of light into 
the air. How lovely and bright it all 
was I My spirits were reviving wonder-

fully, and as we reached the gates of 
"La Rosiere," and caught sight of Wil
helm awaiting us upon the broad piazza, 
I felt strongly tempted to compliment 
him on his generally improved appear
ance, but fortunately restmined myself, 
and managed to call to my face a proper
ly sympathetic expre88ion, as I inquired, 
with sisterly interest, after his health. 

One morning about a week after my 
arrival, as my sister and I were filling 
the different vases in her pretty salon 
with great, richly-tinted roses, the maid 
announced a visitor; and 1, hearing the 
rustle of a gown in the hall, hurried 
through the open gla88 door on to the 
termce, paying no heed to Cornelia's 
call of "Ellen, Ellen," as I went toward 
my favorite seat in the dear, old-fash
ioned rose-garden. It was well out of 
sight, that bench, being hidden from 
the house by a great thicket of rose
trees-while before it, on the right, the 
ground sloped gmdually down, down, 
down, until it reached the winding, 
rushing Aar. On the left lay the val
ley, its laughing green fields bright 
now with innumemble wild dowers, and 
beyond-looking in this clear air as 
though an hour's walk would take one 
to their very feet--towered the Wetter-
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born, the Eiger, the Moench, and the 
glittering, beautiful Jungfrau. As I sat 
there with my hands folded, drinking in 
all this loveliness, and congratulating 
myself on having successfully eluded 
Cornelia's morning caller, I was startled 
by hearing a half-sti1led cough close be· 
side me. I dare say I screamed-I am 
one of those nervous women who usually 
dQ scream-for the next moment a. low, 
80ft laugh told me the direction from 
which the cough had come; and turning 
quickly about, I caught sight of a pretty 
face smiling merrily at me from across 
the thick hedge which separated the 
Albrechts' place from that of their next 
neighbors. Forgetting that I was in a 
country where my own plain Boston 
English was not understood, I called out 
II Good-morning," and was astonished to 
see a bright glow overspread the child's 
face-child she appeared to me, though 
I discovered afterwards she was seven
teen years old-as she stammered forth, 
with the most bewitching little accent: 

" Oh! I beg 80 much your pardon, 
madame, I thought it was Madame von 
Albrecht." But that winning face had 
thoroughly captivated me, and, true Yan
kee that I am, I commenced immediately 
asking questions. 

"Where in the world did you spring 
from, my dear? Why have I not seen you 
before? I am Madame von Albrecht's 

sister. Come and tell me all about 
yourself." Again that bright blush, ac
companied this time by a. low, silvery 
laugh. I have never heard any laugh 
just like that one, 80 clear and 80ft and 
musical! I think it must be because I 
have rather a harsh voice myself that I 
have always admired so extravagantly 
that peculiar softness of tone which, un
fortunately, is 80 rarely heard among 
New England women. 

But even as she laughed she had 
turned away, and just as I was wonder
ing whether I should see her again, a 
heavy branch of the rose-tree behind me 
was lifted, and my blithe vision stood 
by my side. Tall she was not, though 
rather above the medium height. And 
where could she be from? For that 
surely was no Bernese type of beauty! 
The rich olive skin, under which the red 
blood ebbed and flowed like the tides 
on our New England shores, belonged 
rather to the sun-kissed children of Italy 
than to the denizens of a land guarded 
by eternal snows. 

Now she seated herself on the bench 
beside me, and striving hard to bring 
a repentant look into those laughing 
black eyes, apologized for having inter
rupted me. (In my occupation of twist
ing my thumbs, I suppose I) But hav
ing no idea of making my idleness a 
generally known fact, I abstained from 
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fI While oppotite them-partly reclinine in a low-hun, I'." hammock-wal Hltent." 

any comment on her remark, and re
commenced my questioning. 

"What is your name? And why 
haven't I seen you before?" 

Neither very polite nor very brilliant, 
but she answered, quickly: 

" Because I have been with my grand
mother in Fribourg." 

"Ah !" (This with a sigh of relief.) 
" Then you are not Bernese? " 

"Oh, no ! " she replied hastily. "My 
mother is from the South of France, and 
my father"-here the voice took sudden
ly a graver tone-" was a Fribollrgeois." 

" Ah ! That accounts for your looks, 
then." 
~ 

I don't know how I happened to say 
such a thing, but it slipped out in spite 
of me ; and she turned a puzzled. anxious 
glance in my direction, jus~ 88 though I 
had told her she was a chimpanzee, or 
something of that sort. Certainly she 
did not understand the speech in the 
light in which it had been made, and I 
did not think it necessary to explain. 

How long we sat there talking, I can
not say, but Cornelia's voice recalled me 
suddellIy to a sense of the 6ight of time 
by the words: "Ellen, are you never 
coming to breakfast?" 

And a moment later my sister herself 
appeared, her kindly face drawn into 
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its most severe expression, by way of 
showing her disapproval of ml precipi. 
tate escape from the drawmg-room. 
But no sooner had she caught sight of 
my companion, than the look changed 
to one· of gladness, and giving a little 
cry of joy, she caught the young girl in 
her arms, saying : 

.. Why, Helene, my darling child, when 
did you return? And was the cousin 
all you expected to find him ? " 

.. N'en. parlons pall, chere Madame," 
she said quickly, adding immediately 
afterwards, .. H you allow me, I will ac
company you to the house, as I must say 
bcnUour to Monsieur d'Albrecht." 

.After that morning not a day passed 
without our seeing Helene de Tavel, and 
it was not long before I had heard the 
details of that visit to Fribourg. She 
had gone there to meet a cousin of her 
father's whom-as she calmly announced 
-she one day expected to marry. "It 
was always my dear father's wish that I 
should marry my cousin Vincent, and
though as children we never got along 
well together-I doubt not but that 
we shall be most excellent friends now. 
He is seven years older than I am, and 
has been about, and seen much of the 
world; still, my mother insists that our 
jianfll!.iJl,eB shall not be-how would you 
say it ?-un fait accompli-until I have 
reached my eighteenth birthday-and 
fortunately there are still two months 
before that will be here," she finished 
with a queer, mirthl688 little laugh. 

.. Does she love this cousin of hers, 
or does she not? I can't make her out," 
I said to Cornelia one day. 

.. Love him! How can you suppose 
such a thing ! " came the answer. .. The 
child scarcely knows him as yet! He 
has been brought up in Paris, and she 
has passed her life between Berne and 
Fribourg. She V1illlove him, of course, 
when he is her husband, and that is all 
that is neceBBary." 

Was this really Cornelia speaking? 
I could hardly believe my ears, and I 
was certainly very far from being con· 
vinced of thewiBdom of her words. You 
see, I am rather an old·fashioned body, 
and do not like to give up my belief in 
the existence of love-lorn Romeos and 
Juliets just yet awhile: 

Madame de Tavel was a great invalid, 
VOL. III.--4S. 

and on these warm summer afternoons 
would lie in her chaise longue on the 
shaded terrace before her pretty chalet; 
sometimes reading, but oftener list~g 
to the merry chatter of the bright young 
bein~,'::om she seemed never to tire- of 
watc' . There Cornelia and I would 
join them, and then-ah, well! the moth
er was not the only person whose glances 
would linger with fond admiration upon 
Helene's sunny countenance. To tell 
the truth, I had come to love the child 
as though she had been my very own. 
It was indeed a pretty picture to see her 
lying there on the grassy slope beyond 
the terrace, in the shade of that great 
spreading marronnier, her arms crossed 
behind her head, and her eager face up. 
turned, as she told us strange stories 
and legends of the old chAteaux we had 
passed during our momingdrives. 
Blood-curdling tales many of them were, 
making me-even in this bright sun
light-shiver, and look fearfully about. 
as though I heard already the clank of 
heavy armor, or expected to see the life
less body of the Count d'ErIach stretched 
on the ground beside me, as it had lain 
on the stone llooring of the great hall 
in his old chAteau of Reichenbach, near
ly four hundred ;r.ears ago. 

II Who told you all these things, and 
how is it possible for you to remem
ber them so well?" I asked, rather ner· 
vouBly, one day. 

Then she informed me that her father 
-M. de Tavel had died some eighteen 
months before-ha4l had a great fond
ness for collecting old manuscripts, and 
had owned many containing very curi
ous histories and leeds of the country; 
and that these it always been her 
greatest delight to be allowed to read. 
But, in addition to this, their house was 
filled from garret to cellar with treas
ures in the form of rare old china, an
tique furniture, and costly tapestries; 
and I could not wonder that-living in 
such an interior-Helene's mind had 
become impregnated with these stories, 
just as a dainty bit of old lace shut in a 
box of violet-wood would gradually be
come permeated with the delicate aroma 
of the receptacle in which it lay. 

One very hot July morning-driving 
was absolutely out of the question that 

... II. 
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day-Cornelia and I were sitting to
gether in the garden; she, busl, as U811al, 
with some knitting, and I-frivolous old 
body that I am-idly watching her fin
gers and wishing for some excitement 
to vary the even tenor 01 our existence. 
Suddenly I saw Cornelia's eyes open 
very wide, in a wondering, startled man
ner. Quickly following the direction of 
her gaze, I saw, coming toward the 
house, a man with a telegram in his 
hand. Immediately a vision of our nu
merous family in Boston rose before 
me, and I ran-as fast as my rather 
rheumatic knees wonld allow of my 
doing-to meet the bearer of that yel
low envelope. In a moment I had tom 
the despatch open, and then, with a great 
sigh of relief, said, "Oh I it is only 
Reggie who is coming to see us." Now, 
by that I meant no slight to my hand
some nephew, who, by the way, was 
generally considered to have lowered 
himself very much in the world by 
having left his intensely correct home 
to go and live as an artist in Rome. 
Certain it is that none of his family 
thought much of his talent for painting, 
and his eft"orts in that line were all in
cluded in the general term of "daubs." 
Even when it becamtl known that he 
was really making money, and that peo
ple .were both buying his pictures and 
htwing their portraits painted by him, 
his father and mother seemed to think 
he was disgracing himself, and that it 
was utterly impOBBible for anyone real
ly to admire those indistinct, sketchy 
things he was so fond of making. But 
a special pet of his "Aunt Nell's" he 
had' always been, and now I was de
lighted to hear of his coming, and our 
day was no longer objectless, for we 
were planning and arranging how we 
should contrive to amuse him and pre
vent his being too much bored by the 
society of his tiresome old aunts. 

Great was my astonishment that even
ing at beholding the serious-looking, 
broad-shouldered man with the square
cut golden beard and long mustachios, 
who, after getting out of the carriage 
and handing his bag to the servant who 
stood a.t the door, hurried toward the 
terrace, where we were awaiting him. 
As he came to meet us, all the gravity 
left his face, and with his old, well-

remembered, jolly laugh he caught me 
up in his arms as though I had been a 
doll, gave me two resounding kisses, 
and then turned to treat Cornelia in the 
same manner. 

But my sister is naturally much more 
stately and dignified than I am, besides 
which Uncle Wilhelm then stood. by her 
side, so, moderating his transports, Reg
gie bent his tall head and kissed her in 
a much more respectful and ceremoni
ous fashion than that in which he had 
thought fit to treat me. 

n. 
Ox the morning following Reggie's 

arrival, as I was standing before the 
glass in my room tying my bonnet
strings-that is always a very long and 
particular operation with me, yet on my 
return from walking or driving I invari
ably find my hat perched at some im
possible angle over one ear-well, as I 
was saying, I was tying my bonnet
strings, when a clear, sweet voice from 
the hall below called out, "Aunt Ellen, 
are you ready? " And the next moment 
a light step ran quickly up the stairs, 
and my beautiful darling stood in the 
doorway. I had forgotten to tell you 
that I had insisted upon her calling 
me II Aunt," for I could not bear the 
formal "Miss Thayer." Still, I must 
say that when I told the child to call me 
" Aunt Ellen" I had had no expectations 
of Reggie's arrival; yet here he was, 
and now-weIll I should have to allow 
things to take their course, for I never 
could explain all this to my pet. 

"You have not forgotten the walk we 
were to take this moming, Aunt Ellen?" 

"No, dear, don't you see I am putting 
on my bonnet? And your picnic yes
terday I Was it a great SUcoeBB? We 
missed you very much, and if it had not 
beenfor--" 

" Oh I I was so sorry you were not 
with us," she interrupted, "it was all so 
lovely. But we only reached home at 
eleven o'clock. Are you ready? Well, 
then, we may as well start.." 

Surely it was high tide this moming, 
for a brilliant color glowed upon her 
face. . 

Sho wore a dark blue cambric em-
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broidered in red-one of those pretty a,\>pea1ed to Heli~ne for the names of the 
at. Gall dresses-and her hat, of straw dift'erent animals, she answered coldly 
to match the dreBB, had on it a bunch that she knew "nothing whatever about 
of rich red 1"08e8. As she stood there them." Here indeed was a fine begin
at the door, laughing at my efforts to ning for what I had hoped would be 
get my pJain brown straw head-gear such a pleasant morning. On we went, 
straight-for I had recommenced tug- through the arcades, up into the town ; 
ging at the strings-her black eyes but what had become of my bright 
dancing with. amusement, I could not young companion, with her fund of 
help it, I had to run over and kiss her. quaint anecdotes, which I-romantic 
Then we started down-stairs, and I be- old goose that I am-always listened to 
gan lamely enough: "You will not so eagerly? As I was cudgelling my 
mind, dear, if we have a third person brains in a wild effort to devise some 
with us this morning. My nephew ar- scheme by which I could thaw this 
rived last night, and I think he would young iceberg, a happy inspiration in
like to go." duced Reggie to say: "Why don't we 

But she answered with an indifference go toward the Cathedral? I think the 
which at first rather amazed me: "On view from the terrace alongside is by 
the contrary, we shall be much gayer I far the finest of any about here. At 
I did not know YOI1 were expecting any- least, I remember that such was my im
one, but I always get on very well with pression when I was here two years 
boys. Papa used to call me his tomboy, ago." As he said this I saw Hell!ne cast 
you know." a quick sidelong glance at him, show-

Boys I Did my ears deceive me, or ing that she now heard for the first time 
did I hear someone making a hasty re- of his previous visit; and Comelia af
treat through the drawing-room toward terwards told me that that summer, 
the terrace, striving in vain to sup}»ress which had been the last one of M. de 
a laugh? But no! as we passed the Tavel's life, his family had spent in Fri
open folding-doors there was no one to bourg. 
be seen save Herr von Albrecht, who, in Fortunately, that morning there was 
his favorite seat on the terrace outside, no music on the terrace, so we had the 
was ca.1mly reading his papers. And as lovely spot quite to ourselves. Passing 
we went down the front steps we saw beneath the close-growing elms and 
Rex sauntering up the drive, evidently 'chestnut-trees, and out from their cool 
just returning from a stroll, so I must, shade to the parapet in front, we stood 
of course, have been mistaken about that lost in admiration of the exquisite view 
laugh. I did not dare look at Helene's that met our eyes. One hundred and 
face as I said: .. This is my nephew, forty feet below us stretched the lower 
Mr. Thayer," but I felt the glance of in- town, consisting, just here, of a row of 
dignation she cast upon me. Mter all, houses and one street, alongside of 
it was not my fault I I had never spoken which raced, with breathless speed, the 
of him as a boy. Reggie bowed ceremo- river, hurrying impatiently toward the 
niously, though I saw him look furtively, broad, low fall which we could see a 
with a curious, wondering expreBBion at short distance beyond. Before us, on 
my pretty friend. the opposite side of the Aar, lay the 

But she, after a frigid little bow, had valley, looking like a vast and beautiful 
walked off ahead, taking a narrow foot- sea as the ripening grain rose and fell 
path leading down the hill-side to the with each passing breeze. The lights 
bridge by which we were to CroBB the and shadows on the mountains beyond 
Aar. In solemn silence we walked were most perfect,· and, as we stood 
along, in what the boys used to call there, I saw a slight thaw coming over a 
"Indian file "-the path would not ad- certain fair young face beside me. 
mit of our going otherwise--Helene, her Reggie, meanwhile, had sauntered a 
head very erect, in front; I next; and little distance off to examine a statue 
behind me--this time I was certain I of the great Duke of Zii.bringen-the 
heard him laughing-my nephew. Past founder of Beme - which stood be
the" bear pit" we went, and though I neath the trees; and now, as he came 
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again slowly toward us, he said sud
denly: .. Do move the least bit to one 
side, A.unt Nell; there is some curious 
inscription on that stone against which 
you are leaning." And as I complied 
With his request, he exclaimed: .. Well I 
that is drawing it rather strong I Do 
you suppose they expect anyone to be
lieve that a man really jumped from this 
pa.ra.pet -on horseba.ck, too - without 
being injured in any way whatever? I 
wonder whether he ever tried it a sec
ond time I" But, as he spoke, a quick 
flush had mounted to Helene's fa.ce, and 
now she asked, in wonderment: "Is it 
possible you do not know the story of 
the student W einzllpfli? I thought 
everyone who came to Beme heard 
that-and-yes I most certa.inly it is 
truel" 

The mocking expreBBion had faded 
from ~gie's eyes, and with a sudden 
look of mtense seriousness he turned 
toward the young girl; saying: "You 
see how wofully ignorant I am I But 
do tell me about this thing. Do you 
honestly believe it happened? " 

Ignoring entirely the query with which 
his remark closed., she commenced in a 
partly troubled, partly doubting, tone: 
"I fear I shall not be able to make you 
comprehend. It seems, of course, most 
extraordinary I You see by the date on 
the stone" -1654: it was--" that more 
than two hundred and thirty years have 
passed since that most miraculous event 
took place-yet-BBBB everyone be
lieves it." 

And then, with flashing eyes and eager 
manner, she plunged into the story of 
the reckless student who, one night on 
a wager, rode his horse at full speed 
over the pa.ra.pet and sank out of sight 
in the darkneBS. A. while after, he was 
found by his friends in the town below, 
ca.1mly relating his adventures to a wide
eyed crowd, while he drained off one 
tankard of beer after another. 

My poor description can give no idea 
of the life and fire she put into the 
old story. Many times she paused as 
though doubtful as to whether the ex
pression of which she was making use 
was altogether correct, and once or twice 
she made some slight alteration in her 
phrase. 

Not once during the recital had Rex 

taken his eyes from her face, and as she 
stopped speaking he started as though 
his thoughts had been wandering. The 
next moment, however, I saw a curious 
twinkle come into his eyes; while about 
his mouth appeared a suspicious look, 
very much as though he felt inclined to 
give a good long whistle. But just 
then she looked at him, and immediate
ly, in a perfectly grave and serious man
ner, he said: .. Your story was most 
graphically told, Mademoiselle: I could 
quite fancy I saw the fellow pitching 
over here." 

She glanced toward me, half in doubt, 
as though by my fa.ce she would dis
cover whether he was laughing at her or 
no; and I who had been quite carried 
away by her narrative, said, warmly: 
"My pet, I don't know anyone who can 
tell a story as well as you do I " Again 
Reggie started, turning an odd, amused 
look upon me as he heard the manner 
in which I addressed Mademoiselle de 
Tavel; and I-to change the subjectr
hastily proposed a visit to the Cathe
draL 

Once there, all restraint vanished from 
Helene's manner, and she was her own 
dear, bright self again, telling, in her 
enth~tic little way, about the beauti
ful. carvmgs, and the wonderful old 
stained glass, introducing now and 
again one of those quaint, old-time st0-
ries of hers, with an air of such perfect 
conviction that one of us, at least, never 
doubted but that it was gospel truth; 
while not a smile, nor the faintest ~ 
picion of one, crossed Reggie's face, as, 
all unconscious of the effect she was 
producing, the child spoke of the things 
she loved so dearly. 

After all, our moming was more of a 
success than I had deemed possible as 
we were walking in such solemn silence 
down the hill leading from my sister's 
house; and it was with rather a grim 
sense of amusement that I noticed
upon remounting the narrow path, that 
it would, after all, admit of two pel'
sons walking side by side, always pro
vided that one of the two was not a maid
en la.dy who had already celebrated her 
fiftieth birthday I But there I I am not 
going to say unpleasant things I And as 
I knew Helene to be enga.ged-or as 
good as engaged-to her cousin, I did 
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not intend to worry myself on my good
looking nephew's account, for he ap
peared to me quite equal to the manage
ment of his own affairs. 

m 
had gone by 

edral, when, 0 
seated on m 

the rose-trees, 
8 Cornelia, having 
stroll off in that direction, had followed 
soon afterwards with a great dish of the 
fragrant fruit, which she had deposited 
on the bench beside me, saying that she 
had no time to do them, and that if I 
wished any for breakfast I should have 

myself. Well, 
w h Cornelia. had 

brought my . 
a roseate hue 

and her merry 
always helpe 

sweetly when I had anything of the 
kind to do ; but Madame de Tavel had 
been more feeble than usual for several 
days past, and had needed her dauga
ter's constant attendance. As I was be
moaning this fact, there came a quick 
step down the gravelled walk, and a 

ggie was sit . 
away the cigar 

he leaned fo 
help me with th 

disregard for 
p I dropped m 
stained hands in my lap and stared at 
him. What in the world had happened? 
How many times had I heard him de
clare that he would never taste straw
berries, if, in order to do 80, he should 
be obliged to hull them. Then, too, he 
had t t spoken a word b t 

ough his life 
u g a certain q 

me very limited 
to say the Ie 

o d not help e 
you want me 

you?" 
"Why, Aunt Nell, how terribly SUB

picious you have grown I I knew you 
could not po88ibly finish these things 
before breakfast, 80, like a dutiful neph
ew, I have come to help you." And he 
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laughed; but all the same I knew there 
was 80mething underneath this, and that 
it must soon come out. 

"I thought you were at work," I said. 
.. Where is little Hans ? " 

"Oh, rve finished my sketch and let 
oft: Poor li e looked 

rfect1y dazed him five 
cs for having e these 

o mornings. ve seen 
edouble-back- umedl" 
Then, alter a 10 g which 

both worked ntly, he 
asked: "Do you know how Madame de 
Tavel is, this moming? " 

Ah I Now we are coming to it I 
thoughtL 

"Yes, they sent word she was much 
better." 

" Aunt Ellen, d 
"Well, what?" 
"That she wo 
r portrait? " 
"Who? Madam 

" 
rteBtily. 
to paint 

"What an abs claimed, 
turning positively scar e, you know, of 
course, that I can only mean Mademm.
selle de Tavel I " 

But I was very grave. .. I am sure I 
can't say, Reggie; and, what is more, I 
am not at all certain that it would be 
quite the thing." 

"Quite what 
st innocent 
nephew. 

, in the 
Ie, from 

But I waslosin 1iI0 said: 
You know 88 that you 
ve no right to g of the 

kmd; for, even should e de Tavel 
allow it-which I doubt exceedingly
there is still the fiance to be consulted." 

As I finished I looked directly at him, 
and was half frightened at the strange, 
hard expression that had come upon his 
f . For a mo e t tw he said 

thing; then, in red tone, 
ry different fro had be-
e employed, h 
" I really cann wh;r it is 
at you always &king of 
demoiselle de ugh she 

were engaged to that cousin of hers, 
when you know perfectly well, Aunt El
len, that it is not 80 I Why-" here he 
spoke in a quick, nervous manner- "he 
has never even been here to see her I A 
queer engagement I should call it I " 
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"But, my dear Rex," I cried, in de
spair, "I have already told you that Ma
dame de Tavel expressly stipulated that 
he should not come until Helene's eigh
teenth birthday, which will be in a few 
weeks now. So you bad much better 
give up your idea; for I really can't see 
that any possible good could come of 
this painting business." 

But he bad risen from the seat, and 
standing, very tall and straight and hand
some, before me, was saying, coldly: 

"You appear to forget, Aunt Ellen, 
that I am an artist, and that this will not 
be the first time I have painted a young 
lady's picture I " 

He was angry with me, I saw, and I 
was sorry for it-and for him-but 
what was I to do? Just then the break
fast-bell rang, and I said emphaticall;r, 
as I took up the bowl of luscious fruit 
which he bad finished hulling for me: 
.. Well, Reggie, I will do what I can for 
you; but I must tell you frankly that I 
don't at aU like the idea of the thing." 

Great indeed was my amazement as, 
that same afternoon, having mentioned 
in rather a hesitating manner my neph
ew's request to Madame de Tavel, that 
lady raised her head quickly from the 
soft cushions of her lounge, and looking 
straight into my eyes, said delightedly: 

" Nothing in the world would give me 
more pleasure I I have always wished 
for a portrait of Heillne I You say Mr. 
Thayer will paint it here-under these 
trees-so that I can watch the work I 
Why, nothing I know of could give me 
greater enjoyment I When will he 
be . ?" 
~ much for your perspicacity, Ellen 

Thayer I thought I, mentally registering 
a vow that never again, be the circum. 
stances what they might, should I ten
der my advice to anyone. 

The following morning found us all 
assembled in Madame de Tavel's gar
den, the invalid having bad her chaise 
longue moved into such a position that 
she could watch the canvas as Reggie 
worked at it; while opposite them
partly reclining in a low-hung grass 
hammock-was Helllne, as pretty a sub
ject as it would have been possible for 
any artist to find. She bad demurred 
slightly about posing at first, and a 

strangely troubled look bad crossed her 
face; but finding her mother's heart 
quite fixed upon the idea, she had finally 
consented. Ah, well I those were very 
charming mornings we spent there un
der the great marronniers, and if this 
portrait painting interfered with our 
walks, we could none of us regret it, 
seeing what pleasure it gave the poor 
sick lady. But I, who could not resist 
watching these young people closely, 
saw that Reggie's glances were apt to 
rest longer on the dainty figure before 
him than there was any possible neces
sity for; and also that those dark eyes 
yonder bad taken a trick of droppmg 
suddenly before his gaze in the most 
unaccountable manner. Then once, in 
the midst of a seance, she bad risen ab
ruptly to her feet, saying, in an impa
tient tone, that she could not stand it
that posing made her nervous-and so 
had hurried toward the house, leaving 
us all bewildered by her behavior,
all, with perhaps the exception of Rex, 
who continued his work very quietly, no 
change whatever crossing his face; but 
I noticed a quick nervous movement of 
the hand that held the palette-very 
much as though he would have crushed 
the delicate wood between his fingers
and this was the only outward sign of 
the storm which, I dimly guessed, was 
raging beneath that calm exterior. 

But that bad happened two days ago, 
and now the finishing touches were be
ing put upon the canvas; and even Wil
helm bad come to have a look at it, and 
was standing behind Reggie's chair ex
pressing his entire and complete ap
probation. Indeed, in my opinion, it 
would have been difficult for the most 
carping critic to find fault with either 
the graceful composition of the picture, 
or the soft, dreamy lights that prevailed 
in it. 

By Madame de Tavel's side sat Cor
nelia; and if the artist missed occasion
ally a word or two of his uncle's praises, 
you may be sure no part of the half
whispered conversation that was being 
carried on between the two ladies es
caped his ear. For we were to start 
the next morning on a three days' trip 
to the Grindelwa1d, and my sister was 
now asking Madame de Tavel to allow 
her daughter to accompany U& This 



A HAPPY ACCIDENT. 4:71 

excursion was an amability 01 my broth
er-in-law's, who, having frequently heard 
me express a desire for a nearer view of 
the glaciers, had, to our astonishment, 
himself proposed that we should take 
advantage of the fact of Reggie's being 
with us to go ; and we had waited only 
for the completion of the portrait before 
setting out. 

It is needless to say that I-who 
could never keep a secret of any kind
had given a hint of this to Hel~e ; who, 
heedless of her posing, was bending for
ward, listening ~ for her mother's 
words. Once she e a slight attempt 
to interpose something to the effect that 
"it would, after all, be better for her to 
remain at home," but no notice being 
taken of this, she said nothing more. 
And now, as Madame de Tavel turned 
toward her, with the remark: .. Your 
grandmother comes to-night, cherie, so 
if you would really like to go, you can 
do ~I shall Dot be here alone," she 
leaned suddenly back again in the ham
mock, and lay there looking up into the 
branches above her head, with a white, 
dismayed expression upon her pretty 
face; while.Rex, after one quick glance 
in her direction, rose hurriedly and 
moved his easel slightly to one side. 
But I well knew this was only an excuse 
for turning his face momentarily from 
us. 

For the arrival of old Mada.me de 
Tavel meant-as we were all perfectly 
well awar&-nothing more nor less than 
that the time was nearing for the formal 
acknowledgment of HQ~ne's engage
ment; which fact, I am certain, the 
child herself had scarcely realized, until 
these few words of her mother's brought 
it, with startling intensity, before her 
mind. Well I we should have a few 
pleasant days together there in the 
mountains, and after that, all would be 
changed. 

IV. 

ABoUT two o'eIock on the day follow
ing our arrival at the Grindelwald we 
were seated-a rather silent party-on 
the broad piazza of the hotel Both 
Cornelia and her husband, having been 
much fatigued by the long drive up 
from InfAnolaken, had wished to take one 

day's rest before starting upon any ex
cursion, and I think none of us regretted 
that decision. 

A little apart from us, with a white, 
listless look upon her face, which struck 
me as strangely unnatural, sat HQ~e; 
her eyes fixed with a sort of fascination 
upon the great glacier which rose above 
us on the right, like a vast icy sea, and 
her hands lying, loosely clasped, upon 
her knees. Rex was walking slowly to 
and fro on the porch, and I noticed that 
each time he came toward us his eyes 
rested long and earnestly on that pen
sive, motionless figure. Ah, well I he 
had declined to accept any advice from 
his old aunt, and now-though they 
were both very brave about it-I knew 
the blow had fallen. 

What argument he had used in order 
to induce her to start with him for a 
walk that morning, I do not know; but 
shortly after ten o'clock she had come 
to her room-it adjoined mine, and the 
door was open between-and taking her 
hat-a little sailor hat it was-had gone 
without a word. I thought that rather 
peculiar, but even then there had been 
a certain something about her-a still. 
cold tranquillity in her manner-which 
baftled me, and prevented my speaking 
to her. As I stood at the window and 
watched her turn with Reggie into a 
narrow path leading across some fields, 
a dim foreboding of the result of that 
promenade rose in my mind. 

Let me see I It must have been quite 
two hours they were gone, for she re
entered her room just as the first bell 
was ringing for our early dinner. Never 
shall I forget the feeling that came over 
me as I heard her hastily close and lock 
the door leading to the hall and then 
throw herself across the bed with one 
long, pitiful moan. I was crying myself, 
but I did not dare go to her, for there 
are sorrows that cannot even be spoken 
01. 

I hardly expected her to go down to 
dinner; but as the second bell rang she 
appeared at my door with that white, 
stilI look upon her face which had ever 
since remained there, and saying only, 
.. If you are ready we will go down-stairs 
now," led the way from the room, show
ing no symptom of anything unusual 
having occurred except by the pointed 
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manner in which she avoided. my gaze. by all this noise and commotion, also 
No one especially remarked her looks made her appearance, and I-who felt 
at dinner, for Comelia, who was suffer- rather e~rated at finding myself left 
ing from a wretched. headache, had not so entirely m the dark-eeized Reggie's 
come down, and Wilhelm was always too arm, and inquired, in a very decided. 
much occupied with his own ailments tone, U what he was about to do." 
to pay any attention to those of other "They want help," he said, quickly; 
people. .. there's another poor fellow up there in 

Now, as we sat there upon the porch, the ice, and as there are a great number 
I noticed that Helene's eyes were no of parties out ~y, most of the guides 
longer fixed on the distant glacier, but are o~ and these men have come down 
that she was watching very intentll a to try and get aid from the village." 
little knot of men who were commg Then seeing my rather dismayed face, 
slowly along the street in the direction he added, half laughingly: "Oh, you 
of the hotel, bearing between them a needn't worry about me, Aunt N~ I A 
roughly improvised litter; and that the bad penny always tums up agam., you 
many. people who had been walking or know." 
talking near us had also turned, and But the smile died suddenly upon his 
were gazing inquiringly at this approach- lips as he caught sight of the terrified 
ing band. "What has happened? Who look in a pair of dark eyes that were 
oan it be?" were the questions heard gazing fixedly at him, and, forgetful of 
upon every side; and as the men bore all else, he stepped quickly forward, 
the litter up the steps and into the ho- taking the two cold little hands in his, 
tel, Reggie hurriedly interrogated one of and saying, in a half-whisper, which of 
the guides. I could not understand course was not intended for me to hear : 
what they were saying, but the man in "Would it not, after all, be better for 
answering turned and looked back to- me if I were never to return?" 
ward the upper glacier; and as Rex Now, I thought that hardly fair of 
and several others close by followed the him, considering the circumstan.ces; and 
direction of his glance many exclama- when she gave a little gasping cry, and 
tiona of awe and pity were heard. said," You know that what I told you 
"What is it?" I inquired. "Is he dead? this moming was the only thing there 
Who is he? " was for me to say I Ah I Dieu de 

"They say," answered Reggie, quickly, Misericorde I How hard it all is I" I 
"that it is a Professor Koning, from should have liked nothing better than 
Beme, and that they do not think he is to give my nephew a good piece of my 
much injured-only stunned-but there mind. But he still held her hands in 
is another there "-and he pointed to- his, and if the parting glance he gave her 
ward the glacier-u who they fear is was one of infinite tendemess, there was 
lost, though they are still searching for unde!l~ that a look of such positive 
bim." anguisb that I drew hastily back from 

"Lost I" I cried-" searching for him I them, while he turned silently and ab
For mercy's sake, what has he done? ruptly away and hurried after the 
Where can he have gone? Has he guides, who were already some distance 
fallen over a precipice, or what?" But in advance. 
my questions were quite unheeded, for I am not going to tell you of the long 
my nephew had followed the party into hours of weary watching and waiting 
the hotel, and for a few moments the that followed, or of how one startling an
wildest surmises were raised among nouncement was succeeded by another, 
the excited crowd upon the porch as to until gradually it came to be known that 
what could have been the cause of the .Professor Koning and his friend, or as
accident. Soon, however, the guides, sistant, had crossed the Wengernalp the 
having deposited their burden, reap- preceding day, and after spending the 
peared; and with them-having donned night at Mlinnlichen, had set out at an 
• warm shooting-jacket, and the spiked early hour that moming-the guides 
shoes necessary for Alpine climbing- having been engaged. beforehand-for 
was ReL Just then Comelia, aroused the glaciers, of which the profeBBOr was 
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making scientific studies-atudies which 
DOW bade fair to terminate fatally for at 
least one of the party. 

But 88 all earthly things have an end
ing, so that terrible afternoon finally 
wore away; and, the supper hour arriv
ing, we left our places on the porch and 
went toward the dining-room. A dreary 
enough meal that was I and I could see 
the white face by my side becoming 
more and more set in its strange 
rigidity as the long minutes dragged 
slowly by. "And what, after all, will 
be the end of this?" was the thought 
that perplexed me, and started me to 
wondering whether, indeed, the child 
would be brave enough to give .up her 
cousin in spite of the outcries of her 
family; or whether she would return to 
Berne and there seal this engtlg8ment, 
knowing all the time in her inmost 
heart that she could never truly love the 
man she was promising to marry. Ah, 
well I I may be a silly old woman, but 
I knew too well the changes on my 
darling's face to be deceived by them 
now; and-strive against it though she 
might-I was fully persuaded that she 
was caught in the toils of a love which 
would evermore hold her fast. 

At last the supper was finished; and 
as HQ~ne rose from her chair, she placed 
one hand suddenly upon my shoulder, 
saying: "We must hurry, Aunt Ellen .. 
-how curiously significant the old 
familiar address sounded just then
.. they are nearly here now." How could 
she possibly have known that? For cer
tainly no sound had reached my ears ; 
nor had any other person present heard 
anything whatever. Nevertheless, I hur
ried with her out upon the piazza, and 
there, sure enough, coming slowly along 
the street in the moonlight, was the 
band we had seen starting for the gla
ciers this afternoon, only that now it had 
increased to more than twice its original 
size. Had they found the man? Yes, 
surely; for there in the centre was a lit
ter I It made me shiver to see how omi
nously still that figure lay, as in solemn 
silence the men bore their burden up 
the steps. A coat belonging to one of 
the guides had been thrown &Cl'OS8 the 
man's body, and his head was enveloped 
in 1Iannel cloths-evidently parts of one 
or more shirts that had been torn in 

strips for this purpose-which the blood 
had already dyed a deep brownish crim-
son. 

" Ai-e-e II" I could not help giving 
this cry of pain, for Helme's fingers had 
closed so tig:~Js about my wrist that the 
sharp little 'had 'tivelyentered 
the flesh. What ail.e~ child? And 
why, after seizing my hand in that 
most 11D&OOOuntabie manner, had she 
dropped it again BO hastily, and hurry
ing forward, pushed her way through 
the crowd into the brightly lighted hall, 
where the men were by this time stand
ing. I followed 88 quickly as I could, 
wondering the while that people made 
way for me as they did, but before I 
could reach her side there came a quick, 
choking BOund-neither word nor cry, 
but rather a long, gasping so'b-and I 
saw her sink upon her knees on the lloor, 
with her pretty head resting on the un
conscious form before her, which, to my 
horror, I now perceived to be Reggie. 
Instantly the idea that my nephew was 
no longer alive took possession of me 
with such overwhelming force that for 
a moment I was utterly incapable of 
thought, and much less capable of ac
tion; but fortunately just then Cornelia 
came forward, taking the entire direction 
of aft'airs, in her calm, decided manner; 
drawing HQene gently but firmly aside, 
and confiding her to my care, and turn
ing immediately afterward to speak to 
one of the guests of the hotel whom we 
knew to be a physician. For the first 
time then her voice broke as she said : 
"He is not-fatally injured-I trust?" 

As the doctor bent to touch Reggie 
about the chest and head a young gen
tleman-who seemed to be waJ~,:jf with 
some difficulty-entered the and 
after looking about him in a perplexed, 
hesitating manner, hurried forward, 
saying, in French: "Ah, madame, if 
you but knew how distressed I am at 
the accident which has befallen your 
--" here he paused a moment in con
fusion, and after a quick glance at Cor
nelia, added, .. son. It was in saving 
my life that he met with this misfortune, 
which I sincerely trust may not prove to 
be so grave as we at first feared. H my 
poor services can be of any avail, you 
have but to command me, dear madame. 
I shall wait here, and if I can be of any 
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assistance whatever, you have but to 
send for the Comte de Ribaupierre." 

During this time I was hurrying 
Helene from the scene. Upon the 
child's face there was no trace of tears, 
but I could feel that she was trembling 
violently as her hand lay-icy cold
in mine. We were already half-way up 
the broad staircase when the first words 
of this stranger's addreBS fell on her 
ear; and standing suddenly still, she 
turned a pair of wide-open, wondering 
eyes upon me. As he ceased. speaking 
she gave again one of those curious sobs, 
and drawing me after her, hurried on 
without stopping until we had reached 
my room. Once inside that, she closed 
the door, and placing her back against 
it, stood there looking at me with so 
startled an expression upon her face 
that for an instant I was quite per
suaded she had lost her mind. 

"Did you hear?" she asked, fina1ly, 
in a hoarse whisper, which sent little 
shivers creeping down my back and 
made me look nervously about the 
room. But mastering my apprehensive
neBS, I answered, as calmly as I could: 

"Yes, dear, I heard. We must be 
thankful that Reggie was able to save 
this man's life, and hope that he is not 
so badly hurt as we at first supposed." 

"But did you not hear his name-
his-the man whose life he saved-the 
Oomte de Ribaupierre 'I " I confeBS I was 
now utterly bewildered. Here had I 
been fancying the child agitated solely 
on Reggie's account, when 10 I I discover 
that it is some idea connected with this 
man for whose sake my nephew is per
haps even now dying that is troubling 
her. 

"I must say," I answered, rather 
shortly, "I was thinking more of Reg
gie's injuries than of what might be the 
name of the person who-all unwittingly, 
of course-had been the cause of this 
unhappy accident." For a second or 
two she stood looking at me in a puz
zled, astonished manner, then, coming 
slowly forward, she said: "Is it possible 
you do not know? The Comte de Ri
baupierre--you must understand that 
he is my cousin-my cousin Vincent I .. 

Now it was a curious fact that never 
before had I heard the name of this 
cousin of Helene's, for Madame de Tavel, 

on the rare occasions when she had al
luded to him in our presence, had done 
so in a very vague and indirect manner ; 
while Helene herself, after that first ac
count of her visit to Fribourg, had never 
spoken of her marriage. 

I own that this announcement took me 
fairly aback, and I could no longer be 
surprised at her agitation, though, as 
you will see, I attributed it to causes 
very far removed from the reality. 
Many times since have I wondered how 
I could ever have said such a thing to 
her, and can only suppose that my own 
arrant cowardice where anything resem
bling a "scene" is concerned induced 
the remark. 

"Never mind, my pet. It can make 
no great dift'erence. I hardly think he 
could have recognized you in the hall I" 
Never shall I forget the look that fiashed 
into her eyes then, or the proud manner 
in which she lifted· her small, shapely 
head. Until then I had never realized 
that she was indeed a tall woman. What 
she might have answered I do not know, 
for just then the door opened and Cor
nelia came into the room. Evidently she 
was astonished at seeing Helene there 
with that strange glow upon her face, 
and the scornful light in her dark eyes ; 
but she was preBSed for time, and so
fortunately for me, I thought-could ask 
no questions. 

.. Things are not so bad after all,'' she 
commenced. "Rex is no longer uncon
scious. He had merely fainted from 
lOBS of blood. The doctor does not 
think the hurt anything serious; it is 
only a flesh-wound made by a piece of 
ice that fell and grazed his head as they 
were drawing him up from thecrevaBSe." 

"What in the world was he doing 
down in one of those dreadful places?" 

.. Don't be ridiculous, Ellen I He has 
done an exceedingly courageous thing, 
and had a very narrow escape from be
ing killed. The old guide himself told 
me that had • le Monsieur' not positive
ly declined leaving the glacier without 
one more attempt at rescue being made, 
the Oomte-the man-would certainly 
have been lost, as they were all fully pel'
suaded he had been carried away by the 
current beneath the ice." 

As my sister spoke these last words 
Helene turned abruptly away and passed 
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into the adjoining room ; seeing which, 
Comelia came closer to me and whis
pered: "Do you know whose life it 
was he saved?" I nodded assent. and 
she continued: "Does she know? " 
Again I gave an aftirmattve sign, and 
she murmured, "Poor child I I don't 
know what will come of it all I I had no 
idea of anything of the kind I" 

This was really too much, and I felt 
tempted to ask where her eyes had been, 
and should certainly have done so had 
not some motive prompted her, just then, 
to follow H61~e to her room. For a 
long time they remained there, talking 
together in low, earnest tones; while I 
-secretll wondering what the result 
of that mterview would be-proceed
ed to take off my dress and put on a 
warm wrapper, that I might be in readi
ness to assist Comelia with her watch
ing. 

But "no such thing was necessary," 
she assured me, as she came in hurriedly 
to bid me .. Good-night." making no ref
erence whatever to the conversation that 
had taken place in the adjoining room. 
So I was to be excluded from their con
fidence I I must own that it grieved me 
to think I had offended my darling, and 
it was with rather a heavy heart I laid 
my head upon the pillow. Whether or 
no it was a dream, I could not tell, but 
I certainly wakened the next moming 
firmly impressed with the idea that just 
as I had been dropping asl~, a pretty, 
white-robed figure had glided softly 
into my room, and kissing me me&
very gently-had said: .. I was angry 
at first, Aunt Nell-but I have had a 
hard. day, dear--so you must not mind." 

No I that could have been no dream, 
for she was her own sweet self again, 
and here was I, sitting in the hotel par
lor, partly hidden by the drapery of one 
of the windows, watching HQ~e as she 
walked restlessly about the room. Not 
a very attractive salon this, with ita in
artistic red chairs and sofas, and centre 
table strewn with dailypapers-Englisb, 
most of them-but we were not here to 
look at the furniture. Indeedno I Wehad 
something of much greater importance 
before us. I had tried hard. to persuade 
her that my presence at the impending 
interview was quite unnecessary, but she 
had insisted upon my remaining, and 

after my stupid speech of the night be
fore, I could refuse her nothing. 

Now the door opened, and a slight. 
dark, good-looking man, scarcely taller 
than Hel~e and resembling her some
what, appeared. Advancing with that 
blank, bewildered air one is apt to have 
on coming from the bright sunshine 
without into an imperfectly lighted room, 
he stopped suddenly as he caught sight 
of the slim, gral-clad figure, before him. 

Without givmg him time to speak, 
Helene said, quickly: .. It is I who sent 
for you, mon cousin / There are many 
things about which I must speak with 
you, and it is best to do so here, imme
diately." 

From my post of observation I could 
see his face, and it was a perfect study. 
Amamment. incredulity, and, I faint-
1] . suspected, some discomposure, were 
lighting for mastery there. Now he 
cast a rapid glance about the room, 
and his eyes falling on me, he said in 
a low tone-they were speaking in 
French, of course-"Would it not be 
better to wait for another opportunity? 
I had no idea that my aunt was staying 
here at the Grindelwa1d. It is quite an 
unexpected pleasure." He had raised 
his voice in these last two sentences, 
and now lowering it again, he added 
hurriedly: .. You know I shall be in 
Berne on Monday. Can we not dis
cuss all needful questions then,?" He
l~e had seated herself by this time, 
and resting her folded arms upon the 
table, looked up at him as he stood 
there turning his hat and stick in his 
bands in rather an agitated manner. 

.. My mother is not here," she said, in 
her clear, distinct tones; "I am with 
-friends. And it is precisely of your 
visit to Beme I wish to speak. " Again 
he glanced hastily in my direction, see
ing which, she said, calmly: "O'est une 
amie d moi / It is quite as though we 
were alone." 

Rather a left-handed compliment. 
thought I, feeling strongly inclined to 
laugh at the turn aft'airs were taking . 

.. I will not detain you long, moo cou
sin, but as it is a most important ques
tion that I wish to ~ to you about. 
I pray you be seated.' And he dropped 
into the chair toward which she mo
tioned him, as though he really had not 

n 
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strength to stand. I could not help 
pitying him. for he had been taken at a 
disadvantage, and had certainly no con
ception of what awaited him. 

.. It will perhaps amaze you, what I 
am about to say," she commenced, .. but, 
knowing that our marriage is simply 
une ~tfaire de jamiJ1e-a manner of 
keeping our grandmother's fortune un
divided-I cannot imagine that it will 
be much of a blow to you if it never 
takes place. VOYOn8, jranchement, is it 
not true, that?" 

For a moment he was literally too 
astounded to speak, and then-a dark 
glow overspreading his face-he said 
slowly: .. I am at a 1088 to know what 
can have put such an idea in your 
head. If by chance you have heard 
something about me which displeases 
you, I can but ask-in justi<!e to my
self-that you will let me know what 
it is." 

I could not help an inward cry of 
Bravo, for this was said with a great deal 
of dignity; and I commenced to tremble 
lest Helene should have the worst of the 
encounter. She had evidently not ex
pected him to take this view of the mat
ter, and there was a little distressed ring 
in her voice as she exclaimed : 

"No, no I It is not that I I am sure 
you would have made a good husband
but-but really, Vincent, I cannot marry 
you-I did not think-but I know now 
that it is utterly impossible." He, how
ever, appeared to have no intention of 
being east off so easily; and leaning for
ward on the table, just as she was doing, 
until his dark head was very near to 
hers, said: 

"Tell me what has happened, Helene. 
Your father wished this marriage, and we 
have always considered it a settled thing. 
If, then, at this last moment, you have 
changed your mind, it can only be be
cause you have met someone else whom 
you care about. If that is the ease, I 
can, of course, say nothing more; but
it will be harder for me than you think." 

What would she say, I wondered, for 
on her next words the future of three 
people depended; and I was too inter
ested in the result of this tete-a-Wte
for you see I did not count-for the ab
surdity of my own position to trouble 
me at all. Well I she did not keep him 

long in suspense, though her answer 
came with a half-sad little cry : 

.. Oh I I am so sorry I I really never 
thought you would care I I have tried 
to do right, and everything seems to be 
entirely wrong. There is someone else 
whom I-care about-as you say. I 
thought at first it was nothing-that it 
would paBB-that I should get over it
and that we would be married-you and 
I-and live very happily together; but I 
know now that that can never be-it 
would be quite impoBBible I Ah I I can
not tell you more-but you understand 
-you will not make it more difficult for 
me-for I assure you I have su1rered 
these last few days I " So I It was out I 
But he bore it bravely, like the true 
gentleman he was, and rising, said : 

.. I do understand, my little cousin. 
And now I will tell you ' Good-bye,' as I 
see it is best for me to go away for 
a while,-later, we shall be good friends, 
I hope." As he stood there, looking 
straight into her eyes, there were actu
ally tears in his. He was facing the 
light, and I could not help but see th.i8. 
And Helene, putting both hands in his, 
leaned forward in lier quick, impulsive 
way, saying: "You are much too good 
to me, Vincent. I have--" 

But that speech was never finished, 
for the door had opened, and there, 
looking very pale and white, but other
wise showing no symptoms of being 
any the worse for the accident of the 
day before, stood BeL I think at that 
moment the only unconceni.ed person 
in the room was the Comte de Ribau
pierre, who, springing forward with 
quick words of welcome on his lips, 
took Reggie's hand in his, and turning, 
said earnestly: 

"Helene, I must present my rescuer, 
Mr. Thayer. My cousin, Mademoiselle 
de Tavel" 

You probably know me sufficiently 
well by this time to hear without aston
ishment that I had J>ut myself as much 
as poBBible out of mght, for I did not at 
all like the looks of things; but at the 
same time I could not resist the tempta
tion of watching unperceived all that 
passed. That sounds rather badly, but, 
after all, I had been brought here against 
my will, and it was not my fault, if, alter 
having insisted upon my coming, Helene 
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should become oblivious of my presence. But now 
Reggie, tUter one swift, startl d glance at the man 
who life be had saved, was bowing in HeI(me's 
direction, a.nd saying coldly: " I am more than 
happy at thinkjng I have been able to render so 
great a. ervice to l\Iademoiselle de Tavel" Then, 
after an f\wkwal'd pause which no one seemed in
clined to break, he turned away, with the remark: 
• I must really beg plU'don for intruding, but I was 

told, Comte, that you had inquired for me, and as 
th man said you were here--" He was quite near 
th door by this time, nnd had put out his hand to 

open it when it was pushed from without, and a 
waiter, looking in, said: "AI. le Professeur Kon

ing begs M. Ie Comie to have the kindness 
to come to his room, as he is feeling much 

b tter Bnd would like to look over those 
not B he wn speaking with M. Ie Comte 

about this morning." 
How I wished that I might have fol

lowed the Comte 
de Ribaupierre, 
unperceived, 
from the room! 
But I did not 
dare move, as 
Rex had not seen 
me, and HeHme, 
apparently, had 
forgotten my 
very existence. 

In the first 
moment Reggie 
had started as 
though he also 
would have left 

/ ' the salon; but 
something in the J 

utter immobility 
of that pale figure opposite arrested his steps. As the door closed he came 
slowly forward, and resting his two hands on the back of a chair, stood looking 
down upon the white, troubled face. For a moment only he stood thus, and then, 
-speaking scarcely above a whisper, said: 

"I am going away this afternoon!" No answer; and after a pause of a few 
seconds, he added, "It is almost a pity they did not leave me there, down in the 
crevasse, is it not? " Still no reply; only the white look upon her face was in
tensified, while a nervous movement of the comers of that pretty mouth seemed 
to indicate that tears were sUBpiciouBly near. Seeing this, he said suddenly, al
ways in the same low tone of intense agitation: .. Only think t I might have come 
away and left him there! The guides said there was no hope t Great God ! It 
would have been almost a temptation had I known--" But here, catching sight 
of the terrified look upon Helene's face, be stopped abruptly, and dropping into the 
chair beside which he had been standing, bent his head forward upon the table, 
saying, in a voice hoarse with emotion: "Forgive me, dear. I am not myself 
this morning. I came down hoping to have one more talk with you-one more 
opportunity of pleading for your love. But there! It is of no use ! I see I am 
too late! Ah, well t I must not complain-you have been good and kind to me 

vox..m.-4& • 
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moat unseemly fit of 
merriment as she at
tempted to apologize for 
her obliviousness; but 
Rex, who was ignorant 
of the cause of my being 
there, was, very natu
rally, more than half in
clined to be angry about 
it, becomiug mollified 
only when he had gath
ered from my rather 
irascible expbwation 
some inkling of the true 
state of affairs. 

.. It mad. me ,hiye, to I •• how ominoualy atill that fieu,. lay." 

I think we all experi
enced a great feeling of 
relief when-as we 
were leaving the dining
room after our mid-day 
meal, a waiter handed 
Helene a note from her 
cousin, stating as he did 
so, that "11. Ie Comle 

always - a dangerous kindne88 - but 
now I shall go away, and not trouble 
you again-for--" Here he raised his 
head suddenly, and, his eyes meeting 
hers, he ceased speaking, while a great 
and wondrous light overspread his face. 
She was standing beside him; and 
gently-oh, so gently-he took both her 
hands in his, whispering softly : "Am I 
not too late, after all ? " 

You may poBBibly imagine that I am 
going to tell you what my darling's an
swer was, but you are very much mis
taken; indeed I fear that I have been 
already most indiscreet in talking as 
much as I have done-but of one thing 
you may be certain, and that is, that no 
one in that house could have hailed the 
sound of the dinner-bell, which rang 
shortly after these last words of my 
nephew, with greater delight than did 
Mi88 Eleanor Thayer. You think, per
haps, that that sound recalled to Made
moiselle de Tavel's mind a memory of 
the close pronmity of her friend and 
quasi chaperone. Not a bit of it! She 
would have left the room with never 
a thought for me, had I not-resent
ing such forgetfulness-emerged indig
nantly from my corner. 

Well, well! We laughed many a time 
over that afterwards, and H(·ltme-little 
mischief-was even then seized with a 

had left." Had Ribaupierre's suspicions 
been aroused by anything in Reggie's 
manner, or had he merely wished to 
avoid the ordeal of bidding her good-

bye? Whatever the cause of his sud
den departure, we were evidently not to 
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be enlightened on the subject, for she 
put the note calmly into her pocket, and 
slipping her hand through Cornelia's 
arm, went with her to her room. 

As you may readily imagine, we had 
all had enough of the Grindelwald, and 
the following evening found us once 

that, for his part, he wished none of it; 
but if Helene would marry him, he 
WO'uld promise her that, God granting 
him health and strength, she should 
never have cause to regret the loss of 
her grandmO'ther's mO'ney. Which was 
all very fine, but decidedly hazardous, 

.. H"'ne, I mutt pre.ent my rescuer," 

more seated under the marronniers O'n 
Madame de Tavel's terrace. She, poor 
lady, had listened in some perturbatiO'n 
to Reggie's petitiO'n fO'r her daughter'S 
hand, which, yO'U may rest assured, 
he had made without lO'SS of time. Evi
dently Madame de Tavel had a nervous 
dread of O'ifending her husband's mother; 
and that oldlady, UPO'n being called in to' 
the family council, PO'sitively and indig
nantly refused to give her consent. She 
.. should countenance no such capriciO'us
ness and-yes--PO'sitive cO'quetry; and 
as her fortune was her own to disPO'se 
of, it shO'uld all go to Vincent, who had 
been more than willing to fulfil his part 
O'f the compact." 

Whereat Mr. Rex lI.ew into a fine 
rage; telling the O'ld lady she might 
leaye her fortune to whom she pleased, 

as, with the exception of his talent
which I had cO'me to believe in only since 
seeing the wonderful picture he had 
made O'f Helene-he had certainly noth
ing to depend upon. 

But if MademO'iselle de Tavel had the 
faculty of being able to picture to us 
scenes and legends IO'ng since past and 
forgO'tten, she could be also very prac
tical when she chO'se, and now, by a 
cleverly turned little speech, she demO'n
strated so clearly to her grandmother 
that, had it not been for Rex, Vincent 
WO'uld have been no longer in this sphere 
to enjoy the fO'rtune that was destined 
fO'r him; and that, in consequence, a 
certain graceless cousin O'f his WO'uld 
have had it all, the old lady could nO't 
but relent; and, indeed, before many 
days had passed, the dO'wager Madame 
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de Tavel had become one of my nephew's Grindelwald for having decided our 
stanchest friends and admirers. fate ! " 

What the answer was I cannot say, as 
And now there is really nothing fur- it was not spoken loud enough to be 

ther for me to tell, unless it be that it heard by anyone but the person to whom 
was a very lovely bride who one bright it was addre88ed; but her response came 
afternoon late in October stood. in her with such a happy laugh: "Ah! you 
dainty laces, beneath those old marron- must not be too sure! I do not know 
niers, saying softly, as she turned a pair that I should ever have had the courage 
of smiling, love-lighted eyes on Rex-he to defy them all, had you not frightened 
was looking proud enough that:k' you me nearly to death that terrible after-
may be sure_U We must t the noon t" 

TOWARD SPRING. 

By Edith M. Thomas. 

THou knowest not I love thee-no, not yet, 
More than the plains in heavy darkness drowned 
Forecast that cheerful Day will 1low around, 
And to the ancient Night his limit set. 
Thou knowest not thou hast me in thy debt, 
More than this pallid Winter-guarded ground 
Forecasts the shower from April cloud unbound, 
The drinking grass-blade and the violet. 
Thou knowest not I love thee! Yet no le88 
Than as the Day and Springtide hither tend 
Do I with unperceived motion bend 
My gradual steps toward thee; nor canst thou guess 
How 1, for all delaying, will but bleBS 
Thy life with richer service in the end. 



WHERE SHALL WE SPEND OUR SUMMER? 

By A. W. Greely. 

~m~rJgIFTY years ago 
this was a question 
which was never 
heard in American 
homes, for the few 
families who quit
ted their own man
sions for comfort 
or pleasure had in 

'VIew some near resort where the lack 
of perfect surroundings was made up 
by easiness of access. With the build
ing of railways and the rapid develop
ment of steam navigation, the chang
ing manners of the American people 
have kept pace. Indeed, it seems as 
though every new line opened to travel 
bl1t enhances the taste for change and 
movement which impresses foreigners 
as 80 characteristic a phase of our 
national life. Everybody travels nowa
days, going on the instant, whenever 
aft'ection or interest, business or pleas
ure, may chance to move the spirit. But 
at one season of the year, when the 
mercury rises to the nineties, it is safe 
to say that five per centum of the entire 
fOpulation of the United States makes 
Its ~lans and arrangements to quit 
regnJar homes tor summer quarters, and 
as many more sigh regretfully while 
thinking that either means or circum
stances detain them in the old, dull 
round of things. 

Peo:ple who go a-summering are di
vided mto three quite distinct classes: 
the first, the fashionable folk who follow 
their leaders and are to be found as the 
latest freak of fancy demands, at the 
springs of Saratoga, on the sands at 
Long Branch, on the beach at Newport, 
or by the rocky shores of Mount Desert; 
second come those who search mainly 
for comfort and pleasure, seeking to pass 
their summer day under such conditions 
as will either guard them against the 
discomforts which would be e~enced 
during the heated term at thmr homes, 
or will insure them pursuit of, or indul
~ence in, favorite sports or pastimes. It 
18 this spirit which dots the waterways 
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along our eastern coast, from New Jersey 
to Nova Scotia, with snowy sail, and 
that fills the mountains of the Adiron
dacks, the forests and the streams of 
Maine and Canada, with fishermen and 
hunters. Besides these two is a third, 
the greatest and poorest class, com
posed of those whose strength and sys
tems, sapped and undermined by toil 
and troubfe, and even more by unhealthy 
surroundings, are compelled to seek out 
for their brief vacations of a few days or 
weeks such spots as offer climatic con
ditions best suited to renew physical 
vigor and mental tone. It matters little 
to the fashionable first class what may 
be the climatic conditions of the resorts 
they freql1ent, and even to the second 
the question of sunshine and shower, 
of moisture or dryness, is one either of 
indifference or minor importance. The 
question of climate, embracing tempera
ture and rainfall, fog and sunshine, is, 
however, of serious import to this great
est class, which undoubtedly comprises 
two-thirds of the summer voyagers. 

The important in1luence which mete
orological conditions exert on the public 
health is becoming more and more a 
vital question which engages public at
tention and medical research. Certain 
abnormal atmospheric conditions, such 
as prolonged heated terms and the con
tinued prevalence of excessive moist
ure, are believed to directly and indi
rectly cause very many deaths in our 
great cities. It cannot have escaped 
the attention of any regular reader of 
our city dailies that the enormous mor
tality in cases of diseases of the bowels 
is coincident with, and proportional to, 
the excessive heats of midsummer, and 
also that sudden and violent changes of 
temperature are followed by unusually 
high death-rates. 

The three types of summer weather 
are : wann and dry, wann and moist, and 
hot. Small-pox is especially fatal under 
the first, while the death-rates of scarlet 
and typhoid fevers are augmented by 
the second type. Hot weather, in July 
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especially, is marked by a sharp increase 
in one elaas 01 diseases-bowel com
plaints ; and there is always an enormous 
proportional death-rate, due to the 
great mortality of infants less than a 
year old. Apart from the mortality of 
mere infants, there is every reason, if 
care is taken, why the mortality of sum
mer should not be as excessive as that of 
winter. 

We hear it often urged. that the sum
mer can be more comfortably and health
fully passed at home, surrounded by the 
conveniences of one's own household. 
There is doubtless much truth in this 
statement when there is in question 
summer life in small cities, especia1ly 
such as are not too closely built and 
are free from the noxious effects of large 
manufactories and other similar causes 

. which 1ill the atmosphere of many cities 
with impurities. 

The amount and the extent 01 the im
purity 01 the air in great cities are not 
generally known. These impurities may 
be divided into acids (carbonic and 
nitric) and organic matter. Frectuent 
comparison 01 country and town rainfall 
has shown that acids are quite largely 
above the average in cities. The amount 
of organic matter in the air is compara
tively very large in cities, the quantity, 
as Jllight naturally be ~xpected, increas
ing in a somewhat constant ratio with 
the density of the population. 

The deleterious effect which such im
purities must have on the public health 
18 so obvious that it is surprising they 
have not more fully engaged, in America, 
the attention 01 sanitary boards and the 
medical faculty. In Great Britain in
quiry has been initiated, with a view 01 
.. authoritatively defining the safe limits 
of the density of population, and the ex
tent to which manufactures may be car
ried on within a given area." 

While the fatal relation of certain 
types of weather to the public health is 
obvious even to laymen, under extraor
dinary conditions, yet until the heated 
term slays its hundreds, proper sanitary 
methods are not strictly observed, nor 
are the weak and sickly properly fore
armed against the too often fatal re
sults 01 such environment. 

Since health and comfort dictate the 
quittin'g of large cities lor a certain pe-

riod each summer, let us next consider 
the respective advantages offered by the 
mountains, forests, lakes, and se&-Shore. 
to one of which we must resort. 

The question as to what constitutes a 
comfortable and healthy summer cli
mate is one which is difficult to define 
with absolute precision, especially for 
the United States, where the enormous 
extent of territory is populated by com
munities accustomed each to their pecul
iarly local and widely diversified climates. 
All authorities probably agree that, in 
this important problem, the temperature 
is a dominant factor, in summer, at least. 
The average daily, as well as the maxi
mum and minimum, temperatures must 
be relatively stated, since there are but 
few localities in the whole country 
where the entire summer is wholly com
fortable; though there are many locali
ties which are healthy. 

The American public are familiar on 
all sides with elaborate and detailed 
statements 01 the weather at a thousand 
and one resorts. If we may believe all 
that we read in such reports the temper
ature never reaches the eighties, the 
sky is flecked with just enough of cloud 
to perfect the landscape, the breezes are 
always balmy and the nights ever cooL 
Thereis possibly one place in the United 
States where such conditions obtain
a ~it of country of about forty square 
miles, at the extreme southwestem part 
of the United States, in which San 
Diego is situated; but even here, per
haps once in two or three years, the sul
try blasts of the Mojave Desert pass over 
the low mountain range and parch this 
favored district. By a singular contrast 
the second favored spot as to summer 
weather is the extreme northeastern 
point of the United States-Eastport, 
Me. At Eastport the prevailing sum
mer winds are from the south, which 
makes the weather delightful, save on oc
casional days when the wind goes into the 
northerly quadrant and sends the tem
perature uncomfortably near to the freez
ing point. The point at which the tem
perature begins to be considered hot 
naturally depends upon the character of 
the climate to which persons have been 
accustomed. It follows that peo~e liv
ing in the extreme southem portions of 
the United States have a radically differ-
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ent Btandard from those residing along marked 80°, the points to the eastward 
the Canadian frontier. In default of of the 97th meridian where the highest 
any fixed Btandard the writer (ollows the daily mean of the year barely toucheB that 
example of Herr Alexander Supan in his tem:perature. The fainter lines, marked 
article and maps of the duration of the one month, two months, etc., uniteplaceB 
heated term in Europe. Herr Supan where the very high daily mean of eighty 
claaseB mean daily temperatures from degrees may be expected to continue for 
fifty degreeB 
( ten degreeB 
Centigrade) to 
sixty-eight de
greeB (twenty 
degreeB C.) as 
warm. Mean 
daily tempera
tureB above 
sixty-eight de
grees are class
ed as hot. This 
classificatio n 
answers very 
well for Eu
rope, since in 
Great Brit
ain, Northern 
France, Ger
many, and the 
mountainouB 
regions of all 
Central Eu
ro~ the mean 
daily tempera
ture riseB only 
occasionally to 
Beventy de
grees, and nev
er remains at 
that point for 
any considerable number of consecutive 
days. H we examine the mean daily tem
peratures of the United States, as calcu
lated from many years' observations, we 
find that the coast of Northern Maine, and 
a portion of Northern :Michigan, and the 
immediate coast line of California and 
Oregon, are the only parts of the country 
where the daily mean temperature does 
not ristl above sixty-eight degrees for sev
eral weeks of each year. * In consider
ing American summer climate the writer 
has added a third period called very hot, 
during which the average daily temper
ature exceedB eighty degrees Fahrenheit. 
The above map shows, by a broad line 

• Of ooane, the oummlta of certain mountain s-b and 
h1ah plateau otatl ..... which are objeotlouable OIl other 
po!IJIda. are Dot Included In thl8 statement. 

one, two, or three months, as the case may 
be. It will be noticed that the eigbty 
line extendB as far northward as Omaha 
in the Missouri Valley, and as far as Bal
timore in the Atlantic StateB. The tem
pering e1l'ect of elevation is shown by the 
trend of the curveB in the mountainous 
regions, for no part of the Blue Ridge 
MountainB is very hot. 

.An impartial writer is consequently 
forced to admit that the term comfort
able, as applied to summer climate in the 
United States, is a relative one only, and 
that in the discussion of climatic data one 
must depend upon the Signal Service re
ports, supplemented by the observations 
of such private meteorological observ
ers-and there are hundreds of them
as have no climatic wares to dispoBe of. 
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It has been decided, for the purpose 
of this article, to consider as comfort
able regions such sections of the coun
try as have normally for less than ninety 
consecutive days a daily mean tempera
ture above Bixty-eight degrees. 

The southern limit of this region is 
shown on the map by a broad line marked 
three months Bixty-eight degrees. To 
the northward of this broad line are two 
fainter ones which unite places where 
the daily mean temperature of sixty
eight degrees continues, respectively, 
for two months and one month. 

It is obvious from the map that the 
transition from a very hot district to a 
comfortable region involves, in most 
cases, a limited amount of travel In a 
northern direction from the section of 
the country designated as hot, the cli
mate moderates rapidly to the European 
standard as to comfortable temperatures, 
which is shown by the broad line marked 
zero. This line indicates the extreme 
southern limits of regions where the 
mean daily temperature does not nor
mally rise as high as sixty-eight degrees. 
It will be noticed that the region which 
can be classed as comfortableineludesthe 
greater part of New England, New York, 
and the States immediately bordering 
on the Great Lakes. Attention is fur
ther invited to the fact that in the 
Lake region, where the prevailing winds 
have a southwesterly component, the 
shores on the northeasterly side are 
cooler than those on the southwesterly. 
The dift'erence in latitude is very small 
between Toledo at one end of Lake Erie 
and Buft'alo at the other. Yet, for reasons 
given in general principles enunciated 
elsewhere, as to the cooling eft'ect of 
vapor-laden winds, the mean daily tem
perature remains at sixty-eight or above 
for ninety-sevea days at 1.'oledo and only 
sixty-seven days at Buft'alo. 

But apart from considerations of 
health is the desire for cooling breezes, 
and in this respect the instinctive ten
dency of Amencans to seek rslief from 
the high summer temperatures of great 
towns and cities by Beeing to densely 
wooded highlands, such as the Adiron
dacks, or the Green or White Mountain 
ranges, rests on grounds equally solid 
and scientific. The opinion, if it does not 
appear to be quite well established as a 

fact, prevails that residence at certain ele
vations above sea-Ievel is decidedly ben
eficial to certain lung affections. While 
some believe that the rarefied atmos
phere works the improvement, others 
dwell on the positive benefit flowing 
from simple conditions of living, regu
larity of life, and, above all, from con
tinued inhalation of an atmosphere of 
decided purity. 

As to the question of temperature, it 
is true that trees and vegetation are, like 
other substances, heated by the sun, and 
cooled by radiation, but owing to their 
low conductivity of heat, their highest 
and lowest temperatures occur at dift"er
ent hours from corresponding phases of 
the air. This tendency of forests to 
make nights warmer and days cooler is 
supplemented in mountainous countries 
by the system of descending currents of 
cold air, which further modify in an 
agreeable manner the temperature of 
the atmosphere at the bases of such 
mountains or steep acclivities. It will 
be found by summer visitors, as a rule, 
that the narrower the valley and the 
steeper its. sides the greater are the 
chances of cold descending air-currents, 
which, however, may in some instances 
be sufficient11 severe to test the endur
ance of invalids of certain classes. 

On the other hand, the philosophy 
which draws such a large proportion of 
summer voyagers to the sea, finds a 
strong and valid, if unconscious, justifi
cation in the fact that while the air of 
the sea-coast is much freer from organic 
and inorganic impurities than the air of 
cities, it is also as free from acids as are 
the high plateaus. 

The great climatological importance 
of seaside resorts is so self-evident that 
thers is slight necessity of dwelling upon 
their remarkable curative eft'ects on 
summer visitors. The sea heats very 
slowly by the sun, and cools quite as 
slowly from nocturnsl radiation ; so that 
the daily range of temperature is very 
small. In consequence, especially along 
the sandy coasts of Long Island and 
New Jersey, where the tendency is to
wards high temperatures by day and low 
temperatures by night, the sea is a most 
important factor in ameliorating the 
temperature conditions both bl day and 
night. The rising of heated IUr over the 
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sandy regions by day necessa.rily causes 
an indraught of cool air from the sea, 
while the warmth of the ocean at night 
causes a reve1'Semovementseaward of the 
land air-cooled by radiation. However, 
when from accidental causes (such as the 
passage of a storm-centre sufficiently 
distant not to induce rain, but to cause 
fresh winds) the wind blows steadily 
from the land, the visitors to sandy 
shores experience at times in midsum
mer heated periods of great severity. It 
will be noticed at such times that the 
e1l'ects of vegetation and forests very ma
terially modify these unfavorable condi
tions, so that such strips of the sea coast 
as are lined with forest or underbrush 
are spared these tryin.~ extremes of tem
perature. In connection with the well
known fact that winds acquire, to a con
siderable extent, the temperature of the 
regions they pass over, it is most impor
tant to consider what are the prevailing 
currents of air. This question becomes 
a particularly important one a few miles 
inland from the shores of the ocean or the 
Great Lakes, beyond which the system of 
alternating land and sea breezes already 
referred to does not extend. A section 
of country may, according to the prevail
ing direction of the wind, be most try
ing as a summer residence, owing to dry 
winds heated by the ~arren soil they 
have passed over; or it may be a com
paratively comfortable region, through 
the cool, vapor-laden winds coming over 
the surface of large bodies of water of 
low temperature. The height and di
rection of mountain ranges, when per
pendicular to the prevailing winds, make 
them drier; so that the country to the 
leeward of the mountains has hotter 
summers and colder winters than the 
region to the windward, since the ab
sence of vapor exposes them more com
pletely to solar and terrestrial radiation. 
Fortunately, the mountain ranges in the 
United States are so situated relative to 
the prevailing winds that these adverse 
conditions only very locally occur, except 
in the Pacific coast region to the east
ward of the coast range. 

The prevailing direction of the winds 
over such portions of the United States 
as have been designated as suitable for 
summer resorts are from the south or 
southwest, except on Lake Superior, 

where they are northerly. Fortunately 
for the seaside resorts, the winds are in 
general southerly from Delaware to 
Maine, so that, being tem~ by the 
ocean, they alleviate materially the sum
mer heat. As before stated, the south
westerly winds in the Lake region have 
the eft'ect of making the eastern shores 
more comfortable than the westem. 

The question of cloudiness is one of a 
certain imf0rtance, since the relief from 
the heat 0 the summer's sun is a mate
rial advantage. In this respect New 
England is slightly favored over New 
Jel'SeY, to the-extent of two or three per 
cent., and over the Lake region to the ex
tent of five or ten per cent.; the least 
clouds in summer being found over 
Southam Michigan. 

The number of rainy days is greater 
during July than August, in New Eng
land, the Middle States, and in the vi
cinity of Lakes Huron and Ontario; but 
in the Lake Superior region the rainy 
days are more numerous during August. 
From New Je1'Sey and Pennsylvania 
northeastward to Maine, one must ex
pect rain at least every third day during 
July, but during August the ratio would 
be two days per week. 

There is another phase of summer 
weather which, for certain classes, is of 
equal importance with any that has been 
so far considered. This is relative to 
the humidity of the atmosphere. The 
importance of this particular component 
of climate is set forth by a committee 
of the Colorado State Medical Society, 
which petitioned the United States Sig
nal Service to furnish data on this sub
ject, which, the committee say, "is of 
the utmost importance to that large in
valid class who are troubled with con-
8UIIlption, asthma, malaria, and kindred 
complaint&" The committee in ques
tion further set forth the equal value of 
these data to the physician and to the 
patient, and dwelt on their great impor
tance with reference to the continuing 
health of a community. 

The method by which the humidity of 
the air has been recorded and discussed 
by many observers gives results of no 
practical importance to the invalid, since 
the relative humidity, which shows the 
per centage of safmoation, has been gen
erally given, and not the more important 

.. .. 
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absolute humidity, which shows the true 
amount of moisture in a definite man
ner, expressed by grains of aqueous 
vapor to each cubie foot of air. The 
accompanying map for July shows the 
weight of vapor per cubic foot in grains, 
as deduced from three years' observations 
of the United 
States Signal 
Service. The 
etfect of the Al
leghany and 
Blue Ridge 
ranges in de
tecting the 
equal contour 
lines is evident 
at a glance. It 
is pro bable 
that a BUfti
cientIy large 
number of re
ports would 
sh 0 w similar 
southward de
Aections due to 
the White and 
Green moun
tain ranges in 
New England, 
and the most 
elevated parts 
of the Adiron
dacks in New 
York. The 
tendency of ele
vation, with its 
lessened tem
perature, is to reduce the weight of aque
ous vapor in each cubic foot of air ; and 
thus, for patients seeking a dry atmos
phere, the high plateaus and the moun
tain regions will be found most satisfac
tory. It will be noticed, too, as might be 
expected, that the lines of equal grains to 
the cubic foot are nearly pa.raJlel with the 
see.-coast, and that the amount decreases 
as one goes inland. It is further of im
portance to note that the quantity of va
por ~r cubic foot decreases as one goes 
northward, and that the absolute amount 
of water in the air in New Jersey is fifty 
per cent. greater than in Maine; while 
the quantity along the Atlantic see.-coast 
from Hatteras southward is nearly 
double as great. 

A dry summer climate is asaumed to 

be one where the atmosphere contains 
five and a half grains, or less, of aque
ous vapor to each cubic foot; and on 
this basis it is safe to recommend the 
northern half of New England and 
New York, as well as the entire Lake 
region, except, poBSibly, a few islands 

CBAlt'f BHOWI1fa 
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or places which are almost entirely sur
rounded by water. 

The attention of the reader should 
be drawn to the fact that although the 
absolute humidity shown by this map 
is the mean of three years only, yet in 
the examination of observations made at 
certain stations for a series of years it 
has been shown that these figures can
not vary in their value over one twen
tieth, or five per centum, from those for 
many years. 

In resume it may be said that the 
writer recommends, as a moderately dry 
and not too warm climate, the coast of 
Maine with its outlying islands, and the 
southern coast of New England between 
Nantucket and Stonington. To the 
westward of the last-named point, &1-
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though the Connecticut coast is bordered 
with abundant vegetation, yet the sandy 
su-etch of Long Island, intervening be
tween it and the open sea, affects to a 
considerable extent the ocean breezes, 
and rendelll the summer climate some
what less agreeable. Long Island it
self, and the sandy beaches of the New 
Jersey coast are even le88 desirable, and, 
apart from salt air and sea bathing, may 
be considered, on the whole, as inferior 
to many portions of the Lake region
particularly those sections to the north
ward of Lakes Erie and Ontario, and the 
extreme northern parts of Michigan. 

For a very dry climate, not too hot in 
summer, the White, Green, and Adiron
!,lack Mountains afford the best avail
able, while but slightly inferior in this 
respect are such parts of West Virginia, 
Virginia, North Carolina, and Tennessee 
as lie between the Blue aidge to the east
ward, and the Kanawha Ridge, Cumber
land, and Clinch Mountains to the west
ward. The summer advantages of the 
broken, mountainous country last re
ferred to, are hardly known to the general 
public, but with succeeding years and 
mcreasing facilities for travel and enter
tainment, this comparatively unknown 
section will be resorted to in summer 
by tens of thousands from the South 
and Southwest, and in winter from the 
North and Northwest. 

The temperature of the ocean, as has 
been shown in speaking of the prevail
ing winds, has its due effect upon the 
comfort of the summer visitors to the 
coast, by softening the temperature of 
the air. Apart from this, the question 
of the actual temperature of the sea
water is one of great importance when it 
becomes necessary to take sea baths for 
the health, and it is of interest always. 

The highest average temperature of 
the water along the Atlantic coast 00-
cnrs at Key West, Fla., being eighty
seven and a half degrees during July, 
the month when the temperature is the 
highest as far northward as Chincoteague, 
Va., where the July average is eighty 
degrees. At Atlantic City, N. J., the 
highest mean, seventy-two and three 
quarters, prevails during August, the 
month when the sea is the warmest 
thence as far as Portland, Me., where 
the temperature of the sea-water falls 

to sixty-one degrees. At Eastport, the 
retardation of temperature causes the 
highest average, fifty degrees and a half, 
to occur in September. It is to be not
ed, assuming Bixty-eight degrees to be a 
comfortable temperature for sea bath
ing, that such conditions obtain on the 
Atlantic coast only as far northward and 
eastward as the entrance to Long Island 
Sound. From Block Island to Nan
tucket the mean temperature of the sea 
averages sixty-eight degrees only for a 
few days during the month of August, 
except in shallow and sandy bays, where 
the August sun raises slightly the tem
perature of the water for the mid-day 
hours. To the northward of Cape Cod 
it is only on rare occasions, and in fa
vored spots, that the temperature ever 
rises above sixty-five degrees ; while to 
the eastward of Portland the tempera
ture of the ocean rarely reaches the six
ties, and in the extreme eastern part of 
Maine never so. Along the New Jersey 
coast, and in Long Island Sound, bath
ing is comfortable during the three 
months of July, August, and September. 

The incomes and conditions of the 
greater part of the American people for
bid their leaving permanent homes for 
any considerable length of time, and 
to such classes it is a matter of great 
and sometimes vital importance to know 
exactly what period of ::le&r should 
be chosen, so that they obtain the 
greatest relief from extreme tempera
tures during their brief summer out
ing. It too frequently happens that 
men and women having but a week's va
cation are tempted by the first heated 
term to take it at that time, long before 
the maximum summer heat prevails. 
The sun is nearest the earth at the sum
mer solstice, the 21st of June, but the 
amount of heat received by day cantin.,. 
ues greater than that radiated by night 
for a considerable period after the sol
stice, reaching its maximum when the 
amounts received from the sun by day 
and radiated into space by night are 
equal. . It goes without saying that the 
hottest single day, or even the hottest 
three days, for any summer cannot be 
absolutely foretold, since this period 
may be slightly advanced or retarded 
by violent atmospheric changes in the 
shape of severe storms. The series of 
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observations made by the Signal Service 
of the Army have been continued for 
such a number of years that we can, 
however, speak with certain confidence, 
baaed on the normal daily temperatures, 
as to the dates on which the three hot
test days should fall. While these dates 
vary in dift'erent sections of the country, 
it is sufficiently within the scope of this 
article to say that the hottest three 
days east of the Mississippi River 
should occur between the 12th and 
17th of July. If, therefore, any single 
week is to be taken with the hope of 
escaping from extreme summer heat, it 
should commence not later than the 
10th of July. 

It is a matter of special interest for 
many to know that the hottest part of 
the year in the Rocky Mountain regions 
and the entire country to the westward 
falls, as a rule, in the early days of Au
gust, 80 that travel and residence in the 
extreme western part of the United 
States are most objectionable on account 
of summer heat from the 15th of July to 

the 15th of August. It should be un
derstood that in speaking of the hottest; 
days the writer refers to those succes
sive dates on which the temperature is 
the greatest for the entire twenty-four 
hours, and the fact should not be over
looked that Bingle days may occur out
side of the period named when the high
est temperature recorded during the day 
may be higher, or e7en the mean temper
ature of the day itself. 

The writer refrains from touching 
upon the summer resorts of the Pacifio 
slope, since their remoteneBB from the 
great centres of population precludes 
the possibility of theIr serving as sum
mer resorts except for those residing to 
the westward of the Rocky Mountains. 
As a matter of general information, it 
may be said that no portion of the Pacific 
States can be recommended for summer 
visitors except a narrow strip along the 
coast, or on the salt-water bays, which 
are rendered, as a rule, delightful by the 
prevailing sea-breezes, tempered by the 
warm waters of the Pacific Ocean. 

THE STAR TO ITS LIGHT. 

By George Parsons LA/hrop • 

.. Go," said the star to its light: 

.. Follow your fathomless 1light 1 
Into the dreams of space 
Carry the joy of my face. 
Go," said the star to its light: 
.. Tell me the tale of your dight." 

As the mandate rang 
The heavens through, 

Quick the ray sprang: 
Unheard it lew, 

Sped by the touch of an unseen spur. 
It crumbled the dusk of the deep 
That folds the world in sleep, 

And shot through night with noiseless stir. 
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Then came the day; 
And all that swift arm., 
Of diamond-sparkles died. 
And 10 I the far star cried: 
"My light has lost its way I" 

Ages on ages p&BBed: 
The light returned, at last. 

"What have you seen, 
What have you heard-

o ray serene, 
o dame-winged bird 

I loosed on endless air? 
Why do you look so faint and white?" 
Said the star to its light. 

.. 0 star," said the tremulous ray, 
"Grief and struggle I found. 

HOlTOr impeded my way. 
Many a star and sun 
I passed and touched on my round. 
Many a life undone 
I lit with a tender gleam: 
I shone in the lover.s eyes, 
And soothed the maiden's dream. 
But ah, the wrath of the battle-field 
Where my glance was mixed with blood I 
And woe for the hearts by hate congealed, 
And the crime that rolls like a flood I 
Too vast is the world for me; 
Too vast for the sparkling dew 
Of a force like yours to renew. 
Hopeless the world's immensity I 
The BUDS go on without end: 
The universe holds no friend: 
And so I come back to you." 

"Go," said the star to its light: 
"You .have not told me aright. 
This you have taught: I am one 
In a million of million others
Stars, or planets, or men;-
And all of these are my brothers. 
Oarry that message, and then 
My guerdon of praise you have won I 
Say that I serve in my place : 
Say I will hide my own face 
Ere the &OlTOWB of others I shun. 
So, then, my trust you'll requite. 
Go I" said the star to its light. 
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By F. }. Stimson. 

CHAPTER XL 

THE STORY OF A QUIBT BtJImAY BVBlmI'G. 

Q~~~~UNDA. Y was a long
looked-for day to Ar
thur. It was only the 
second Sunday after his 
arrival in New York; 

-.., __ .--. .. 1 but it was as if he had 
~=-..;...,. __ .. been many months in 
the city already; and on the evening 
thereof he was to take tea at the Living
stonea.' 

Tea is not a formal meal; and surely 
it could do no harm if he went there 
early? It was almost six o'clock, and 
well on in the twilight when he arrived 
at the house; Miss Holyoke was in the 
parlor, tile servant said; the other la
diea were up-ataira. The low tones of a 
piano reached his ear as the man was 
speaking ; and Arthur recognized a soft 
and serious Bach prelude, very quiet, 
very tender, very old in melody and sim
ple chords. It was a favorite piece of 
Gracie's ; and Arthur stood at the door, 
unseen, and watched her play. Her bla.ck 
dreaa and slender figure was just visible 
in the faint light that came in from some 
other room; but her face, sweet and pale, 
was clearly outlined against the long 
window and the last light of the Novem
ber day ; it touched her chin and brow 
and her parted lips; ani the look of 
these was like the music she was playing. 
The prelude died away, in minor modu
lations, like a low amen ; and Gracie sat 
playing idly with the ivory notes, her 
head drooping, and a dim shining from 
the firelight in her dark hair. 

When the others came down, they 
found these two Bitting together, like 
brother and sister, and talking in low 
voices to each other. Arthur knew Mrs. 
Livingstone; but the others of the family 
were still strangers to him. Mr. living
stone was an old man, much bent, with 
older manners and appearance than his 
years warranted; t1ien there was an 
only daughter, Mamie, and a favorite 

cousin of Mr. Livingstone's, Miss Bre
vier. Mamie Livingstone was a pretty 
young girl, with slightly petulant man
ners, as if she had been a little spoiled j 
she had a wonderfully mobile face, and 
quick intelligent eyes, and was evidently 
warm-hearted and impulsive, and very 
fond already of her cousin Grace. She 
regarded Arthur critically, and with some 
disapproval; in fact, she BDubbed him 
more completely than that young gentle
man had yet been snubbed-thanks to 
Mrs. Gower-in New York. 

"Where is Mr. Townley, mamma? ,. 
said she, imperiously. "I want to see 
Mr. Townley." 

.. Hush, Mamie," said Mrs. living
stone, slightly shocked; and the old gen
tleman looked at his daughter with a 
meek astonishment, as is so often the 
way with contempo~arents. Charlie 
had been invited in owledgment of 
his kindness to Arthur. 

"Mr. Townley," said Mr. Livingstone 
in a quavering voice, .. is a very old 
friend of mine, in whom I have always 
had the greatest confidence. I have yet 
to make the acquaintance of his young 
-connection." . 

.. They say he waltzes like an angel," 
said Mamie the irrepressible; and just 
then the door-bell rang, and the subject 
of their conversation appeared, with his 
usual irreproa.cha.ble exterior. Arthur 
had never seen him so subdued; he sat 
next to Miss Mamie, but treated her 
quite du haut en bas, talking much to Mr. 
Livingstone. Arthur could see that he 
was on his best behavior; and his best 
behavior was extremely unobjectionable, 
though he came very near being caught 
in the middle of some airy personality 
when Mr. Livingstone inaugurated the 
meal by saying grace. 

After tea was over, Miss Mamie ma
nmuvred Charlie into a remote comer, 
where he seemed to find her more worthy 
his attention. The evening was very 
quiet; Mr. Livingstone gravely reading 
some review, and addressing from time 
to time a solitary remark to his wife, who . 
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sat with her hands folded, placidly. 
Gracie talked to Arthur of himself, and 
our hero told her of all that had hap
pened since he came to New York. Her 
life had, of course, been a quiet one, di
vided between books, her music, and 
charitable occupations. In all these 
Miss Brevier bad encouraged and as
sisted her; Gracie spoke very warmly 
of her, her intelligence and character. 
This was after Miss Brevier, in the other 
room, had begun reading aloud to the 
old couple, in 80 low and sweet, but very 
clea.rly modulated voice. 

" When can I come next?" said Arthur 
to Gracie as they rose to go. Therewas 
80 sweetness in her presence that had won 
his heart 80 thousand times again; she 
seemed 80 rarer being, in this peopled 
city; he adored her. 

"You must not come often, dear 
Arthur-my aunt thinks it better for us 
both. She thinks that we are both too 
young, and that you must try a year or 
two in society to make sure that you 
really care for me--and I for you." she 
added, in 80 tone hardly audible. ~ 
thur's only answer was to press her 
hand; and so they parted. 

When they got into the street, Town
ley lit 80 large cigar, with a slight sigh of 
relief. " Lively little girl, that Miss 
Livingstone," said he; "but I say, old 
man, what an evening! No wonder she 
wants to come out." 

" I 80m sorry you found it slow," said 
Arthur, testily. 

" Ob, well, I know it's devilish respect
able and all that sort of thing," said 
Charlie. "Good middle-class domestic 
life ; they're just like our grandfathers, 
and our grandfathers were nothing but 
bourgeois after all; that little girl will 
sink all that, or I'm mistaken. Come 
round by Sixth Avenue 80 minute, will 
you?" 

There was 80 certain incongruity in 
Charlie's words, as it seemed to Arthur ; 
it might have ~ Wemyss who was 
speaking, instead of this ca.reless young 
Epicurean, who usually troubled him
self little with abstractions and general 
categories, but occupied his understand
ing with perceiving the most practical 
sort of causes and effects. The fact was 
that Townley had used the current slang 
of his set, word-counters for thought, 

and his mind was alrea.dy far from the sub
ject, and his lips framed to the whistle 
of an air from "Iolanthe." They turned 
into Sixth Avenue (which is 80 strange, 
conglomerate street--insolently disrep
utable at times, elsewhere commercially 
prosperous, or even given to small trades
men and other healthy citizenship, but 
always, in its earlier days, at least, rak
ishly indifferent to brown1Jtone-front 
respectability) and stopped at 80 little 
shop in 80 tiny tw01Jtory brick block. On 
the left was 80 little glass door, with the 
simple legend Ro8e Ma1"i6upon the panel; 
and in front of them 80 toy staircase, 
leading to the imminent upper regions. 
Through the glass of the door Arthur 
could see one or two bonnets on pegs in 
the window, and he divined that the 
shop was 80 milliner'& "Is Miss Star
buck in ? .. said Charlie to 80 child who 
appeared with 80 candle. The child (who 
was either deformed or very old-looking 
for her age) looked keenly at Arthur, 
whose eyes fell helplessly before her 
searching gaze. 

"She has gone to a concert ·at the 
Garden," said the child. As they spoke, 
there was 80 murmur of men's voices from 
an adjoining room, and 80 rough clatter 
of applause, with knocking of heels and 
sticks . 

.. All right," said Townley. "Good
night." And after this somewhat inex
plicable call the two Ioung men went 
back to their Fifth venue lodgings. 
Here they found John Haviland, largely 
reposing himself on two chairs before 
Arthur's hospitable hearth. 

Haviland and Arthur had met many 
times since the Farnum ball; and Ar
thur was more pleased than surprised 
at finding him in his rooms to-night. 
"I'm so glad you waited-I've just come 
from the Livingstones," said he. "Char
lie,let me introduce my friend Mr. Havi
land-Mr. Townley. Have a cigar-oh, 
you've got a pipe, have you?" 

The others already had cigars; and 
disposing themselves in attitudes of ~r
manent equilibrium, all plunged mto 
the divine cloud of vapor until such time 
as the genius of the place should move 
them to speech. 

"Is the Miss Holyoke who is staying 
at the Livingstones' your cousin ?" asked 
Haviland, finally. 
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"Yes," said Arthur. "Don't you 
know her?" 

"What a queer old thing that Miss 
Brevier is," II&ld Charlie. " Can you be
lieve it, she used to be a bosom-friend 
of Mrs. Levison G. I" 

"Pity Miss Brevier dropped her," 
said Haviland, dryly. 

" Miss Brevier drop her?" said Char
lie, whose sense of humor was some
times, at a critical moment, deficient. 
" You are chaffing. " 

"Mrs. Gower," said Haviland gravely, 
"does more harm than any woman in 
New York." 

"She is a person of European reputa
tion," suggested Townley. 

" She is unquestionably proficient in 
the latest and silliest vices of the aris
tocracies we came over here to escape 
from," retorted John. 

Townley laughed a little, while Havi
land puft'ed vigorously at his pipe. 

"I say, Arthur?" said the former, 
"speaking of Mrs. G., have they asked 
you to join the Four-in-Hand Club? " 

" What's that?" 
"It's a club organized for the pur

pose of driving twice a year up to Yonk
ers with string teams and liveries, and 
showing your most esteemed young la
dies in flaring light-colored dresses to 
all the sidewalk population of New 
York," broke in Haviland, "and paying 
four thousand a year for the privilege I" 

"What rot," laughed Charlie. " In 
the first place, it needn't cost you one 
thousand a year, for one wheel apiece. 
Four fellows can own a drag together, 
you know. And it's great fun. Mrs. 
Gower got it up, and all the boys be
long. Why, old Mosenthai came to me 
the other day with tears in his eyes, 
and offered to keep two full-rigged drags, 
if we'd only let him come in-and lend 
me one of 'em, he meant," added Charlie 
with a grin. 

"How cheap for him," growled the 
other, .. if he could buy the envy and 
consideration of the society of this great 
republic for the price of a few horses I" 

Townley's good-nature never forsook 
him ; but he looked at Haviland as if 
puzzled; and the latter rose to go. " I 
called on the Livingstones last week," 
said he to Arthur, .. and met your cousin. 
Good-night, Mr. Townley." 

" What a prig he is," said Charlie, with 
a sigh of relief when Haviland had gone. 
" I always supposed it, from his looks. 
I knew that he refused to join the Four
in-Hand Club; and you hardly ever meet 
him in society-except at some queer 
place like the Farnums', for instance. 
He mugs down town at his office all the 
day, and improves his mind in the even
ing, I suppose, or reads goody-goody 
stories to little Italian children, down 
on Baxter Street I He's good as gold, 
you know." 

" Don't you ever mean to work your
self? " asked Arthur. 

"Not that way," laughed Charlie. 
"It's not in my line. Books and things 
are played out, I tell you." But the full 
account of his plans of lile Charlie was 
too canny to impart, perhaps even to 
admit to himself. 

For Charlie had not always been thu& 
There was a time when he was fresh 
from Princeton College, and he used to 
:fill his table with English and foreign 
reviews, and could talk intelligently of 
their contents. He had begun his busi
ness lile with enthusiasm, and was only 
known as a promising athlete outside of 
it. He showed great industry at the 
office, and some ability, and had been 
referred to by his elders as a well-in
formed young man. 

But Charlie was a smart fellow, wide 
awake, and it did not take him long to get, 
as he fancied, desoriente. Suddenly, the 
second or third autumn of his business 
career, he had given up his reading, 
dropped his industry and early hours, 
and, for reasons well known to himself, he 
became the Charlie Townley known to 
us and the world. He had almost aban
doned Wall Street for the Piccadilly 
Club and the Park; he dropped out of 
sight, on 'Change, and reappeared smil
ing in "society." And so well did he 
play his cards, that he, a poor and al
most friendless stranger, without money 
or in1luence, with but one solitary advan
tage, that of a name not unknown in New 
York, had become-it would be prema
ture to say what he had become, or why 
he did it; like all great generals, he had 
his strategy, not to be fathomed by the 
enemy, still less by emulous friends. 
Let us stick to the what, nor pry into 
the why or wherefore. 
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What he did, then, was to become the 
most ineft"able dandy in all New York. 
With perfect clothing and fine linen, the 
euctly new thing in sticks and hats, 
and a single eyeglass decorously veiling 
his intellect and dangerously wide-awake 
eye, Charlie had become that thing of 
which the name may change from dandy 
to lion, from buck to swell, from blood 
to dude, but the nature endureth for
ever. But this was but dressing the 
part, it was merely the transformation 
of the exterior, the traveati j it was here 
that Charlie's career began. He only 
spoke to those whom others spoke to, 
and said only those things that others 
thought; he preferred married women 
to the society of maidens, even to the 
charm of blushing buds ; tho~h he se
lected one or two virgin beauties every 
season to whom he ro~y threw an oc
casionalsunbeam of h18 society. These 
were always faultless either in family, 
or in beauty, or in fashion-for Charlie 
was catholic in his recognition of merit 
-and they appreciated the word or look 
he grudgingly accorded them and were 
duly grateful Soon, his approval would 
give a cachet to almost any girl ; but care
less Charlie was all unconscious; girls 
were slow, he said. Mrs. Gower, Mrs. 
Ma1gam, Mrs. Jacob Einstein, formed 
his court. With these he reigned; by 
them he was taken up and formed, and 
later, by them adored, as the heathen 
worship the brass or wooden idol they 
themselves have made. This was at the 
time when Mrs. G. had gone in for belles
lettres j she and Townley read de Mus
set and Balzac together, and Theophile 
Gautier's poems. Who would have sup
posed that Charlie had ever read de 
MUBBet I It was at the same period that 
Levison Gower, Senior, died, and Mrs. G. 
adopted the hyphen; there was an Eng
lish titled family of that name, and she 
fancied the diJference of one vowel would 
only lend a vraisemblance to the descent; 
but society saw the joke and called her 
Lady Levison for all one season. There 
never had been any Levison in the 
Gower family; Gower senior's father 
had come from Connecticut, and his 
first name was John Lewis. The family 
estate consisted of an old farm-house 
and a few acres near Windsor Locks; 
the house is now burned down, and 

upon the ancestral acres grows rank to
bacco. 

What _precious humbug is all this I 
Well, well, let us not despise humbug; 
nihil humani alienum. Let us rather 
see this humbug; let us put it on a pin, 
and examine this insect. You may be 
sure Charlie found his account therein. 
Frivolity is a word for dullards; I wish 
the ministers could enforce their pre
cepts half as well as the dressmakers. 
Fashion is a marvellous potency, the 
public opinion of small things; in a 
demo;:l, who can despise it? As I 
write, 'on tells our womankind, Put 
birds upon thy bonnet; and 10 I four 
hundred thousand women in New York 
alone wear fowls. How many years ago 
was it, now, that some one said, Sell all 
that thou hast and give it to the poor? 
And four hundred thousand in the wOl'ld 
have done it, not yet. 

As for Charlie-in Mrs. Edgeworth, 
or in "Sandford and Merton," or other 
book of our childhood I once read a fa
ble: how Honesty, Industry, and Ability 
formed a partnership for the acquire
ment of ambergris from whales. And 
Ability caught a hundred whales in the 
first year, and Industry carefully sepa
rated from all these whales a few ounces 
of ambergris, and Honesty sold this am
bergris for a large sum 01 money. And 
Rapacity, who had been lying by, laugh
ing, all this time, signed the check and 
took the ambergris; and 10 I the check 
was worthleBB. And Society looked on 
and laughed, and said Rapacity was & 

smart fellow; and in the next year there 
were many worthleBB checks, but no am
bergris. 

Now Charlie was not Rapacity; but 
he was a clever fellow and could see 
this and other fables as they were en
acted before his eyes. And he would 
not steal; nor would he go to the North 
Pole and search for whales. But he was 
in search of lea fM!len3 de parvenir. 

CHAPTER xn 
A COIOlUNIST AlItD HIS SIBTEB. 

1rIBANTlME a discUBBion upon society 
in general and other things in particu
lar, something like that of Haviland and 
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Townle1.' was going on in the back shop 
of the little brick store upon Sixth Ave
nue. A certain James Starbuck had 
lodgings there with his sister; that is, 
he was usually there when he was in New 
York. But this his occupation seldom 
permitted; for he was employed as a 
sort of small paymaster or inspector of 
the great Allegheny Ceutral Company, 
a corporation which owned coal-mines, 
oil-wells, pipe-lines, factories, bonds, 
stocks, and other contracts so complex 
that the mind of even its owner grew 
confused at tbinking of it. Starbuck 
was a slender, pale, narrow-cbested 
American mechanic, whose bright eyes 
contrasted strikingly with his feeble 
frame and stooping shoulders, and whose 
sharp look betokened an unhealthy in
telligence. His work was one which did 
not, however, require manual exertion, 
and he did it faithfully. His sister Jen
ny was very different in appearance; 
handsome, fond of pleasure, high spir
ited, they had only their cleverness in 
common.-But with Jenny's case we 
have nothing to do. 

Of course, the reader, on the alert for 
coincidences and dovetailings of plot 
(as one always is in a novel, however ve
racious) bas noticed that the name of 
Starbuck is not strange to this story; 
and bas smiled to himself, superior, as 
his sagacity foresaw a link of connection 
in this fact. But was James Starbuck 
a cousin of clever, fashionable, refined 
FloBllie? Starbuck did not know it. 
What, in active, progressive America, in 
the migrating America of the last fifty 
years, need a man know of his antece
dents? They go for little in his life. 
Starbuck remembered his father well 
enough; and how he had struggled from 
pillar to post, from one frowzy city 
street to another, with the jaded, taw
dry woman who was his wife ; until one 
day, from a new and prosperous little 
city in the oil regions of Pennsylva.
nia, he had gone, never to be seen or 
heard of after, by wife or child. And 
there they bad lived, as they had been left 
there; and his mother took to dress
making and a boarding-house for the 
miners, and his pretty sister had been 
sent to the public schools, and he had 
found work with the Company. His 
sister went through the High School, 

and then came home discontented; she 
could not bear their mode of life, nor 
like her mother's boarders-great hulk
in~ fellows who came home at night 
gnmy from the wells and mines, and 
were, at best, but laboring-men, though 
they had money enough. Then her 
mother had died ; and her brother had 
proved unequal to the actual labor of the 
business; but his quickneBB, his Yankee 
intelligence, had not gone unobserved, 
and he had been given this sort of clerk
ship or travelling agency, which made it 
possible for him to live at either end of 
the line. But he could not support her 
yet, though she persuaded him to move 
to New York; and she quickly found a 
place with Rose Marie, who was a little, 
heady-eyed old Frenchwoman, and slept 
in the remotest attic-cbamber, so that 
she grew to be rather a myth, and Jen
ny's friends used to disbelieve in her 
existence, and called Jenny Rose Marie, 
in joke. 

But we, who know everytbinfl' will 
not attempt to escape the reader s per
spicacity. Yes (though it bas nothing 
to do with the story), James Starbuck 
was in fact the grandson of that old 
whaling-captain Obed, Fl088ie's father's 
elder brother-he would have been her 
second cousin, then-quite too far for 
city kin to be counted, even had Mrs. 
Gower known anything about it. His 
father, by some curious chance, atavism, 
or some other inJluence, had taken after 
the uncle, and ceased to follow the sea ; 
but, not like his uncle, he had not pros
pered, and had lived upon the world 
when he could; when he could not, he 
brought his wife back to her home in 
the small country town in Connecticut. 
The father was one of those curious fel
lows who turn their hand to an~, 
and of whom the best you can 8&y 18 
that they are hardly respectable, and 
the worst that they don't quite deserve 
to be hanged. Their lives are one long 
misdemeanor, but (unless we count 
fraudulent bankruptcy, and except an 
occasional bigamy) they rarely commit 
a crime. This Horace Starbuck had his 
ups and his downs, his ins and his outs ; 
but the friends and the J>laces of his 
prosperity knew him not m his adver
sity, and vice versa. There was no more 
continuity to his career than there is to 
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a s~ of cheap a.ssorted beads; and I 
doubt if even the devil took any serious 
interest in him. He was clever, too, in 
a way, with that oommon-school educa
tion no p':rson born in New England 
can be WIthout: he had made an inven
tion, and owned a patent or two in the 
course of his lile, and formed several 
corporations, in Oonnecticut and else
where, for their exploitation. It chanced 
that in one of these (it was upon a 
patent for machine-made shirts) some 
stockholder had actuaJIy paid up his 
stock; this lucky chance was the means 
of bringing seven thousand dollars into 
Horace Starbuck's pocket, the largest 
sum he ever possessed at anyone time 
of his lile. lie 'promptly got himself 
married to a girl m his own town, which 
was probably, on the whole, the most 
defensible action of his career. They 
went on a wedding-trip to New York, 
where Starbuck went into six new cor
porations; and in a few months they 
were as poor as ever, and these twin 
children were born to them. Mrs. Star
buck's health gave out after this; and 
she never had any more children. Her 
husband's business made it necessary 
for him to travel a great deal; and she 
sometimes went with him, sometimes 
not. Hardly a commercial hotel in 
the United States but Starbuck had 
stopped there; he made his nest in ho
tels, as a spider does in dark places by 
the sea. His travels led him all over the 
northern part of America and to Aus
tralia.; his assets consisted.of a diamond
pin, a gold watch and chain, and four 
collars and a shirt, besides the clothes 
he wore; and he subsisted mysteriously. 
At one time he bad considerable repu
tation in Ohio and Indiana. as Dr. West
minster, the cancer doctor; he wore his 
hair long, and had his portrait so taken 
printed in the newspapers; his treatment 
consisted in an application of leaves of 
bracken or fern, steeped in hot water, 
and bnsiness prospered, until he foolish
ly used cabbage-leaves instead, and a 
patient died of the blister. He made 
some money by curing stammering, at 
one hundred dollars the cure; if the pa.
tients did not pay him, he threatened 
suit, and they were glad to get rid of 
him at any price. At times he gave 
temperance lectures (drinking never ·was 

one of his vices); and if worst came to 
worst he could play three-card-monte, 
though he hated to resort to this, as be
ing fairly be{~!~ the liberal moral line 
he drew for' If. He never had any 
permanent occupation; when luck ran 
strong against him, he would return to 
the little Oonnecticut town, where his 
wile had a bit of real estate and a home 
with her brother, old Sam Wolcott, and 
there vegetate. He honestt/ and in 
good faith considered himse a gentle
man; he always wore a black coat, and 
once came near getting a Labor nomi
nation for Oongress. But the work
men, when it came to the ;t>oint, would 
none of him; though he did occupy a 
seat for a year as a Prohibitionist in the 
Oonnecticut Legislature. He was given 
to long disappearances; and at the time 
of his AustraJian tour it really seemed 
to his wile as if he were never coming 
back. However, he walked in home, one 
day, with the gold watch and chain, and 
quite a little sum of money; and did 
not fina.11.y disappear until that time in 
the Pennsylvania. mining-town, whither 
he had gone to buy oil-land, having at 
last persuaded his wile to sell her little 
bit of real estate in Connecticut, against 
her brother Sam's advice. All thisJames 
Starbuck did not know, of course; but 
in a general way he did not accord much 
respect to his father's memory. He con- . 
sidered pride of ancestry a most disa.
greeable form of aristocracy; and where
as his father would speak of himself as 
a gentleman, James Starbuck boasted 
openly that he was nothing but a plain 
laboring-man. James was perfectly hon
est in financial a.tmirs, and he tried 
to look after his twin-sister. Much of 
his childhood had been spent with his 
uncle Sam; and his earliest recollec
tions were of that little district school 
the reader may remember. For uncle 
Sam belonged to the salt of the earth, 
good old Puritan stock, and lived to be 
the last of it, the day he hanged him
self, and the Wolcott family tomb was 
sealed. 

They had had a scene to-night, apropos 
of her visit to the garden-concert. She 
had gone with an ornate and expen
sive person, a sporting gentleman, whose 
ostentatious aftluence had won her fancy ; 
and whom James detested. She called 
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him one of her "gentleman-friends;" 
and they had angry words about him, 
for I suspect, after all,. James was a 
better judge of a gentleman than his 
father had been. But she had his own 
cleverness and strength of will; and it 
was difficult for James, who despised all 
authority himself, to exercise it upon 
another. Both brother and sister were, 
and had always been, absolutely and 
utterly devoid of any semblance or savor 
of religion; how absolutely, only those 
who have lived in certain classes of 
society in modem American manufactur
ing towns can know; and there was a 
large range of motive upon which it was 
perfectly hopeless for the brother to 
ca1l He knew it, and he was too 
bluntly honest not to recognize it; so 
he ended merely by hoping that his si&
ter would not make a d--d fool of 
herself; which, as they both had com
mon-sense and practical minds, was per
haps the best argument he could use. 
But Jenny, perfectly conscious of her 
ability to take care of herself, was quite 
well aware of all that could be BBid on 
both sides; and replied that if Jim chose 
to Bmoke pipes in his shirt-eleeves with 
common laborers, there was no reason 
why his sister should not accept a gentle
man's invitation to go to a concert. An 
English navvy might have stopped her 
going with a knock-down argument; 
but no pure-blooded American ever 
strikes a woman, and James could only 
swallow his wrath, admitting that his 
sister was a free human being in a free 
country, and if she ~referred pleasure 
and he power, why It was the way of 
humanity. He was conscious that his 
own aimB were selfish enough, and 
though he dimly felt that jewellery and 
fashionable hats and shawls were vani
ties, it was hard to put that idea into 
their language. For he believed in 
labor and commodities; and these, at 
least, were commodities. What fault he 
found was in their distribution alone; and 
his sister was but taking her way to get 
them unto herself. But to see her aping 
aristocracy added a drop to the hate he 
bore that Mte noire of his class; though 
surely Dave St. Clair was no aristocrat, 
as he had to admit. Dave St. Clair was 
the gentleman who had taken his sister 
to the garden. 

What was it, then, that made him 
hate the world? It was money, accumu
lation, capital, as he had learned to call 
the word. And he went back to the 
little coterie in the back room, and fer
vidly resumed his speech where his 
sister's departure had interrupted it. 

"I tell you," BBid he, "we must change 
it all. A man is only worth what he 
makes. They tell us society would 
be a chaoB without private property; 
I tell them it is frivate property that 
makes a chaos 0 society. They talk 
about the law I the law r I tell them 
the world would be better without law. 
It is a bogey, invented to scare oft" us 
ignorant fellows from the plunder the 
rich have appropriated, just BUch a bogey 
as religion was, only religion has been 
exploded. It is the law's turn to go 
next. All property is robbery; and it 
is only because land-owners are the 
worst thieves of all, that we feel dift"er
ently about other things. The earth be
longs to the human race; and no man 
can rightly own its surface, whether he 
~~ title from a feudal baron or a 

. general, any more than he can 
own the air of heaven. But property in 
other things is just as bad; and Jay 
Gould is a worse man than the Duke of 
Westminster, thoUgh he has ten million 
acres and Gould only a few hundred. 
How much of his wealth represents the 
honest labor of himself or his fore
fathers?" 

There was murmur of applause at this. 
There were some half dozen men in the 
room, all sober and apparently intelli
gent, and all natural-born Americans. 

"But somebody must own things," one 
of them remarked "Somebody must 
own the mills, and the railroads, and the 
machinery. Why up to our works we've 
got a single engine that cost nigh unto 
eighty thousand dollars." 

"We can all own them," Starbuck 
went on earnestly, "just as we all made 
them. Who do you BUppose made that 
eighty-thousand dollar machine--the 
banks with their money and so-called 
capital, or the men as put it together? 
A man is worth just what he makes, I 
tell you. Can Jay Gould make an en
gine? But because we've all got to have 
a littleland, and a little plant and money, 
are those as have got it to take away 
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from us ninety-nine per cent. of all we 
make? Yes-if we're fools enough to 
stand it. A man can have what he can 
keep and use, what he can eat and what 
he can wear. If he chooses to store up 
his day's labor, to set aside the bread 
and meat he earns, he can do so, and 
keep it till it spoils. But this dog-in
the-manger business ain't to be carried 
no further; and if a feller squats down 
on land, an' don't use it, an' another 
feller without no land comes along and 
wants it, that first feller bas got to get 
up and git--that's all. A man's a man 
for what he is, for what he can do-not 
for what he owna." 

.. But who's going to support the Gov
ernment?" 

.. Government," said Starbuck, with a 
SIlort of disgust, to the ~er, who was 
something of a ward politician. .. Gov
ernment! We don't want no govern-

-ment, Bill What's the use of a govern
ment, except to scrouge out taxes, and 
make wars, and mpport standing armies 
and lazy politicians ?-To protect life, 
liberty, and property, they .y; property 
may go to h-l for all I care; and I 
guess life and liberty can take care of 
themselves; they aren't much helped by 
government, anyhow. And don't you 
suppose we fellers can look after them ? 
Arid our own schools, and our roads and 
things, too, each town and ci~ for it
self?" 

The man addressed as Bill paid lit
tle attention to these last remarks, but 
was talking politics with his neighbor. 
"Vote for F--- this year," he was 
saying; and Starbuck caught the end 
of his sentence as he finished his own 
remarks. 

.. Vote I" he interrupted, with infinite 
contempt. "Vote, vote again I I tell you, 
you're only doing yourselves harm. It 
ain't no sort of use. The ballot-box is 
just the last toy the bosses have got up, 
to keep you fellows quiet. Why, all 
this machinery keeps up the Govern
ment, and the laws, and the property, 
and the very things we've got to fight 
against. There's that patriotic bosh, and 
the talk about national honor, and the 
German wars and all-all for the bene
fit of the State, and the boaaea, and the 
existing condition of things. What call 
has a Frenchy to go and cut a Dutch-

VOL. m-48 

man's throat-or I an Irishman's? He'a 
my mate, just as the next fellow is. I 
say, what we've got to do is, to fight; but 
not fight each other. We've got to fight 
the aristocrats, or the boaaea, or the cap
italiata at home. I tell you these bond
holder fellows are all over the world; 
they're just as much in Egypt or in 
Mexico or in Turkey as they are here or 
in England. We've got to make a clean 
sweep, that's what we've got to do." 

"By God, when a man talks, I like to 
hear him talk like a man," said another, 
approvingly; and there was a murmur 
of applause. 

"But what's the use of destroying 
things?" said a third, of a sparing turn 
of mind. 

.. Destroyingthingal that'sthed-d
est bugbear of all, " cried Starbuck. " Do 
you know, if everything in the world was 
destroyed to-morrow, we fellows could 
put it all back in two years? Aye, and 
Ieee, if we worked with a wilL I tell 
you, we've got to make a clean sweep, 
first of all; and when we build 'em up 
again, we'll build for ourselves this time 
-and don't you forget it," he added, by 
way of climax. 

" Well, you talk pretty fine for a young 
fellow," answered one of the older men ; 
and the party got up and exchanging a 
rough good-night, separated. Starbuck 
sat a long time with his chin on his 
hand, pulling at the embers of his pipe. 
Late at night the door opened and his 
sister returned; he heard a short collo
quy at the door, and then she entered 
alone, with a lluah upon her handsome 
face. She had the rude, frank bearing 
and the pitiless smile which belong to 
the type who take life's pleasures with
out much regard to itspains or the pains 
of others; and the strong, full curve of 
the-merry lip grows harder with age, with 
less of merriment and more of malice. 
But, withal, such a woman as no man 
could ever rule ; and James felt it vague
ly, as he sat and looked at her. 

"A pretty time for you to be in 0' 
nights," said he ; and the girl laughed 
loudly; and putting off her hat and 
shawl upon a chair, went to a little mir
ror and stood before it, touehing her 
hair with ber6ngera. Now, a laugh and 
then silence was perhaps of all thi:b.gs the . 
moat exasperating to James Starbuck. 
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" Who was that brought you home?" 
said he, rudely. 

"I don't know what call you've got 
to ask me that, to said she. " I go with 
what gentlemen I choose; I don't inter
fere with you sticking to your workmen, 
do I? Phew I how it smells of pipes: to 

and Jenny ostentatiously rattled open 
the light windows. . 

"Well, its just here ; I can't have you 
going round this sort of way, that's all, " 
and James banged his white fist upon 
the table. The girl only laughed, more 
contemptuously and less merrill than 
before, and the brother grew furious. 

"I can't have i£.-d'ye hear?" 
" Mind your own business," said the 

sister, "and don't talk nonsense. I sup
pose you'd have me sit here in the back 
room and be a poor sempstress all my 
life. You like your lectures and your 
laborers' clubs, and lour political power 
that you're all the time talking about
and I like to have a good time, and 
go out in society. We're quits. What 
have you got to say against it?" 

" It-it ain't right, " said James, 
weakly. 

"Oh, ain't it? Well-I like it, then. 
I suppose you never do but what's right, 
of course. You're all the time complain
ing we don't get enough of the good 
things of this world-I guess you'd get 
'em yourself, if you could, anyhow. And 
I can. " And Jenny pulled off a very 
pretty little glove and showed a single 
diamond lIing, which 1lashed bravely in 
the lamp-light. .. You go ahead your 
way, an' ru go min~; an' I guess we'll 
both get what we can." 

James was honest enough in his phi
losophy, and really without direct per
sonal ends; and the last words goaded 
him to madness. 

"Yes, an' I guess you went your own 
way up to Allegheny City a little too 
much," said he. "Where's Charley 
Thurston now? " (T¥s Charley Thur
ston was an old friend of Starbuck's, to 
whom his sister had been once reported 
engaged.) 

"I left Charley Thurston of my own 
free will, because I wanted to live in New 
York,"ld'esmed the girl, really angry 
at last. "Look here, Jim Starbuck-I've 
had about enough of you anyhow. You 
can't give. me the position in life I re-

quire ; and I've had more'n enough of 
your talk. This house is mine; and I 
paid for it, and for every dress I've 
got to my back-yes-and for this ring, 
too," she added, noticing her brother's 
glance. "You just go, do you hear? 
Clear out--" And the girl tore her 
brother's coat from the nail and threw it 
into his lap. 

"You don't mean that," said James. 
"Yes, I do-I'm sick of you and all 

your low acquaintances. I suppose you 
want me to pay for your lodging, do 
you?" 

James got up', wearily. They had had 
many such a dispute before; but, with 
his feeble health and physical condition, 
he had never managed to keep his tem
per 80 long as now. 

"You'll be sorry for this, Jenny," was 
all he said. "You know where to find 
me." And he went out, and the front 
door closed behind him. 

Left alone, the beauty rubbed her 
forehead impatiently, and pouted for a 
few minutes. Then she took out a small 
case of crimson velvet from her pocket 
and opened it; it was a framed and 
highly colored photograph of herself, on 
fOrcelain, and set in gilt, with small 
Jewels inlaid in the frame. As she 
looked upon it, her mouth unbent at the 
comers, her lips came back to their 
usual roguish, fascinating curves. She 
laid aside her dress, and, robed in a 
splendid pink-and-lilac neglige, unbound 
her hair and sat for a long time before 
the glass, looking from it to lhe minia
ture and back again to the original 
Then she took out a letter and read its 
contents, atill smiling. 

And then. for the first time that even
ing, you might have seen a resemblance 
-to what? Why. for all the world-as 
she sat with her yellow hair falling on 
her full neck, with the contented, infan
tine smile, and the fashionably cut robe
de-chambre-for all the world, like Mrs. 
Flossie Gower. 

CHAPTER xm. 
UNA AND THE LION. 

JOHN lL:VII.AND was a banker down 
town, a man of much business and of 
few intimate friends. He was over 
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thirty at this time, and made no sign of 
ptting ~ed; which was the stranger, 
u his -health was good, his wealth suffi
cient, and he cared less for the pleasures 
of lile than for its happinees. He had 
no brothers nor sisters; his mother was 
a widow and he lived with her. Flossie 
said it was hard to get interested in 
such people as John Haviland. 

Every afternoon at four he left his 
olice and went on a long and solitary 
walk; thus his days were of a piece with 
his lile. He never chose the conven
tional promenades; and thro11ff.h the 
outlying districts, the river villages, 
the Bowery, the forgotten little parks 
and green places; by Riverside and 
Mo~de; through the mysterious 
Greenwich settlement, as well as Central 
Park, Morrisania, and Fort Washington; 
in any sort of weather-sleet, snow, rain, 
orfreeze-you might have met the man, 
striding along like a well-oiled engine, 
observant of everything, from the street 
urchins to the signs in the shop-win
dows. This at an hour of day when 
he might have gone to _; wherefore 
people said he had never been in love. 
Which is a rash predication of your 
chimney-sweeper, but happened to be 
true of Haviland. 

One day his wandering took a direc
tion beyond Washington Square. This 
most characteristic of all New York 
squares lies bounded on the north by 
Belgravia, on the west by Bohemia, on 
the east by BusineBB, and on the south 
by Crime. West of it are rich dis
tricts of individuality, where the bed
rock of shabbYlentility develops 0cca
sional lodes an pockets for the stu
dent of humanity. It is a place where 
the deserving and the undeserving poor 
are huddled together, both of them in
efticient, but neither wicked; and where 
all the inhabitants make some sort of 
incoherent struggle against the facts of 
lile, and either, on the one hand, emu
late respectability, or, on the other, ex
cuse themselves with the divine license 
to vagabondage given by Art. 

In one of the southernmost and more 
dubious of these streets, Haviland, steam
ing along with his mind on everything, 
and a watch on deck-for he was no in
trospective Hamlet-noticed a group of 
hulking fellows ahead of him. They 

were the sort of persons that has no 
obvious function in the divine economy; 
persons whose principal end seems to be 
to get knocked on the head with clubs 
in street riots, thereby dying, at least, 
with some poetic justice. Haviland 
would not have ordinarily noticed them ; 
but he was struck by their unwonted 
rapidity of motion, and looking, he saw 
that they were following something; 
that something being a graceful female 
figure, dressed in black. John Haviland 
swung :promptly into line behind them; 
and gaming more rapidly upon them 
than they upon the lady, he sauntered 
innocently between two of them when 
she was still a few dozen yards in front 
of them. He glanced casually at them 
as he passed ; they slunk away like beaten 
dogs, and melted, in divers directions, 
from sight. 

In a moment more they had reached 
a broader street; and John was on the 
point of diverging his course again from 
that of his ~rotegee, when, looking at 
her, he hesitated a second, and then 
walked rapidly up to her. 

"Miss Holyoke?" said he, raising his 
hat and with an unavoidable shade of 
surprise in his tt>ne. 

.. Mr. Haviland? you down here too? 
Or perhaps you come on the same 
errand? " And Gracie smiled frankly, 
as John looked up, puzzled, into her 
lovely face. "I am nsiting some:poor 
families, you know-for the Combmed 
Charities--" 

.. But surely," he broke in, .. k,.o:,0ught 
not to be down here alone, . Hol
yoke? " They were at Sixth Avenue by 
this time; and Gracie was looking for a 
car. 

"Usually my aunt lets me have the 
carriage," said Gracie; .. but Miss Li,," 
ingstone needed it to-day. And I don't 
like to drive quite up to the doors, even 
then. It seems 80 hard to drive up with 
one's own carriage and horses, and then 
have to refuse them everything but a 
little work," ahe added, smiling. " And 
Miss Brener often goes with me." 

.. Do you mean that you come here 
often?" asked John; and she told him 
that she and Miss Brevier had each 
"taken" the people on one street; and 
were seeing that they got help when help 
was necessary, and that the undeserving 
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had none wasted upon them. John put 
her safely in the car, and resumed his 
pedestrian voyage with something new 
to think of. This personal visiting by 
refined young ladies was doubtless an 
excellent thing on its oetic side; but 
t could not bu that the 

danger and the re out of 
roportion to t e had had 

much experien city poor, 
nd W80S perhap tical 80S to 
he advantages y such de-

votion. For, as is the way of things so 
often here below, the selfish, the fraudu
lent, the undeserving, find it easy to 
advertise themselves and solicit help; 
while the saddest cases of all are lost in 
some modest garret; there they suffer 
unseen, ashame arity, and 
wear their live . Except 
this latter cla.ss, ng illness, 
most of the poo are poor 
rom la.ziness, . or cnme ; 

and their moral ds society 
18 rather that d callous 
defiance, or covetous acquiescence, than 
repentance. We need to get a better 
breed of men, not coddle the present 
one overmuch. Life suits them well 
enough as it is, if they·could only get a 
few of their neighbors' goods; such 
goods 80S they Flossie 
desired, and n m bonum. 
If degraded, mind their 
degradation, b t with it; 
money always, ood some-
imes, they will cept ; but 

work they will evade and not perform. 
Amongst these, thought Haviland, there 
may be much squalor, even much suffer
ing; but there is little real poverty. 
Had he told all this to Gracie she would 
have said that it made no difference; 
and that one should try all the more to 
find the true righteous-
minded beings lD the tur-
moil of the wo one such 
a.mily helped worth a 
undred of Moreover, 

Gracie had no of being 
taken in ; had she thought of it at all, she 
would have scorned it; the odium of 
deception falls on the deceiver, not the 
deceived; she would not stoop to be 
suspicious. And mercy will ever be a 
mystery to mere justice; like the ways 
fGod to hum . 

Meantime Haviland was walking 
along, lost in thought. He wandered 
mechanically through various unknown 
and afterward unremembered districts, 
by a strange old graveyard yet undese
crated, thro h Leroy Street, d Sixth. 
Av time was up ; 
w dined, with his 
In he had his w 
me as a thing in 
to at, and he w 
ma It was not 
thing, at this time, to be admitted to 
the councils that rule in the free city of 
New York. And, as we have spent some 
time over pretty Flossie Gower, that 
flower of republican society, it may not 
be wasted time to see a little what thing 
this .. was, which m 
in root. 

d, with its otrsh 
th ene and else 
th ttempt to ob 
io ur whole coun 
sf g , is the result 
tempt to obtain political liberty. Our 
national faith has been that which is, of 
all possible faiths, the farthest from that 
of poor James Starbuck ; it is govern
ment by every one, while nihilism is the 
negation of any ~overnment at all; 
m dindua.lism,80S 
to ut in New Yo 
had a cla.ss who, 
co time to gov 
so up for it by 
of hat proportio 
between the tune of a busy merchant or 
physician, and that of a professional 
idler? And the interminable and vain 
caucuses, impossible to the one, form the 
delight of the other. These had leisure 
to make acquaintances; to know each 
other· to pass theil· days in bar-rooms, 
n ·tical power; 
er had arrogated 
se e oligarchy. 
mak ns and to m 
da and the poopl 
p d no right in 
gust councils save on sufferance. Thus 
we dropped aristocracy, and got a kakis
tocracy; but an oligarchy still. 

John Haviland, however, had been 
admitted. He had had to struggle 
hard for this honor; and had finally 
at· . h more by his . 
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prowess than by his intellectual qualifi
cations. Near his house were the rooms 
of a well-known "profe880r in the art of 
self..defence;" and there he had been in 
the habit of taking lessons, and occa
sionally "putting on the gloves" with 
all comers. Among the frequenters of 
the place were also many of the local 
magnates of the party ; and Haviland, 
whose manners were frank and hearty, 
had thus met most of his ward leaders, 
and knocked the greater part of them 
down successively. Thus treated, they 
took a fancy to him ; said that there was 
no nonsense about him; and one day, 
to Haviland's great surprise, informed 
him that he had been elected a member 
of their local club. 

The meeting to-night was not over in
teresting. It might have been called less 
incendiary. but itwas certainly more self
ish than Mr. James Starbuck's, we have 
so lately left; while for earnestness and a 
definite attempt at eft"ecting something. 
the two were not for one moment to be 
compared. For whereas the official po
litical organization of the great national 
party in Haviland's ward was occupied 
primarily with satisfactory apportion
ments of the offices among the would-be 
candidates, and secondarily with beating 
the rival party at the polls, Starbuck's 
people went in much more directly for 
measures than for men, and as for of
fices, desired none at a1l 

Haviland found it bard to keep his at
tention, that evening, on the subject be
fore the meeting. Tom was saying what 
a good fellow was William, and how the 
machinations of Richard might be de
feated if Patrick were only secured, 
which might be done if Michael were 
given a local judgeship. It was pretty 
unsatisfactory talk at the best, and 
hardly can have been what the makers 
of the Constitution, or even what Mon
sieur Jean Jacques Rousseau, intended. 
Haviland had often stood up against 
it, alone ; but that night he gave little 
ear to it, and things went their own 
way. 

From this meeting he went to the 
Farnums'. He was a famjiar in the 
house, and could call late, if he chose. 
Mrs. Farnum had disappeared; Mr. 
Farnum was rarely visible; but sitting 
in the front room alone, with a sweep-

ing robe of pale-gray velvet &CroSS the· 
Soor, and head and arm leaning on a 
low CQuseus8, a book discarded lying 
face downward on the Soor, he found 
the beauty. A moment before he en
tered, her eyes (purple-gray they were 
in color) had haCl a strange look, both 
proud and longing, both weary and 
fierce. This was peculiar to them; but 
it softened a shade as he entered, and 
she looked up at him. 

"Mr. Haviland?" said she. 
"Yes-I came to see you becaU8& 

" 
" Because you had nothing better to 

do," said she, tersely. 
"If you will," said John, smiling~ 

.. Though it is not kind." 
"The world is not kind," said th& 

beauty, with a frown, looking oft" again. 
" For the world you are not responsi

ble," said Haviland gravely. "Tell me, 
do you know Miss Holyoke?" 

"Miss Holyoke? What Miss Hol
yoke?" 

"Mrs. Richard Livingstone's niece." 
"No," said Kitty Farnum, curtly. "I 

don't know Mrs. Livingstone." 
" But I thought you might have met 

Miss Holyoke. Do you not belong to 
the Combined Charities?" 

" Certainly not." 
.. I wish you did," said John, half to 

himself. "I thought you and Miss 
Holyoke might--might find it pleasant 
to go together." 

"I have no interest in them," said 
Miss Farnum, as if finally. And she 
looked as if she thought the world too 
intolerable to herself to dream of trying 
to mitigate it for others. 

"Excuse me," said Haviland; and the 
talk drifted oft" into commonplaces. But 
Miss Farnum's mannere were not len
ient, and his call was a short one. 

Haviland continued to take his after
noon walks; but he was now more than 
ever apt to lose himself in the district 
west of Washington Square. Gracie 
never came to any trouble, all that win
ter, on her charitable excursions; but, 
if you had ever met her there alone, you 
would have very likely met, just far 
enough behind her, so that she never 
saw him, steaming along in his usual 
wholesome way, our friend John Havi
land. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A SOCIAL SUOOESS. 

ABTIllJR HOLYOU was making his way. 
Despite Charlie's admonitions to the 
contrary, he had succeeded in living 
within his income; and, after a six 
months' trial at the office, the firm put 
him upon a salary. It was small, to be 
sure; but it was a distinct step toward 
the home that he was hoping to build. 
He had joined one club, recognizing that 
after the initiation the expense was tri
fling ; and that he must be put in a way 
to meet men. Here he spent much of 
his time; bachelor lodgings are cheer
less. 

Business was, on the whole, a disillu
sion. The firm of Townley & Tamms 
had formerly carried large banking and 
investment accounts; but these had not 
iucreased of late years; and it gradually 
became evident to .Arthur that all this 
legitimate business would hardly pay 
their office expenses. Where they really 
made their money was either in buy
ing large blocks of seourities at less 
than their value, or, more common
ly. in ae11ing new issues, after a long 
course of artificial demand and adver
tisement, at very much more than they 
had ever paid for them. Tamms was 
the light and soul of the firm. He 
never went up town into society; he 
never sought to shine in the fashionable 
world, and pretended that he did not 
want to. His largest social orbit did 
not transcend the society of the Brook
lyn church to which he belonged; in 
the city of churches he lived and had 
his being; and he was in all respects a 
most reputable citizen. Old Mr. Town
ley migltt come down at eleven or at 
nine; .Arthur mighb leave at three or at 
five; but they always met Tamma at the 
office, or left him there, curled up over 
his private desk, silent, in his formal 
black coat, with his restless eyes shin
ing like a spider's; and he seemed to 
have a spider's capacity for living with
out fresh air and exercise. The deacons 
entrusted to him the church funds, and 
even, occasionally, made a long or short 
sale of stocks, on private account, at his 
advice; for Tamms, even by these aspir
ants for the kingdom of heaven, was re-

puted a man of remarkable bUBiness sa
gacity on earth. And in these days. 
when even the church must have its sec
ular foundation and its corner lots, the 
laying up of treasure on earth is not to 
be avoided; what we need, therefore, is 
some really sure preventive of moth and 
rust, and some wholly efficacious pre
caution against those thieves that break 
in and steal. Although there is, I be
lieve, no text telling us that thieves need 
be always with us. 

But the tendency of the times is tow
ard a fiercer battle in the struggle for 
existence, and weaker laws to keep the 
rapacious in check. Of the ever smaller 
snrplus that the world's work wins, a 
larger share is every year being demand
ed by the laborer, and aggregated capi
tal, organized monopoly, growing hun
grier as it has to take lees, thirsts each 
year more greedily for all that is leIL 
And the middle class, which has ruled 
the world so long, is being ground to 
pieces by these warring Titans. 

Tamms perceived this, not so dithy
rambically, but more practically, and he 
profited by it. No one could turn in 
and out of corporations more cleverly 
than he ; or turn them more adroitly to 
private ends, or drop out of them more 
apropos. Such an ingenious contriv
ance for clever men are these; more in
genious than the law which governs 
them. Indeed, the law has now dropped 
far behind, standing where it stood in 
the Middle Ages, when corporations were 
few and simple, and stares agape at 
the Frankensteins of its own creation. 
But these same soulless monsters af
ford to their masters unlimited power, 
without interest or responsibility; and 
Tamms revelled in them. And Tamms 
was a self-made man, and a smart one; 
and the public deified him for both at
tributes, as is its wont; and his church 
would have canonized him, had his busi
ness needed a saintship instead of a seat 
in the Stock-Exchange. 

.Arthur's head grew dizzy at the cor
porations, and syndicates, and pools and 
other unnamed enterprises that Tamms's 
busy life was wound up in. Head and 
chief was, of course, the great Allegh~}' 
Central Railroad ; this was the chief gold
mine that they worked; for in it Tamms 
could make his own market'and buy and 
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eell at his own price. But there were 
many others. And of these, the stock 
of the Silas Starbuck Oil Company had 
grown lately prominent. 

The Stock-Exchange was no longer a 
strange sight to Arthur; he had grown 
familiar with it, with its moods, its dia
lect, its very battle-cries and interjec
tions. And here he had seen the Alle
gheny Central bought and sold, and 
bought again ; and of late he had been 
sent to out-of-the-way holes and corners, 
auctions, and even to the ~town houses 
of retired merchants (Mrs. Gower's 
among the number, only Mrs. Gower 
would not sell) in search of the share 
certificates of the Starbuck Oil. 

"Governor's up to something," said 
Charlie. "Don't believe anybody knows 
what--not even the old man." The 
" governor" was Mr. Tamms; Mr. Town
ley was the "old man." And it was true 
the latter had little to do with the busi
ness of the firm. He had been a con
servative, prominent banker in his day ; 
and still canied much weight with the 
multitude; but, though he bore his 
gray head with much dignity behind his 
white choker, there was little in it--as 
Townley might have said. Little re
mained of the once active spirit behind 
it but a fixed belief in Allegheny Cen
tral and a strong taste for landscape 
paintings of the French school How
ever, no one had found this out but 
Tamms, not even Mr. Townley himself, 
though Charlie, as we have seen, 811S

pected it. And Mr. Townley was a mer
chant of the old school, whom all the 
world delighted to make trustee for its 
posr.erlty. He had a great box in the 
Safety Deposit Vaults, crammed with the 
stocks and bonds upon which others 
lived; and these he administered care
fully and well 

But one great day there was a "cor
ner" in Starbuck Oil stock; for some 
mysterious reason the once common cer
tificates had disappeared, like partridges 
on the first of September. Madder and 
more extravagant grew the demand for it 
at the board; scantier still the supplyof
fering; one per cent. a day was bid, even 
for its temporary possession, so highly 
were the shares suddenly prized. There 
were vague rumors of "plums," "mel
ons," and consolidations; meantime the 

Starbuck Oil stock had disappeared from 
human vision. Then, one morning, came 
the news; the Allegheny Central had ab
sorbed the Silas Starbuck Oil Company; 
two shares were to be given for one, and 
in addition, to cover terminal facilities, 
connection, etc., five millions of six per 
cent. bonds were to be issued. Townley 
& Tamms, it was announced, had taken 
them a11, and otl'ered them to the eager 
public for 105 and interest. "Thought 
the governor was up to something," said 
Charlie. "What do you suppose we 
paid for them ?-the bonds, I mean," 
said he to.Arthur; and he put his tongue 
in his cheek and looked Tery knowing. 

.Arthur was kept busy, writing per
sonal letters to the more valued clients 
of the firm, calling attention to the mer
its of the bonds in question; and pre
ferred not thinking of the matter at all. 
He solaced himself with human sympa
thy; that is to say, the delights of s0-
ciety as otl'ered in balls and dinners; 
and soon grew so accustomed to the 
stimulant as to take much pleasure in it. 

For do we not see every day, gentle 
reader-that is to say, fashionable, fasci
nating, admired reader-how great and 
potent is the charm of this life? Do we 
not see men ruining themselves, girls 
giving themselves, for this alone? How 
dull, how short-sighted must our fore
fathers have been, who flattered them
selves that we, their clever children, 
would content ourselves with the rights 
of man I What we desire is the envy of 
mankind. 

Humanity has indeed labored over a 
thousand years for these simpler things, 
ever since that crowd of uncultivated 
Dutchmen came down on Rome, and the 
feudal system adopted Christianity unto 
itself and strangled it, or sought to do 
so. We have tried with brain and sinew, 
through blood and fire, to get this boon, 
that our lives may be respected, and our 
liberty of person not constrained. And 
now, in the nineteenth century, we have 
got it; and 10 I society is bored. Lan
guid and dull-too dull to hear, in its 
liberal mass, that low and distant mur
mur, too sceptical, inditl'erent. to see the 
dark low cloud, just forming, now, 
to the West and East--is it a mighty 
swarm of locusts, or is it merely storm 
and rain? Here and there a tory 
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sees it, dreading it; here and there a 
radical, dreaming of it; their imagi
nation aiding both. And the multi
tude, who are not indift'erent, and 
who are never bored, have little time 
to look at the weather, still lese to read 
and think; or, if they read, it is no 
longer now the Bible, which, they are 
told, is but a feudal book, a handy tool 
of bishops and of premiers. Moreover, 
modern enlightenment teaches that it is 
a lie; there never were twelve basketfuls 
of fragments left from loaves and fishes 
on the Mountain; therefore what words 
were spoken on the Mountain cannot be 
true. 
. The world is free; and ninety-nine 

per cent. are miserable, and the other 
one is bored. So, we remember, Flossie 
Gower was bored, when she got all her 
wishes, and had liberty to do what thing 
she chose. But surely, liberty being 
the greatest good, it follows she must 
choose to do good things? But to-day 
the light of the SUD does not content us, 
nor the fragrance of the woods and 
fields, the breath of free air and thd!bt:'y 
of mind and body, love and frien 'p, 
and health and sympathy. These are 
but the tastelese water of life; the joys 
of po88ession and of envy are the wine. 
The early pagans were happy with these 
indeed, benighted creatures; but what 
though the ancient text says, What does 
it profit a man if he gain the whole 
world, and lose his own soul? Others 
will envy us the world; but our own 
souls pall with us. We moderns have 
invented amour propre. What matters 
being happy? The true bliBS is, that 
others think you so. We have realized 
equality; and all these good people 
(even to Jem Starbuck's sister) stmggle 
to escape from it. Jem Starbuck was a 
nihilist, and their logical counterpart. 
What did Flossie care for her two horses 
and Russian sleigh and silver mountings 
and black and white furs and waving 
scarlet plumes? If Central Park were 
the wastes about the Northern Pole, do 
you suppose she would care to take her 
sleigh-ride there, and show off to old 
John Franklin's whitened bones alone? 
Is it the light, and the air, and the mo
tion, that makes her J?leasure ; is it the 
mere child's delight m brilliant colors 
that makes her flaunt her trailing scar-

let plumes; or is it the subtile intoxica
tion of the world's notice of what thing 
the world desires? And Mrs. Gower's 
equals see these things and do homage i 
and their daughters wed for these, and 
their husbands work; and in pretty 
Jenny Starbuck's head, walking on the 
roadside, the homage turns to envy; 
and in James her brother's heart, to 
gall 

Arthur went in this sleigh many times, 
and enjoyed it, and said pretty thinga 
to Mrs. Gower in exchange. He had a 
poet's delight in rich and beautiful 
things, in show and speed and glitter. 
Shine, not light, attracts your women, 
says Goethe; and the old courtier-poet 
might have said the same of men, him
self included. And Mrs. Gower lolled 
back, beautiful, her yellow hair shining 
strangely through the snow; so Helen 
in the Oreek sunlight, so Faustina in the 
streets of noble Rome; so Outrune, by 
whose wiles twelve thousand heroes and 
the gods went down to darkling death. 
All these were blondes, and smiled and 
charmed and had their adoration and 
their joy of life. What call had FlOBBie 
to trouble herself with the eternal veri
ties, or man's past or future? She was 
not eternal. She was, furthermore, a 
sceptic and a cynic-if a butter1ly can be 
tWd to be sceptic of eternal life. She 
had no real knowledge of the things she 
won. She would have liked the sword 
of Siegfried for a panoply, to put the 
Grail in her cabinet of rare china. She 
would have liked to possess these things, 
and money and fans and dresses, and 
have other women know that she pas
Be8Bed them. She would have liked to 
possess men's hearts. 

Not that she waswicked. She was no 
tragedy queen, no evil heroine of r0-
mance; she had no desire, so far 88 she 
knew, to injure anyone. She would 
have paid a fortune for a picture that 
other people admired; but she would 
have exc~ed it for a ball-dress, had 
there been but one ball-dre88 in the 
world; and she simply did not believe 
in the Holy Grail, or the sword of Sieg
fried, or men's hearts. So a mde con
queror thirsts for the great King's tal
isman, and barters it for an ounce of 
colored glass, and wears the latter on a 
ring in his nose. But yet this glass is 
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not the ultimate reality, despite its 
wearer's pride. 

So some air-dwelling German has told 
us, long time the world slumbered un
conscious, wrapped in a dreamlesssleep. 
And the gold of the Rhine still slum
bered in its waters, and the gods kept 
guard. Then all things broke to con
sciousness, after a myriad of cycles of 
years; and their first awakening was a 
joy; and men arose, and livedin the light 
of the earth. But shortly, after some 
few centuries, this conscionmess became 
a blight; and they turned,' and knew 
themselves. And the gold was wrest
ed from the deep waters by an evil race 
of men, forswearing love forever; and 
the love of the world turned to avarice, 
and the love of man to the love of self, 
and the love divine was forgotten and 
whelmed in the dusk of the gods. And 
so the pessimists of the day must follow 
out the old myth, and tell us that the 
end and cure of all is this darkness of 
the gods, the death of all things, the 
black waters that well again from earth, 
the rising waves of the dreamless sea. 

But behind Zeus and Prometheus and 
Hera lay Fate, a power not themselves, 
to whom both gods and men must bow. 
And beneath Wotan and Loge sits Erda, 
in the heart of Earth, silent; and the 
web of things to come is spun, slowly, 
by the silent Noms. 

CHAPTER XV. 

IX JUIDBK JDmITATION. 

<hAem was sitting alone in her own 
room; she had been reading-the 
.. Faery Queene .. the book-but it had :-1!t: from her hand-and now she was 

. g. Not of herself, but of others ; 
Arthur, perhaps, principally. For she 
had given her heart to him; and in a 
perfect maidenly love there is always 
some foretaste of the maternal, a fond 
solicitude as of a mother for her child. 
Perhaps even Arthur did not know how 
much she thought of him; and Mrs. 
Livingstone was too much bound up in 
Mamie, and Mamie too much in herself, 
to notice it; Miss Brevier alone had seen 
it, and had held her peace. Gracie fan
cied that no one knew it, save Arthur 

himself; though for her and Arthur it 
had changed the world. The world it
self she, did not understand; all things 
did not look clear to her that winter; 
the people of her acquaintance puzzled 
her. It almost seemed as if she would 
not have their sympathy in all ways; 
but this could not be proven, for Gracie 
never made a confidante. Now Mamie 
Livingstone, on the other hand, confided 
everything to her; and then, apparently, 
forgot it all, much as a Parisian lady may 
be supposed to forget the substance of 
her last auricular confession ; for Gracie 
noted a certain repugnancy or incohe
rence in this young woman's heart his
tory of which the heart's possessor was 
unaware entirely. 

Mamie was intensely a metropolitan 
girl; the exquisitely sensitive product of 
a great social nerve-centre. She did not 
know her Emerson, and was wholly un
troubled with "the whichness of the 
why:" but she had mastered her own 
environment at an early age. And she 
had-except, of course, as against ~oung 
men, her natural prey-a frank disposi
tion and a warm heart. 

The great event of her life, her appear
ance iu society, was to take place in the 
season following; and all through this 
winter Mamie was in a state of electric 
anticipation. She was already laying, 
in an innocent and girlish way, her 
wires. What Gracie failed chielly to 
understand was these very love confi
dences, above mentioned; for though 
Mamie talked most ardently of the 
qualities of her successive swains, they 
seemed to bear a much J;llore definite 
relation to her own self-love than to her 
heart. But then, it was her self-love 
that was the source of pleasure to her ; 
her heart was an amusement only. And 
Mamie knew the world, as has before 
been hinted. a priori; she was a girl of 
transcendental mind. who saw through 
the copper-pla~ formulas of her study
books to the realities around her; with 
innate ideas and tastes as to what was 
fashionable and really fine. She alter
nately patronized and petted Gracie, 
who was three years older than herself ; 
yet Gracie had more in1luence over her 
than anyone else. As for the parental 
authority of her father and mother-the 
phrase is too grotesquely medimval to be 
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completed. Mr. Livingstone was an old 
gentleman with a million and a half of 
property, whose manners had outlived 
his mind. 

Gracie was looking-if I could de
scribe toloU the manner of her look, 
you woul all men be poor Arthur's ri
vals, I am sure ; the direction of her look 
was simply to the northward, through 
the window. The manner of it-perhaps 
even Arthur never wholly noted it ; may 
be he thought all girls had it; may be 
he even preferred the scintillating alert.
ness of Pussie Duval's or Baby Malgam's 
-people now called her Baby with a 
touch of malice--which was more new 
to him. It was a deel! and holy radi
ance, as if the look's obJect were not let 
quite found, and a certain queationmg 
withal. Gracie was almost sure to have 
it when alone; perhaps a certain exqui
site if unconscious tact restrained it, with 
other girls, lest they should cali it pose ; 
but no man-that is, no man-ever saw 
it fairly, but his soul was turned to fire. 
Medusa's look it was that turned a man 
to stone; but there seems to be no met
aphor for this opposite one. Perhaps 
because the Greeks had never met with 
it ; it is found since Hamlet and since 
Gretchen, in England or New England 
and grows mostly in the country, with 
books, sweet thoughts, and solitude. I 
have more rarely met with it in Welles
ley or in Vasaar; yet it is not absolutely 
inconsistent with a knowledge of Greek. 

"You do look so sweet, couSine," cried 
:Mamie as she tripped into the room, 
.. but awfully poky. rve got such a thing 
to ten you about Mrs. Lucie Gower. 
And oh, do you know? Charlie Townley 
called here to-day. And somebody else 
too-aha?" 

II Who was it?" said Gracie. 
"Who was it, Ma'am Soft..airs, in

deed. Cousine, do let me try a bit of 
rouge some time-that blush was so be
coming to you. Mr. Havj]and, of course ; 
and I peeked through the crack of the 
door when the servant said you weren't 
at home. But tell me, Gracie dear, do 
you think it would do for me to ask 
Mr. Townley to dinner next time? You 
know, rve had all the younger men, and 
he dances like an angel" 

II Why, Mamie, you don't mean to 
have a dance ? .. 

"No, no, stupid, but for next winter, 
I mean. rm determined to have Char
lie lead my German, you know; they 
say all the young married women are 
fighting for him. And the only other 
man is Daisy Blake, and he's too slow 
for anything. Besides, rm dead in love 
with Townley, you know." 

II Oh," said Gracie. -
" I heard he gave a supper-party last 

night, and both Mrs. Gower and Mrs. 
Malgam were there, and the Earl of 
Birmingham; and afterward they all 
went in masks to a public ball. Wasn't 
it horrid? And just think what fun it 
would be to get him a7...;:Om those 
married women? Why, 'on Roster 
told me last year that the debutantes 
had no chance at all. I'll see about 
that." And Mamie stamped her little 
foot and tossed her pretty head defiant
ly; and indeed it looked as if the filly 
might make it hard running for the 
four-year-olds. And Charlie Townley, 
had he seen it, might have felt that he 
had gotten his reward on earth. For I 
doubt if any poet's bays or any soldier's 
laurel were more highly prized by maid 
or wife than Mamie, the rich, well-bred, 
well-born, rated Charlie Townley's style 
of excellence. Le atyle c'est Z'homme, 
says some old, grave writer; what then 
is style to a giddy young woman? And 
I doubt if either bays or laurel be so 
marketable. And Charlie was a man of 
the world, familjar to ita stock-exchanges ; 
who did not mean to marry, but meant 
to marry well. 

Gracie looked at Mamie Livingstone 
with some faint wonder; and then the 
young girl laughed loudly, as was usual, 
and kissed her, and called her a dear old 
thing; and laughed again, as if she had 
been jesting. And so the other one 
supposed it, and smiled back through 
Mamie's many kisses. 

"Look here," Mamie began again, 
with a gesture of triumph; and she 
pulled a note from her pocket, and 
waved it triumphantly iu Gracie's face. 
II rve got a note from him already ! " 

"Oh, Mamie-" 
"'Bh, Ma'am Prunes and Prisms--it's 

only about a summer fan. I asked him 
to get a kind which I knew had only 
been made at one place down town, and 
they were all sold out, so he had to 
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write and tell me so. See, isn't the sig
nature nice? ' your devoted servant, 
Charles Townley'-and such a nice 
manly hand." And Mamie roguishly 
made pretence of ki88ing it, the while 
her eyes danced with merriment. Gra
cie looked at her-puzzled; and Mamie 
only laughed the more. "There, there, 
don't look so grave, you delightful old 
darling; it's not so awfully serious, after 
all-yet." And with the final burst of 
laughter that accompanied her last word, 
Mamie danced from the room. 

Left alone, Gracie's smile, which had 
reflected Mamie's, changed to a deeper 
look, a look that Mamie's face could 
never mirror. Yes, it W88 a puzzle, in a 
way; people so rarely seemed to care 
for the essentials of things. Gracie's 
notion of a man W88 enlightened hero
ism, of a woman perfect bravery and 
trust, and the light in the lives of both 
the light of the world that comes from 
another, like the sun's. But to these 
young ladies and gentlemen, the light 
of the world was the light of a ball
room. 

So she sat there, looking northward 
over the roofs and steeples, to the bright 
sky-line; and perhaps, if an eye were at 
the other end of that ray of light that 
slanted through space to meet her own, 
it saw a human soul. But to the tele
graph wires and brick chimneys, to Ma.
mie and the men near by on the roofs, 
it was a girl with a pretty face like an
other. 

Human nature, they tell us ; and an-

other says, people are all alike when it 
comes to the point; and the motives of 
mankind have ever been the same, says 
a third. The course of history is thus 
and so ; it is human nature to do this, 
and take this bundle of hay rather than 
that; and we are all alike, they repeat 
again ; scholars, men, and books repeat 
again, until we do become human nat
ure--or drown ourselves in preference. 

But it is a lie. Humanity is not all 
alike; it is as a broad plain of grass or 
weeds; and this is alike. But among 
it, here and there, there flames a poppy, 
and above it, here and there, stands up 
the glorious lily, like a halo on a flow
er's stem; and beneath it breathes the 
sweet and gentle violet. Hard by grow 
the weeds, and dock and hardy thistles; 
on one stem perhaps with these, uncon
scious of them. 

So mankind is a great crowd com
posed of common units, all alike; but 
with them walking, mostly alone, there 
journeys the hero, and the martyr, and 
the woman with a soul. And the hero 
looks straight ahead, sad and strong; 
the martyr looks up to heaven; and the 
soul looks about it and breathes its fra
grance to its fellows. 

But the crowd is so great that these 
three, though they are many, yet seem 
few. And they journey 88 they may, 
and work, and do, and die ; but ah me I 
they are lonely, for they seldom meet, 
each one the other; they are fortunate 
if they see each other's radiance dimly, 
through the crowded field. 



TWO SONNETS. 

'By Grabam R. Tomson. 

TO-DAY .. 

CLASP close my hand, this little space is ours, 
This safe green shore between two bitter seas, 

A narrow meadow-land of love and ease, 
Made musical with birds and fair with flowers. 
For all the fragrance of the rose-hung bowers, 

For all the Shelter of the dusky trees, 
We thank thee, Eros 1 Yea, upon our knees, 

With tears we praise thee for these perfect hours. 

Look not where Yesterday's dull current laves 
The misty sea-board of our landing-place
Clasp close my hand, and tum to me thy face, 

Before we tempt To-morrows tossing waves: 
Forget, in this dear moment's certain grace, 

That Time and Fate press on-and hold us slaves. 

TO-NIGHT. 

ALAS 1 my heart shrinks chill before To-night j 
The birds keep silence now, the air is gray 

And salt with leaping foam. of Yesterday, 
Lashed into fury with the shrill wind's flight. 
To-day hath shrunk too narrow for delight: 

To-morrows billows raven for their prey j 
Through gathering dusk, low-gleaming on its way, 

The rolling tide advances, wild and white. 

Thy mournful face is fading from my sight, 
Though still thy hand clings steadfastly in mine; 
The dawn draws near to bid us both resign 

Our storm-wom ahallo:p' to the tide-wave's might
Yet this, a little while, was mine and thine,

One green vine-garland, plucked in Fate's despite. 



PULVIS ET UMBRA. 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 

~M9jJIi'~1!i look for some re
~¥",~ •. ;o¥.~' ward of our endeav-

l-S.5~~~ii ors and are disap-
pointed; not suc
cess, not happiness, 
not even peace of 
conscience, crowns 

our ineffectual efforts to do well. Our 
frailties are invincible, our virtues bar
ren; the battle goes sore against us to 
the going down of the BUn. The cant
ing moralist tells us of right and wrong; 
and we look abroad, even on the face 
of our small earth, and find them change 
with every climate, and no country where 
some action is not honored for a vir
tue and none where it is not branded 
for a vice; and we look in our experi
ence, and find no vital congruity in 
the wisest rules, but at the best a muni
cipal fitness. It is not strange if we 
are tempted to despair of good. We 
ask too much. Our religions and mor
alities have been trimmed to fiatter us, 
till they are all eJD88CUlate and senti
mentalized, and only please and weaken. 
Trnth is of a rougher strain. In the 
harsh face of life, faith can read a bracing 
gospel The human race is a thing more 
ancient than the ten commandments; 
and the bones and revolutions of the 
Kosmos, in whose joints we are but 
mOBS and fungus, more ancient still. 

L 

()p the Kosmos in the last resort, sci
ence reports many doubtful things and 
all of them appalling. There seems no 
substance to this solid globe on which 
we stamp: nothing but symbols and ra-

tios. Symbols and ratios carry us and 
bring us forth and beat us down; grav
ity that swings the incommensurable 
BUnS and worlds through space, is but a 
figment varying inversely 88 the squares 
of distances; and the BUDS and worlds 
themselves, imponderable figures of 
arithmetic, NH, and H.O. Considera
tion dares not dwell upon this view; that 
way madne88 lies; science carries us 
into zones of speculation, where there is 
no habitable city for the mind of man. 

But take the Kosmos with a groBBer 
faith, 88 our senses give it us. We be
hold space sown with rotatory islands, 
BUDS and worlds and the shards and 
wrecks of systems: some, like the BUn, 
still blazing; some rotting, like the 
earth; others, like the moon, stable in 
desolation. All of these we take to be 
made of something we call matter: a 
thing which no analysis can help us to 
conceive; to whose incredible properties, 
no familiarity can reconcile our minds. 
This &tuft: when not purified by the Ius
tration of fire, rots uncleanly into some
thing we call life ; seized through all its 
atoms with a pediculous malady; swell
ing in tumors that become indepen
dent, sometimes even (by an abhorrent 
prodigy) locomotory; one splitting into 
millions, millions cohering into one, 88 

the malady proceeds through varying 
stages. This vital putrescence of the 
dust, used 88 we are to it, yet strikes us 
with occasional disgust, and the profu
sion of worms in a piece of ancient turf, 
or the air of a marsh darkened with in
sects, will sometimes check our breath
ing 80 that we aspire for cleaner places. 
But none is clean : the moving sand is 
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infected with lice; t.he pure spring, 
where it bursts out 01 the mountain, is 
a mere issue of worms; even in the hard 
rock, the crystal is forming. 

In two main shapes this eruption cov
ers the countenance of the earth: the an
imal and the vegetable: one in 80me de
gree the inversion of the other: the sec
ond rooted to the BJ.lOt; the first coming 
detached out of Its natal mud, and 
scurrying abroad with the myriad feet 
of insects or towering into heaven upon 
the wings of birds: a thing so incon
ceivable that, if it be well considered, 
the heart stops. To what passes with 
the anchored vermin, we have little clue: 
doubtleBB they have thetjb~ and sor
rows, their delights and . . g agonies: 
it appears not how. But of the locomo
tory, to which we ourselves belong, we 
can tell more. These share with us a 
thousand miracles: the miracles of 
Bight, of hearing, of the projection of 
sound, things that bridge space; the 
miracles of memory and reason, by 
which the present is conceived, and 
when it is gone, its image kept living 
in the brains of man and brute; the 
miracle of reproduction, with its im
perious desires and staggering conse
quences. And to put the last touch 
upon this mountain mass of the revolt
ing and the inconceivable, all these prey 
upon each other, tearing them in pieces, 
cramming them inside themselves, and 
by that summary procees, growing fat: 
the vegetarian, the whale, perhaps the 
tree, not less than the lion of the desert; 
for the vegetarian is only the eater of 
the dumb. 

Meanwhile our rotatory island loaded 
with viticidal life, and more drenched 
with blood, both animal and vegetable, 
than ever mutinied ship, scuds through 
space with unimaginable speed, and 
turns alternate cheeks to the reverbera
tion of a blazing world, ninety million 
miles away. 

IT. 

WHAT a monstrous spectre is this 
man, the disease of the agglutinated 
dust, lifting alternate feet or lying 
drugpi with slumber; killing, feeding, 
growmg, bringing forth small copies of 
himself; grown upon with hair like 

grass, fitted with eyes that move and 
glitter in his face; a thing to set chil
dren screaming ;-and yet looked at 
nearlier, known as his fellows know him, 
how surprising are his attributes t Poor 
soul, here for 80 little, cast ,among 80 
many hardships, filled with desires 80 
incommensurate and 80 inconsistent, 
savagely surrounded, savagely fathered. 
irremediably condemned to prey upon 
his fellow lives: who should have blamed 
him had he been of a piece with his 
destiny and a being merely barbarous ? 
And we look abroad and behold him 
instead filled with imperfect 'Virtues: 
infinitely childish. often admirably va
liant, often touchingly kind i Bitting 
down, amidst his momentary life, to 
debate of right and wrong and the at
tributes of deity; rising up to do battle 
for an egg or die for an idea; singling 
out his friends and his mate with the 
most cordial aft'ection; bringing forth 
in pain, and rearing with long-tmfter
ing solicitude, his young. To touch at 
once the heart of his mystery, we find 
in him one thought, strange to the
point of lunacy: the thought of duty; 
the thought of 80mething owing to 
himself, to his neighbor, to his God: 
an ideal of decency, to which he would 
rise if it were possible; a limit of shame, 
below which, if it be possible, he will 
not stoop. The design in most men is 
one of conformity; here and there, in 
picked natures, it transcends itself and 
soars on the other Bide, arming martyrs 
with independence; but in all, in their 
degrees, it is a bosom thought :-Not. 
in man alone, for we trace it in dogs. 
and cats whom we know fairly well, and 
doubtless the like point of honor sways 
the elephant, the oyster and the louse, 
of whom we know 80 little :-But in 
man, at least, it sways with 80 complete 
an empire that merely selfish things. 
come second, even with the selfish: that 
appetites are starved, fears conquered, 
pains SIlpported; that almost the dull
est shrinks from the reproval of a 
glance, although it were a child's i and 
all but the most cowardly stand their 
ground amid the risks of war; and the 
more noble, having strongly conceived 
an act as due to their ideal, aft'ront and 
embrace death. Strange enough if, 
with their singular origin and perverted 
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practice, they think rewards attend 
them in some future life: stranger still, 
if they are persuaded of the contrary, 
and think this blow, which they solicit, 
will strike them senseless for eternity. 
I sba1l be reminded what a tragedy of 
mis-conception and milHlonduct man at 
large presents: of organized injustice, 
cowardly violence and treacherous crime; 
and of the damning imperfections of 
the best. They cannot be too darkly 
drawn. Man is indeed marked for fail
ure in his eft'om to do right. But 
where the best consistently m~. 
how tenfold more remarkable that all 
should continue to strive: and surely 
we should find it both touching and in
spiriting, that in a field from which suc
cess is banished, the labors of our race 
should not be stayed. 

If the first view of this creature, stalk
ing in his rotatory isle, be a thing to 
shake the courage of the stoutest, on 
this nearer sight, he startles us with 
an admiring wonder. It matters not 
where we look, und81' what climate we 
observe him, in what stage of society, in 
what depth of ignorance, burthened with 
what erroneous morality: in the Naviga
tor Islands, crowned with flowers and fab
ricating proverbs; by campfires in Assi
niboia, the snow p<?wdering his shoul
ders, the wind plucking his blanket, as he 
sits, passing tlie ceremonial calumet and 
uttering his grave opinions like a R0-
man senator; in ships at sea, a man in
ured to hardship and vile pleasures, his 
brightest hope a fiddle in a tavern and a 
bedizened trull who sells herself to rob 
him, and he for all that simple, innocent, 
cheerful, kindly like a child, constant to 
toil, brave to drown, for others; in the 
slums of cities, moving among indift'er
ent millions to mechanical employments, 
without hope of change in the future, 
with scarce a pleasure in the present, 
and yet true to his virtues, honest up to 
his lights, kind to his neighbors, tempt
ed perhaps in vain by the bright gin
palace, perhaps long-auft'ering with the 
drunken wife that ruins him ; in India 
(a woman this time) kneeling with brok
en cries and streaming tears, as she 
drowns her infant in the sacred river; 
in the brothel, the discard of society, liv
ing mainly on strong drink, fed with af
fronts, a fool, a thief, the comrade of 

thieves, and even here keeping the point 
of honor and the touch of pity, often re
paying the world's scorn with service, of
ten standing firm upon a. scruple, and at 
a certain cost, rejecting riches :-every
where some virtue cherished or aft'ected, 
everywhere some decency of thought 
and carriage, everywhere the ensign of 
man's ineft'ectual goodness:-ah I if I 
could show you this I if I could show 
these men and women, all the world 
over, in every stage of history,under every 
abuse of error, under every ciroumstance 
of failure, without hope, without help, 
without thanks, still obscurely fighting 
the lost fight of virtue, still clinging, in 
the brothel or on the scaft'old, to some 
rag of honor, the poor jewel of their 
souls I They may seek to escape, and 
yet they cannot; it is not alone their 
privilege and glory, but their doom; 
they are condemned to some nobility; 
all their lives long, the desire of good 
is at their heels, the implacable hunter. 

Of all earth's meteors, here at least is 
the most strange and consoling: that this 
ennobled lemur, this hair-crowned bub
ble of the dust, this inheritor of a few 
years and sorrows, should yet deny him
self his rare delights, and add to his fre
quent pains, and live' for an ideal, how
ever mis-conceived. Nor can we stop 
with man. A new doctrine, received 
with screams a little while ago by cant
ing moralists, and still not properly 
worked into the body of our thoughts, 
lights us a step further into the heart 
of this rough but noble universe. For 
nowadays the pride of man denies in 
vain his kinshi with the 0 . • al dust. 
He stands no fi,nger like a ~g apart. 
Close at his heels we see the dog, prince 
of another genus: and in him too, we 
see dumbly testified the same cultus of 
an unattainable ideal, the same constan
cy in failure. Does it stop with the 
dog? We look at our feet where the 
ground is b1ackened with the swarming 
ant : a creature so small, so far from us 
in the hierarchy of brutes, that we can 
scarce trace and scarce comprehend his 
doings; and here also, in his ordered 
polities and rigorous justice, we see con
fessed the law of duty and the fact of in
dividual sin. Does it stop, then, with 
the ant? Bather this desire of well
doing and this doom of frailty run 
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through all the grades of life : rather is 
this earth, from the frosty top of Ever
est to the next margin of the internal fire, 
one stage of ineffectual virtues and one 
temple of pious tears and perseverance. 
The whole creation groaneth and travail
eth together. It is the common and the 
god-like law of life. The browsers, the 
biters, the barkers, the ~ coats of 
field and forest, the squirrel m the oak, 
the thousand footed Beourer of the 
dust, as the1. share with us the gift of 
life, share WIth us the love of an ideal: 
strive like us-like us are tempted to 
grow weary of the struggle-to do well ; 
like us receive at times unmerited re
freshment, visitings of support, returns 
of courage; and are like us condemned 
to be crucified between that double law 
of the members and the will. Are they 
like us, I wonder, in the timid hope of 
some reward, some sugar with the whole
some drug? do they, too, stand aghast 
at unrewarded virtues, at the sufferings 
of those whom, in our partiality, we take 
to be just, and the prosperity of such 

as, in our blindness, we call wicked? It 
may be; and yet God knows what they 
should look for. Even while they look. 
even while they repent, the foot of man 
treads them by thousands in the dust, 
the yelping hounds burst upon their 
trail, the bullet speeds, the knives are 
heating in the den of the vivisectionist ; 
or the dew falls, and the generation 
of a day is blotted out. For these are 
creatures, compared with whom our 
weakness is consummate strength, our 
ignorance perfect wisdom, our brief span 
eternity. 

And as we dwell, we living things, in 
our isle of terror and under the immi
nent hand of death, God forbid it should 
be man the erected, the reasoner, the 
wise in his own eyes-God forbid it 
should be man tha.t wearies in well do
ing, that despairs of unrewarded effort, 
or utters the language of complaint. 
Let it be enough for faith, that the 
whole creation groans in mortal frailty, 
strives with unconquerable constancy: 
Surely not all in vain. 
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IN THE STEAMERS' TRACK. 

By William Perry NorthrUP. 

MOKE-O 1" forward, and hung well over at the stern. 
called the Her ballast was bolted to her keel in 
man at the part, part was made into her oaken 
mast-head. frainework, and all located amidships. 

"A steamer, Her bow and stem were light, making 
sir," shouted her safe and dry, exceeding quick in her 
the man at motions, and trying to sensitive stom. 
the w h eel, achs. Such craft, especially those of 
and.. up the the Gloucester fishermen and the Sandy 

companion-way Hook pilots. are considered the best sea
stumbled 0 I d boats of their size ever sailed. In thirty 
Max, the pilot years no pilot-boat has been lost through 
in command. stre88 of weather. 

" Where is she?" choked Immediately on coming aboard, at 
ont Max, swallowing down Staten Island, the pilots .. chucked the 
the last of his supper, and dice" for order of turns. Max scored 

reaching for the ship's glaBS. eighteen, and took his first. He was 
" Dead ahead, sir," responded the man thenceforth officer in charge till he found 

at the wheel, and dead ahead pointed a ship. He acted as pilot out of the 
the man aloft. bay, standing at the wheel himself. Hav-

The pilot-boat David Carll, bearing ing passed the Hook, he gave the wheel 
on her mainsail a huge figure 4, was to a "boy," who received his orders and 
thirty-six hours out from Sandy Hook, steered by compass. In these contests 
making her way slowly to the eastward the laugh is always on the pilot whose 
in the steamers' track. At this time she turn comes last. He must wait, with
was about off Martha.'s Vineyard, with out murmur, anywhere from a week to 
light wind, but fair. She had on board, twelve days. In that time he has noth
beside one passenger, seven pilots, joint ing to do but s~d his night-watch; has 
owners of the boat, and known as the not a word to say about the manage
"Company." These occupied the cabin ment of the boat; must eat salt meat if 
aft. In the forecastle lived the "boat- the fresh gives out, and forbear giv
keeper," or mate, and his four sailors, ing points to the man who's "got the 
known, at whatever time of life, as "boys. " turn." 
Somewhere forward lived the non-com- The first twenty-four hours at sea are 
batant, the steward. usually spent in sleep. It is not neces-

"Number 4" was a keel boat, painted sary for all pilots to sleep that much, 
black, eighty-six feet long, eighteen feet but a good, long sleep after the gaye
abeam, drawing ten feet four inches of ties of a few days ashore is wholesome, 
water, schooner-rigged. She was broad and some need it. Thoroughly rested, 

CopJrlgbt, 11lll8, bJ Chari .. ScrIbner'. 8oDa. AU ri&bta .-rvcd. 
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Pilot-Boat .. Number 4." 

there soon comes a time when inac
tivity begins to affect the spirits and 
tempers of the men. H, by chance, the 
boat crawls along to the eastward three 
whole dals and no man is put aboard a 
steamer, mdividual characteristics begin 
to crop out. Business is dull, and there 
is no way to enliven it. First there is 
banter and discussion, then loud bluff 
and browbeating and vehement alterca
tion. You will hear more loud talk and 
see less fighting than in any other spot 
outside of France. But the same would 
follow if they were college students, shut 
up together in idleness, and the same if 
college presidents. 

In the stage of loud discussion the 
" Company" of the David Carll found 
themselves off Martha's Vineyard, on the 
evening of the second day out. They 
were rested, had told all their new sto
ries, compared notes on shore gossip, 
had offered to " bet a dollar" on every
thing that occurred through the whole 
day, and had grown tired of lying in 
the sun in idleness. 

This new sensation changed the at
mosphere in a moment. Six pilots and 
one pBSsenger, grouped in the bow of 
the boat, had their eyes fixed on the masts 
faintly seen at the horizon ahead. 

"Which way does she head? " shouted 
Max from near the wheel, shaking him
self loose in his clothes, preparatory to 
a dive below decks. 

"Hist the flag ! " he continued. · "She 
must haul for us. In a light wind like 

this we can't run across 
her bow." 

The blue flag crawl
ed along the lee of the 
mainsail and floated, at 
length, clear above the 
tip of the maintop
mast. Old Max leaned 
out over the weather 
rail, paced across the 
cockpit, muttered 
something to himself, 
wagged his head in a 
confident manner, and 
dove below to put on 
his shore clothes. 

Nelson took 0. look 
through the ship's 
glass. 

"She's headed to
ward us; we are right in her track." 
Having settled tbis point, he lighted & 

clean, new clay pipe and walked up and 
down, taking a look forward at each lap. 
Nick came back from a trip below, with 
an excellent light in his cob furnace, 
sending forth a suffocating fragrance of 
burning navy plug. 

" What do you make 'er, Nels?" He 
took a look with the long glass. "Yes," 
he said, alongside the tight-pinched pipe
stem. "She's headed toward us, but I 
can't see no smoke; she's a schooner 
close-hauled, like we are." 

Number Three seized the glass and 
steadied it a.t the rail. 

"You can't see no smoke and, blow 
me, ye can't see no sails neither. She'8 
no steamer-that's sure." 

So they discussed and looked and 
smoked. First one, then another, took 
the glass and gave an opinion. No one 
said he guessed or he thought. No 
one respected another's feelings, but 
flatly and bluntly rebutted one state
IDent with another. 

"Ye want to bet on it? Put y'r 
money up-put 'er right the~money 
talks," and Old Arkansas whacked his 
knee with bis pocket-book. "Old Arkan
sas " was a name given to Frank N--, 
from his resemblance to that character 
in Mark Twain's" Roughing It," a man 
who was always" spoiling for a fight." 
At heart he was as tender as a child. 

Old Max now appeared at the com
panion-way and came forward on deck. 
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buttoning his vest as he walked, kick
ing his trousers down over his boots, and 
craning his neck to see where the steam
er was. 

"Has she showed a flag? Has she 
hauled?" he managed to say, without 
dropping his collar and necktie, held be
tween his teeth. No one had called Max, 
but he seemed- sure he was soon to end 
his cruise. He reached the group just in 
time to hear Dennis announce his final 
conclusion: 

"That's a wreck, that ship is--mark 
my word-and she's flying a flag." 

The captain of the Carll, an exact 
little man, whose word everyone listened 
to and remembered, steadled the long 
ship's glass at the starboard lanyards, 
and slowly expressed his conclu
sions: 

"Well, boys, there's been trouble 
aboard that ship, sure's y'r alire. 
She's a sailer of some sort-sbe's 
no steamer. I can't see any sail 
set, and it looks to me R8 though 
some of her stand
in'riggin'wascar
ried away, and she 
lists to one side." 

Bob looked: 
"Yes, yes, boys; 
there's been hell 
aboard that 
ship." 

RStride the rail on the weather bow, 
with one foot swinging over the water. 
A thin, black cap was drawn well.down 
over his forehead, shading his small, 
gray, deep-set eyes, which could scarcely 
be seen beneath the overhanging visor. 
Smoke curled away from his new clay 
pipe, and frequent characteristic excla
mations escaped amid the smoke-puffs. 
He wanted to bet that ship was a wreck; 
he wanted to bet a dollar it was a steam
er; or he would bet it was a sailing yes
sel. He wanted someone to joggle the 
chip on his shoulder. 

Bob 8-, a tall, lank, broad-shoul
dered Maine Yankee, who had sailed 
from boyhood in every kind of craft, 
listened attentively. He had been mas-

It was an inter
esting group 
gathered in the 
boat's bow. Den
nis and Jeremiah 
b-elonged to a 
family of pilots 
dating back two 
generations. Cap
tain Beeb came 

.. The pilota 'chucked the dic. I for order of turnL" 

from a race of bold sailors, excellent 
in everything that pertains to good 
seamanship and exact navigation. He 
knew the distance from the keel of 
his boat to the sand bottom over ev
ery rod of New York Harbor. It was 
his ingenuity that freed the steamship 
Wisconsin from the sand-shoal off Long 
Island. Nick was the lucky man. He 
never put out a hawser to a wreck 
but he got his prize into port. Frank 
N--, alias "Old Arkan8R8," with both 
bands crammed into his l)ockets, sat 

ter of a ship; he had worked in quar. 
ries; been submarine diver, wrecker, 
contractor, and pilot. When hardly 
grown he had laid the ten-ton granite 
blocks around" Race Rock" Lighthouse, 
in the open sea, an achievement consid
ered wellnigh impossible until accom
plished by his courage and bull-dog grit. 

Max was a spare, active, wiry old man, 
as straight as a mBst. He had been on 
the sea all his life, as boy, sailor, whaler, 
and, at seventy-six, was the oldest man in 
the Sandy Hook service, ha'ing been a 
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pilot for forty years. He nei ther smoke , 
drinks, swears, nor gam hI s. 'Whatev r 
the demands of ship duty, a few mo
ments after each meoJ. finds him read
ing his Bible. He then disappeo.rs in 
his state-room, and suortly is ready for 
duty. He is a patriru'ch among the 
young men, and the def renc paid to 
his years is worthy' 
the chivalry of his "-~""""I"ftIr 

motion nough to keep 
steering-way. 

"'Which way does she 
head? " call d Max to 
the man nt th wh L 

"Ea t, half-south, 
sir. ' 

"Steady! " 

messmates and 
does them honor. 
He never fails in 
one jotof his duty; 
he never shirks; 
he never does more 
-he does exactly 
that. Duty is the 
incentive of his 
whole life; every
thing else seems 
tri vial and un
worthy. When 
told a man was 
going around the 
world on a bicycle, 
he immediately 
said : "Crank, 
crank!" with a 
quick jerk of his 
head and ti~ht
closing of his Jaw. 
When he heard 
that a friend de

U Hiat the fill!" h. continued. ft She must haul for UI. II 

sired to go down on the boat as pas
senger, for pleasure, he thought only 
of the hardships of his long life at 
sea, and separated his teeth just far 
enough to eject "Crank," and then 
snapped t.hem together. He walked the 
deck with hands behind his back. His 
step was quick; his elbows worked. his 
fingers ,vorked. His eyes darted from 
the ship ahead to the sun astern, as he 
continued his walk. 

All had now come to the settled con
clusion that the ship ahead was disabled. 

" Fog," said Max, as he turned in his 
walk. 

"Gosh, that's so ! " said Frank, swing
ing his leg over the rail and peering for
ward, to calculate the time and distance 
to the wreck. "Better keep your eyes 
on that wreck, boys. Here comes the 
fog-right here on top of us." 

The sun sank into the ocean, and 
. with it the wind. There was barely 

A wreck ahead, fog about, and no wind. 
All hands were on deck. The" boys" 
stood back by the foremast-one at the 
wheel 

.. Go aloft, Joe," sung out Max; and 
Joe, the sailor, grasped the hoops and 
climbed, hand over hand, to the masthead. 

"Can ye see 'er? " A negative answer 
came from above. Nick looked over the 
rail into the water. 

" Weare moving a little," he said. 
"She keeps steering-way." 

Everybody now was in command. It 
was no longer a steamer cruise. Every
one seemed possessed to walk. Not a 
man was still. Bob crammed his hands 
into his pocketR, looked ahead, took a 
turn, listened, turned sharply, and said, 
in a most deferential manner: 

.. Better get the yawl ready, Mr. Max," 
Max was not there; he had gone be

low. Then Bob wheeled, and howled to 
the man aloft : 
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"Come down, 
Joe; help these 
boys. Undo the 
lasbin's 0' the port 
yawL" 

Joe swung for
ward on the back 
stay and dropped 
to the deck like a 
cat. 

"We must be 
pretty near her 
now," said Jerry. 

"It's breezing 
up a bit. Nasty 
night this; they 
must bave bad a 
blow to the 8Outh
'ard to make this 
swell," said Den
nis, shrugging his 
shoulders. 

"Can ye make 
'er out, Beeb?" asked Frank, finding 
him looking intently off the weather 
bow. Beeb thought he did see her, but 
concluded he did not. So the time wore 
on. The Carll moved slowly through 
the water, the sails half filled, and "wal
loping" from side to side, as the boat 
rolled on the gentle swell Dense fog 
lay all about, and night was coming on. 

" Found 'er yet? "inquired Max, 
emerging from the companion-way, 
clothed once more in his boat-suit. 
There was no reply. Each man was 

II What do you make '.r, Nel' ? H 

At this moment a light wind cleared 
the fog, and dark on the weather bow, 
half a mile away, outlined against the 
leaden sky, rolled the strange craft. 

.. Turn the yawl on the rail. Whol1 
go aboard? Take two lanterns! " shout
ed the cautious veteran, as he took the 
wheel and sent the "boy" to help the 
others. Gus, the steward, came on deck 
to share in the general excitement. "111 
get the lantern, sir;" and down the 
forward batch disappeared the stubby 
little cook, his bands grasping the comb

ings, his apron flying over one 
shoulder, and his tuftless fez and 
bare arms bringing up the rear. 

The lawl was quickly filled; 
two vOices shouted simultane
ously, "Let 'er go!" and the boys 
pulled away into the fast settling 
gloom. 

On the Carll's deck all were 
straining their eyes to discover 
some sign of life aboard the ship 
which the small boat was fast near
ing. Disjointed remarks escaped. 

"Them poor fellows must have 
had a hell of a time." 

"She's a big one; - bark, ain't 
she?" 

.. That', • wreck, that Ihip it-mark my _rd-ond .ho'. flyin, 01101." " There ain't a rag aloft. See, 
Nick, what we thought was a flag." 

straining his eyes into the settling 
mist. 

"She rides high. She li~ts badly," 
etc. 
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II Number 4" in a foe_ 

Suddenly a voice came over the water. 
It was Bob's. 

U Ship ahoy! Ship ahoy! " 
Each man started forward, looking 

and listening as only sailors can. 
There was no answer. 
The pilot-boat stood off and on in 

short tacks and passed within hailing 
distance of the yawl, 
just rounding her 
stem. 

"What's he r 
name?" yelled MaL 

"Alice Roy
Que be c-drawing 
19 feet," ca.1led back 
Bob as the Carll 
passed. 

The yawl rest
ed. One man 
clam be red on 
deck, flung over 
a rope, and then 
let down a rope
ladder. 

The men clam
bered up, separ
ated,and darted, 
first into the cabin, then into the fore
castle, and then gathered excite<Uy on 
deck; the Carll tUl'lled and repassed. 
Bob mounted the ship's rail and shouted 
into the night. and fog the dismal word: 

" Abandoned! " 
The Alice Roy was a three-masted ves-

Bel, bark-rigged. At 
this time her fore
mast was broken 
close to her deck; 
only the stump of 
her mainmast was 
standing. Every
thing above this had 
been carried away. 
The mizzenmast 
alone was unbroken. 
From this hung a 
loose spar, with tan
gled ropes and a 
piece of saiL This 
swung and hammer
ed as the ship rolled 
in the trough of the 
sea., and this it was 
which, in the dis
tance, was thought to 
be a flag. The hur

ricane had struck her with her sails set 
and her yards braced up, and before the 
crew could ease her she hOO been knock
ed on her be~m-ends, her sails and spars 
trailed in the water and her cargo shifted. 
In the attempt to right her they had cut 
away the port lanyards of the foremast, 
and the mast had broken short off at the 

HOld Ma. "OW appeared ,1 tt'l. comJMnion.-wa.)'," 

cl k. Tbus l'elieT"ed, he hacll'aised her 
mil out of 'Water, The cutting away 
nnel cll8tiug adrift of the tophamper 
b'Siliug oyer her side had righted her 
still more. The top spars of the main
mast had been blown away, and being 
held by the strong wire stays from going 
o"erboard, had been whipped back upon 
the deck. Oue eud of n large spar had 
broken through the }>lanking, and stuck 
fast. To this were connected ends of 
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stay-ropes and 
halyards, and bits 
of sail The miz
zenmast was 
strip~ except 
for a few small, 
fluttering ends of 
canvas. The 
. spanker-ga1f was 

the only yard aloft on 
the whole ship. The 
steering-wheel was rac
ing first one way, then 
ano ther, as the sea 
swept the rudder back 
and forth. One-half its 
rim and three of its 

... Go :~:fk,~~:' IUn& handles had been car-
ried away by the fall

ing spanker-boom. Two spokes were 
splintered down nearly to the hub. The 
main hatch had gone adrift, part of the 
lee rail was tom away, the deck broken, 
the large, iron fresh-water tank abaft the 
mainmast wrested from its lashings and 
tilted against the lee rail, and its cover 
loosened. The pumps were W01"Il out 
and useleBB, and one was smashed. Two 
small boats, bearing the ship's name, lay 
bottom up on the fore house. One had 
been cut loose from its fastenings, for 
possible use in case of need; the other 
bad been injured by flying pieces. 

In the forecastle was found an old 
oil-lamp, which led an exploring party 
below. It sputtered with the wet, 
and threatened every minute to leave 
them in darkness. Here everything 
was just as it had been left by 
the sailors. In the lockers were 
a few odd pieces of clothing, 
mostly of little value. In one 
was a large wooden chain, with a 
ball at either end enclosed within 
four bars, all whittled from one 
piece of soft wood, the result of 
an idle hour of some one of the 
crew. By the side of this, in the 
same locker, was an ingenious 
picture-frame, made from the 
wood of cigar-boxes. 

Upon the galley table were the 
supper-dishes, just as they were 
left-tin plates and coft'ee-cups; lying 
near at hand a loaf of bread, half cut 
away, and a sailor's sheath-knife. On 
the floor lay a soup-bone. On the range 

was a disabled tea-pot, which bad evi
dently suffered from the knock-down and 
had been forced to continue duty, even 
though maimed. Within the fire..box 
were half-consumed pieces of lanyards. 

"Well, 111 be hanged I" said Bob, with 
oil-lamp in one hand and griddle-han
dle in the other. "See I" The lanyards, 
being tarred rope, burned freely, and 80 

made a quicker fire for getting supper. 
On the top shelf of a small cupboard, 

from which one door bad been tom 
away, skulked a half-grown cat, apparent
ly in a starving condition. In another 
instant the frightened creature darted 
away and was seen no more. 

"They may have been in a hurry,'· 
said Beeb. " But I take notice that they 
took everything of value." 

Going down the companion-way, he 
noticed they had not forgotten the ship's 
compaBS. On entering the cabin, Boob's 
quick eye caught sight of a letter on the 
cabin table. It was nailed fast. By the 
flickering light of the lamp could be de
ciphered on the envelope theRe words : 
"To whom it may concern." With one 
wrench of his knife, Boob drew the rusted 
nail, and all hands gathered around tc> 
see and read, while Bob held the light. 

" Bark Alice Roy," it ran; "bound for 
Quebec, dismasted in a hurricane the 
night of Aug. 19th, two days out from 
New York, oft' Nantucket Shoals. Offi
cers and crew saved by English steamer 
bound for London. 

"Master JAKES MoMURTRY. 
"Mate THOMAS TERRY." 

Nearing the Wreck. 

The letter was written in thick black 
ink, which gave evidence that it did not 
flow freely. It was written by a strong. 
unpractised hand, and evidently in haste. 
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CC They was mighty glad to get off this 
bloody ole bark, and don't you forget it," 
said Old Arkansas, with a knowing shake 
of his head. .. The blow was short and 
sweet, and after it 
was over they clear
ed away the decks, 
but, mark my word, 
they'd had enough 
of her." 

.. I guess the old 
man was an 'old
timer,' " called Beeb 
from the captain's 
room, holding up a 
pair of handcuffs. 
"Look 'ere-spread
eagles. Wonder if 
he had any trouble 
aboard and set one 
of them fellers loose 
before they all left 
in a hurry." 

like that. We'd better go 10ng about'r 
business. She ain't wo'th nothin'. If 
she was inside Sandy Hook it'd be an
other thing." 

A lantern, a sou'
wester, and a cob
pipe appear at the . 

.. The boy. pulled away into the lut •• ttlinl ,loom. " 

hatch. Nick had not been idle in other 
fields of investigation. 

"She's a prize! Come here!" cried 
Nick and led the way, lantern in hand. 
cc Look out for this ladder; a round has 
been carried away. Stoop down; crawl 
past this spar. Holy Moses! How could 
a spar go through such planking? Here 
are molasses-casks, three tier deep. 
Come along 'midships. Coal-nigh on 
to 500 ton8--shifted 1:v the knock-down 
-loose coal, just as it was poured in
too stingy to pay anybody to stow it. I 
say it's a darn shame. It's criminal to go 
to sea with such a cargo-loose coal! 
There ought to be a law against it! Here 
for'ard is syrup-good, too. Take a dip 
of it from this busted cask." 

"That cargo and hull in New York 
would be worth not less than ten thou
sand dollars, and the salvage on aban
doned vessels at sea is fifty per cent.," 
said Bob to himself. 

While this search continued, the Carll 
came up Under the wreck's bow, and a 
voice, which was instantly recognized as 
Max's, sung out: 

"Well, what are you going to do? 
Wait here all summer? Is she wo'th 
anything? What's she loaded with? 
We've got no ha'ser to tow a big ship 

But nobody minded Max. One ob
ject possessed everybody-viz., to save 
the wreck at all hazards, and tow her to 
shore. Work began. Some remained 
aboard the wreck and got out its five
inch hawser, while the others went 
aboard the Carll and passed out a light 
rope to bring it aboard. This was 
passed through the chock of the ta1frail, 
through the hands of the boat-keeper, 
one or more pilots, steward, passenger, 
and sailors, to the voca1so10 of" Shanty." 

"Make her fast to the windlass!" 
shouted Beeb. "Aye, aye, sir!" Home 
it came, slowly and surely, till the huge 
knot reached the pilot-boat and was 
made fast to the bridle, or loop, hitched 
to the two quarter-bits. 

But no time was to be lost. The sea 
was comparatively smooth and the wind 
light. It WI\8 beginning to rain. Slow
ly the David Carll took up the slack of 
the large hawser and made a start for 
home. 

The huge rope rose to the surface; 
the bridle cracked on the bits; the wreck 
paused in its heavy roll, raised its head, 
and slowly followed. No one thought 
any longer of being sore and lame. 
Each one thought how he would "cele
brate." There were visions of prize.. 
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money - sal vag 
fifty p l' cen t. ! 

Id ArkRll as 
was going to send 
his wile and boy. 
on l\ two month J 

yacation "And I'm 
goillg ,~. i t h 'em. 
too, and don't you 
forget it." 

stair and looked 
back on the 
pleasing suc
cess. 

"She follows 
like an old 
mare," he said, 
and went down. 
After a pause he 
whipped himsell 
out of his drip
pin g oil-skins, 
wetter than he 
expected. 

" Well, boys," 
he continued, 
sitting down on 
the locker; "dat 
is de bes' prize 
I ever saw since 

I was in de business "
pull d oft' another boot 
I\.llU poured the water 
in to the two-gallon spit
toon. "She's worth four 
times as much as the 
Fish (another pilot
boat) captured in that 
last wreck of theirs. H 
the sea goes down a lit

t! we can shove on 
more sa.ilandyank her 
eight milo an hour. 

Nick pinched 
the cob-pipe in his 
t eth, and WIlS go
ing for another 
"house Rnd lot in 
Brooklyn." 

.. All hand. ilth.red around to .e. and 'ead, wha. Don't she follow like 
Bob held th. "iht." a lady-see dare!" 

Den~is was bound to make it six 
weeks in Syracuse, instead of two. 

Mr. llax' would skip a cmille and take 
his SundaY-Hchool on a picnie. 

The boys in the fo'castle wanted to 
work right along. The prize-money and 
new suits of clothes would not be amiss 
to them. Frank, the boat-keeper, thought, 
in the confusion of happiness aft, of be
ing on dear old Staten Island longer 
than twelve hours, for once in his life. 

Steward, passenger, all hands shook 
the brine from their reddened fingers, 
looked with pride 011 the tight-d.rawn 
hawser, and forgot it rained. 

The men came aboard the Carll. 
After a short discussion I\S to the direc
tion of the "ind, the conclusion was an
nounced: 

"Sandy Hook in this breeze! " and all 
went below. Frank paused at the firl!t 

He saw a trip home 
to Sweden at the end of that string, 
and went on looking for dry socks. 

On the bow of the bark, under the 
shelter of the projecting bows}>rit, was 
1\ rudely carved, life-size figure m white. 
" Alice Roy " WI\S sorely in need of er
rant knights at this time. Though 
probably selected by the ship-builder 
from a row of bead-figures in stock, this 
one hnd a touching fitness. There was 
pathoR in her upturned eyes, as she 
clasped to her bosom a flower. Despair 
had giyen place to resignation. Her lips 
moved not; she had made. her peace 
and was silent. Her suppliant attitude 
changed not; Hhe still clasped the rose. 
Hope rptUl1lS timidly where despair has 
had full sway. 

After breakfast the men were smok
ing and l);ng in their berths, when a 
thrill mn through the boat. 
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.. Hawser's parted, sir;" called the 
man at the wheel 

" I told you that g08h-darned old haw
ser was no good-cbafed and old," said 
Dennis. 

" Well, she towed out the harbor with 
it, didn't she? If she could stand that, 
with a tug at the other end, she ought 
to stand this," replied Nick. 

.. That's too gosh-darned bad I " 
groaned Old Arkansas. 

Beeb raised on his elbow from his 
after-breakfast nap. Jerry opened his 
eyes lazily. 

Bob looked serious. He didn't like 
the way the sea was rising, and the haw
ser had always looked to him to have 
dry-rot. He had an eye, though, on a 
wire cable-a wire stay aboard the 
bark. He reminded Beeb of it. 

.. Well. what next? " sounded a famil-

In tho forocaotlo of tho wreck. 

iar voice. .. What you going to do about 
it ? Better go long about y'r business. 
She ain't wo'th nothin' anyhow," said 
the old man, as he disappeared up the 
companion-way, with his fingers twirling 
behind his back. 

After a little consultation the boat 
was put resolutely about, and stood to-

ward the wreck. Then, sharper and 
quicker than ever, came the orders for 
making ready the yawl. Blanks sprinkled 
the conversation copiously. Voices were 
loud, motions quick and decisive; then 
the yawl dropped astern, with three pi
lots and two sailors in dripping oil
skins. No time was to be lost. The sea 
was rising, the wind freshening. Just 
now it blew fair for Sandy Hook. On 
board the wreck, a long wire stay-rope, 
which had led from the bowsprit to the 
foretopmast and back, was overhauled 
by Bob and cast adrift, made fast with a 
bight to another wire stay and led to the 
bridle at the pilot-hoat's stern. Some 
time was consumed in these prepara
tions. The day had begun at four 
o'clock, and it was now near noon. The 
rain continued . 

At this juncture diverse counsel was 
offered. One said
payout twenty-five or 
thirty fathoms of an
chor-cable, and to this 
make fast the wire 
stays. It would help 
steady her. Seizing 
an axe, he began to 
unshackle the anchor, 
but the key was im
movable from rust, 
and the majority were 
against the expedient. 
The plan was aban
doned. 

Once more "David 
Carll" offered a hand 
to "Alice Roy." This 
time she responded 
more quickly and fol
lowed. At the first 
touch she lifted her 
head, as if in the hope 
of rescue, rode up over 
the waves, and seemed 
to rejoice in her de
liverance. The haw-
ser tightened a little. 

Up went the topsail and with it the 
spirits of all on board the Carll. All 
hands were active and hopeful No one 
was any longer tired. The weather was 
not bad, after all, and in forty-eight 
hours they would see Scotland Lightship. 

"Eh, Jerry, old boy! If any of those 
snoozers come puffing alongside to give 
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us a tow well tell 'em good morning. 
We can't stop to talk with a tug-boat. 
We're in a hurry. Well tow her in
side Sandy Hook ourselves, b'gosh, and 
telegraph old Charley Hamrd to come 
down with his tug. Won't he open his 
eyes? Itll take a big chew to brace 
him for that. I only wish the wind 
would haul a little and send us flying 
into New London." 

"She's new coppered, new calked, 
hasn't started a seam, hasn't made an 
inch of water since I tried her starboard 
pump last night. E"ery bit of that 
water came in through the hatch at the 
time of the knock-down. It don't rise 
above her keelson," said Bob, running 
his eye over her lines. 

On board the wreck every man was 
alive. Beeb was reeving a rope through 
the pnlley-block at the mainmast head. 
Slowly, by irregular impulses, a dirty, 
triangular sail travelled aloft on the stay
rope. Up it travelled, higher and higher, 
and stopped midway, flapping wildly in 
the wind. 

.. Ab," cheered Jerry, .. they have it 

U It must b. done." 

now!" as the ragged scrap filled and 
drew beautifnlly. Even one small sail 
was a relief to the eve amid such desola
tion. What a pity her foremast was gone 
-a sail forward would help her greatly. 
But the boys were not idle. Up went 
another. It was an old jib they had 
hunted out of the sail-room. Well 
done! Now the bark looked alive. 

The wind rose; the rain continued. 
The Carll tugged at the hawser. One 
moment the long wire cable lay slack in 
the water; the next a sea checked the 
bark's headway, and with a swish it 
straightened and vibrated like a fiddle
string. Could the cable stand that, 
Could anything stand it? Bob ran his 
eye along its length and anxiously shook 
his head. The chain, he said, W88 the 
thing to break the strain. Let the an
chor-cable settle into the water, and rise 
when the strain came and sink again 
when it was past. That was the wrinkle. 

An oil-skin figure appeared on the 
bark's bow and called between his palms 
-" Shovels! " 

" Upon my word, they mean to shovel 
over her coal and right her up," aid 
Jerry. 

" Good! Throw out the other yawl 
and send two more men!" came crisp 
and sharp from the old man. By this 
time she led gloriously, and with her new 
sails set looked as independent as a 
yacht. 

"I don't know about that cable, Jer
ry," said Bob. 
"That's a fearful 
strain as she falls 
behind a sea. Look 
there, now! It's as 
straight as a crow
bar, and as hard. 
You can feeHt under 
your feet." 

The wire hawser 
swished into the air ; 
the bridle cracked 
on the bits; some
thing must give. 

"Don't get too 
near that line," yell
ed lIax; "if "she 
should part she'd 
knock some of you 
fellows to Davy 
Jones," 

The topsails were taken in. That was 
better. It was incomprehensible how a 
pilot-boat could tow so large a ship. 
And what is very strange, even if the 
schooner's canvas were set upon the 
wreck, it would not sail her so fast as it 
now sailed the Carll and towed the bark 
besides. 

Gus appeared at the companion-way 
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II The )'awl had CIIJlht the smooth wattr in the I •• of the wreck." 

and announced dinner. Dennis made a 
trumpet with his 1laring palms and called 
across the restless water to the wreck 
" Dinner I Coming aboard?" A nod 
answered, and soon the yawl was along
side. 

"Nick's aboard the bark, taking his 
turn at the wheel, and wants his dinner 
fetched," said Frank, as he threw him
self over the rail, dripping, but happy. 

All was life ; all was hope. Plans were 
settled, and in forty-eight hours more 
the boat and tow would sweep into the 
lower bay, to the envy of every craft in 
the harbor I 

"What a fuss therell be up in the 
pilot-office. Just think! Molasses, syrup, 
coal I After this theyll date everything 
from the Chicago fire and the wreck of 
the Alice Roy." 

Bob did not join in the laugh. He 
paced the deck nervously. and remarked 
that the sea was rising hourly and that 
a fresh wind blew from the northeast . 

.. Is this an old-fashioned no'easter ?" 
he inquired anxiously of Max. 

The wind continued to freshen, driv
ing the Carll and her prize straight to
ward Sandy Hook. Dinner was ended; 
pipes were lighted. The men lounged 

on the lockers. Suddenly a sharp, qUick 
cry came from the lookout on deck and 
started every man to his feet. 

The wire stay had parted! 
Five minutes later the yawl put oft' and 

brought Nick aboard. 

Those whose calling takes them upon 
the streets of a great city at all hours of 
the twenty-four find there is a short in
terval when the bustle ceases, a pause of 
a few short hours when the distant hum 
is hushed. So it is on shipboard, only 
the activity reaches its lowest ebb be
tween one and three in the afternoon. 
It is then that all the pilots not on duty 
turn in for a long sleep. On this day, 
eventful to many sea-faring men for the 
havoc of its storms, one "boy" and 
one pilot managed the wheel and sails 
and kept the lookout. 

The cabin was quiet except for a duet 
of snores scored in the bass clef, and the 
long, measured, rhythmic breathing of 
tired men. These spirations would be 
musical, possibly, and harmonious, if a 
master could group them and make 
them synchronous, pause at the rests. 
and begin together. But no,-there 
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avalanche would 
right her for an in
stant; then she 
would plunge and 
shake herself free, 
only to labor and 
struggle once more 
in the unequal con
test. 

u The lipt on the wreck burna cle.r and steady." 

Down in the 
cabin the men were 
beginning to give 
signs of lile. One 
hug e figure slid 
down from his berth 
to the locker and 
rested his hands on 
his knees. It was 
Beeb, stiff and 

seemed nothing but confusion of time 
and harmony. The small man and the 
huge could not be told apart by the 
volume and pitch of their notes. 

Around the stove were hanging, on 
extemporized rope-yarn lines, all manner 
of wet garments. Beneath them, on the 
floor, were rubber boots, half turned in
side out, and in the companion-way a 
heap of oil-skins and sou'westers, soak
ing wet. The small, cast-iron barrel
stove had been fired with light wood, 
and the room was suffocating. Long 
and steadily the deep breathers logged 
off eighteen to the minute. 

All day long the northeast wind blew; 
fresh, then hard, then harder. All day 
long the steady swell of the sea came 
up from the south. All day it rained 
and grew thick and thicker. Gradually 
the wind competed with the swell for 
right of way and the result was a com
promise-a cross sea. The Carll was 
safe, and the August storm was short. 
How about the prize, which meant $5,000 
salvage? 

Sleep on, tired men; you can't work 
round a wreck in such a sea I 

Bob now sadly took the wheel The 
David Carll hove to and slowly forged 
ahead, first on this tack, then on that, 
each time wearing around and beginning 
on the lee of the prize. The wind being 
steady and strong, he drove the boat close 
to windward of the wreck. She was 
rolling heavily in the high sea, dipping 
aboard tons of water. The force of the 

sore. 
Old Arkansas wanted to know if the 

wind had hauled to another quarter; if 
the bark was riding well, riding high out 
of water. He had no notion of going to 
see-not he. He looked at his swollen 
hands. With one finger he explored his 
palms to see if there was any place less 
tender than another. Wire ropes had 
worked havoc with his water-soaked 
hands. Nick hadn't moved, and nothing 
could rouse him. 

After some tidying up of the apart
ment, they made their way to the camp
stools, and Gus brought in the mugs of 
coffee. 

. "Whoa, there I " and the elegant Den
nis, the bachelor, gathered himself up 
from the locker, and, with mug and stool 
in his hands, deposited himself at his 
comer once more. Another lee lurch, 
and away went the three of them against 
the locker. 

"Skating rink I" said Dennis, grimly. 
This watching and waiting for sea and 

wind to cease, like other watching and 
waiting, is often disappointing. The 
wind came out of the northeast" a whist
lin'," as Jerry said. " Number 4:" had 
been under short sail for some time. 
Her bonnets were unlaced from the jibs 
and she had three reefs tied in her main
sail and foresail. 

The sea and wind continued to rise. 
Supper was spread in the racks upon 
the table. It was of no use; nothinll 
fluid could be trusted. At each lurch 
everything in the cabin slid. One's 
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senses lost their reckoning. The fixed 
points were no longer fixed, and yet 
moved in harmOniODB re1ations to each 
other. With each lee lurch the men 
slid, the dishes slid, the lamp swung in 
its frame, the caster swept back and 
forth above the table, and the tumble 
and crash heard all about the cabin told 
of books and boots and crockery gone 
adrift. There was unending confusion. 

Night comes early in late AugDBt when 
the clouds are llying. Outside, the wind 
shrieked through the rigging and the 
seas raced each side of the Oarll, as she 
rose and fell like a sea-gull 

Suddenly Old Arkansas's pipe fell from 
his mouth and shivered on the 1l00r. 
Grabbing his sou'wester he sprang up 
the companion-way. A moment 1ater he 
threw himself back into the cabin and 
dashed his wet oil-skin on the table. 

" It's got to be done, boys. She's 
plumb in the steamer-track; and we 
must get a light aboard that bark, if we 
lose every man on the Oarll" 

"That's so," said Beeb, springing from 
his berth; "and it's almost night, and a 
nasty one, too. Ain't fit for a dog to be 
out in, but we've got to do it. We've 
dropped her there, and we've got to 
make her safe. That's our duty, and it's 
a pretty plain one." 

"You're right, Oaptain Beeb," rejoined 
half a dozen pilots in a breath. "It must 
be done, and shall." 

There was a fearful tension in the air 
when these seven men said "It muat be 
done." They were men who lounged and 
laughed, when it was calm, and told idle 
stories. They would 1augh at a show of 
sentiment, but they would never leave 
that wreck a hidden danger in the 
steamers' track. When they said to
gether, "It muat be done and shall," it 
meant heroic duty. The price of a prize 
meant nothing. Think what it meant 
for a steam.shi:p, with 1,500 souls on 
board, to crash mto that loaded hull I 

The SUD had tinted the thin clouds 
faintly and was gone. "To-morrow 
will be clear." But to-morrow would 
not do for them. The rain ceased; the 
fog lifted. Cold dark clouds hung low 
everywhere. The sea was &froth; the 
wind had hauled a little and was blow
ing a half gale. 

It was rough when hove to. What 
VOL. m.--liO 

would it be when the boat wore round 
and was put to it? 

The deck was no place for a lands
man now. The pilots and men hurried 
about in dripping oil-skin.s. Quick, loud 
orders were heard amid the lashing 
waves, driving spray, and whistling 
ropes. 

"Undo the lashin's 0' the starb'rd 
yawl; we are nearing the wreck!" thun
dered Max. 

"Turn 'er on the rail" 
The weather staysail sheet had been 

hauled well over, the boat's headway 
killed, the thole-pins were shipped and 
the men stood by. 

"Heave 'er out I" howled the officer. 
Into the boat sprang a young Nor
wegian. The yawl was at the rail-now 
out of sight-she struck against the boat 
-water splashed up between-up again 
-gone--up. Another man sprang in. 

.. Take another man I" shouted Bob. 
The pilot-boat rolled and touched her 
rail to the yawl-rolled again and was 
fathoms from her-rolled again and a 
young man sprang into the small boat 
and was lost in the spray. The yawl 
dropped astern and rose and fell, dry 
and safe--was seen-was gone. 

The boat stood away a little, not far. 
There might be need of help, and it was 
getting dark. The yawl had caught the 
smooth water in the lee of the wreck and 
was near her sides. The boat's company 
saw the outline of the wreck against the 
western sky. 

"My God I What a sea I" exclaimed 
Dennis. ... Look at that I It broke 
clean over her amidshi~s." Huge seas 
ran u:p to the wreck, lifted themselves 
high m air and fell pitilessly on the 
decks of the helpless wanderer. She 
bent her neck to the blow. No sooner 
had she cleared her decks than another 
wave rushed aboard, smothered her in 
spray, and escaped through her scuppers. 

.. Those men can't board that wreck 
in this sea," said Dennis; .. better call 
'em in." The pilot in command thought, 
looked, hesitated. 

.. Wear ship I " rang out loud and de
cisive. 

.. Jerry, give us a hand at the crotch
rope." 

"Fore-boom-tackle-be alive there, 
men I" 
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"Ease 'er over--hitch on y'r main 
boom-tackle - make 'er taut--take a 
tum'round the bit--wait--now tighten 
'er up-that's well I" 

Nice work, to wear ship in a howling 
wind I If the crotch-rope should give 
way,-away goes the main boom into 
three pieces. 

The boat ran close to leeward, and 
Max called ee Come in, boya-come 
aboardl" He might as well have whis
pered in his sleeve. His nearest neigh
bor could hardly hear him. Then he 
waved his handa wildly. They sent back 
no signal and were lost to sight. An
other roll and the lantern shone from 
the yawl, low down by the water under 
the lee bow of the huge, dark ID&88. The 
high decks and forward house made this 
part of the wreck leas dangerous. 

As the bark rolled to leeward, the yawl's 
lantern shot forward like a star, burned 
steadily, and then darted back. In that 
instant the young NorweWan sprang 
upon the ship's side at the fore-chainB, 
and made his way to the deck. He car
ried a lighted lantern.. He mounted the 
house. Now he is standing on tiptoe, 
reaching high up on the stay. Minutes 
seem hours. Will he never lash that 
light I In thisperilous position he swept 
back and forth, now leaning well over, 
with the water almost below him, now 
as far the other way. ThankGod, he's 
finished I Clear and bright burns the 
ship's light, high up on the stay rope. 
All honor to the brave fellow I The 
steamers' track is safe at last I The 
man climbed down. But the danger 
was not over. To take a man from a 
wreck in such a sea, every sailor must 
know his duty and act promptly. 

"Where are they now? " yelled Max. 
The yawl cannot be seen, the men can

not be seen. 
.. Wear ship I" rang out quick and 

clear. 
Yonder the huge waves crashed amid

ships. High they broke against the 
stern and bow. Forward and aft a man 
can live, but he must be calm and watch 
his chances. The yawl's light lloated and 
wavered in the lee of the wreck. The 
Norwegian was still aboard. What could 
he be doing? Max paced the cockpit 
with nervous step. He mil the pilot
boat as near as he dared and shouted, 

ee Get that man ofFl OJ They neither heard 
nor saw. 

"What is he doing? OJ 

Back and forth swung the bright light. 
Could it live in this wind? 

"There they are I There they are I 
There they are I .. called one and another 
and howled a third, as though to relieve 
his pressure. 

" Are they all there? Are there three 1 
Are they all in?" asked everybody to
gether. The smalllantem was seen and 
gone and seen again. To pick up a 
yawl in open sea requires experience. 
good judgment, a calm head. The pilot
boat was pointed into the wind, her mo
tion was killed; the yawl pulled across 
her bow, stood a moment on the lee, till 
the boat came slowly up; at just the 
right moment shot her nose up to the 
boat's rail, and threw out her painter. 
The boats moved ahead together; the 
men watched the sea, and as the yawl 
tossed up even with the rail one leaped 
aboard, then another, and a third. The 
last one hitched the burton to the span, 
and the yawl was hauled aboard. 

All the men are accounted for. The 
light on the wreck bums clear and 
steady. The tension is relieved in lan
guage not wholly characteristic of pilots, 
but expressive. The pent-up excitement 
finds vent in general abuse. 

About four o'clock in the morning 
Bob.was called, rubbed his sleepy eyes, 
and took his watch on deck. He wore 
the boat about, and ran down by the 
wreck to make observations. 

"She's lower in the water," he mut
tered to himself. "Pshaw I No use. 
Lower by the head - waterlogged." 
Each plunge forward seemed to him to 
be her last. 

"She dies bard, OJ he said. 
Then he shook his head, muttered 

something like .. too -- bad" lashed 
the wheel, with the boat on the starboard 
tack, and crouched in the co~on
way to light his pipe. A qwck call 
from the lookout forward reached him 
just as the bright glow in his clay bowl 
touched its margin all about. 

ee Lights, sir I" he understood him. to 
say. 

ee Where?" replied Bob, hurrying OD 

deck. 
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" On the wreck, air. lAntem's ing light, a ship's small boat was seen 
out." :floatin~, bottom side up, and on its side 

Half an hour later, in the early mom- was pamted ".Alice Roy, Quebec." 

THE BITTER SWEET OF SPRING. 

By Editb M. Thomas. 

I. 

Now is the tender moment of the year 
When bards of Hellas feigned the sweet retum 

Of Oeres' daughter from the Night's sojoum. 
Feigned? Nay, she comes apaoe--ehe now is here, 
Boft-sobbing, while her mother's arms ensphere; 
Boft-laughing, childlike strinng to relearn 
Familiar words forgot in Orcus stem,-
While with her sobs and laughs her mother dear. 
Hence for us also doth the season weave 
A subtile weft of heartache and fine joy: 
We walk in gladness, yet some fond annoy 
From unlaid sorrow to our steps will cleave; 
But when we, single-hearted, tum to lP!eve, 
Lo I some new beauty springs with qmck decoy I 

n. 

WITH pain of joy doth vernal nature thrill, 
And takes its mood, sad-memoried, soothed, or wild. 

From ever-changing moods of Oeres' child: 
Her groping thought,-the mists that valleys fill; 
Her kindling life,-the glow upon the hill 
In mid-days when the quivering air is mild; 
Her wistful glance,-when golden suns have smiled 
Good-night on green fields stretching lone and still. 
Anemone and cress ram-swept and blurred, 
Stirrings and sighings of the gmss-blade frail, 
Oarols that wake among bare boughs, and fail, 
The tree-toad's twilight cry, ere com8f the bird:
Tokens of her thou hast both seen and heard, 
And canst thou longer doubt the old Greek tale I 



THE HILL PATH. 

By Duncan Campbell Scott. 

Au the little breezes blind, 
They that push me 88 they p8IIl? 
Do they aea.rch the tangled grass 
For some path they want to find? 
Take my m.gers, little wind; 
You are an aloDe, and I 
Am alone too. I will guide, 
You will follow; we will go 
By a pathway that I know, 
leuJjng down the steep billside, 
Past the little Bbarp-lipped pooJs, 
8hnmken with the summer B1Dl, 
Where the sparrows come to drink; 
.And we'D scare the little birds, 
Coming OD them unawares, 
.And the daisies f!fVery one 
We will startle on the b~ 
Of a doze. 
(Gently, gently, little wind.) 
'\Tery soon a wood well see, 
There my lover waits for me. 
(Go more gently, little wind, 
You should follow soft, behind.) 
You will hear my lover say 
How he loves me night and day, 
But his words you must Dot tell 
To the other little winds, 
For they all might come to hear, 
And might rustle through the wood, 
And disturb the solitude. 
(Blow more softly, little wind, 
You are tossing all my hair, 
Go more gently, have a care; 
If you lead yoo can't be blind, 
So,-good-bye t) 
There he goes t I see his feet 
On the grass; 
Now the little pools are blurred 
.As they pass; 
And he must be very Seet, 
For I see the bushes stirred 
Near the wood. I hope hell tell, 
If he isn't out of breath, 
That he met me OD the hilL 
But I hope he will Dot say 
That he kissed me for good-bye, 
Just before he Sew away. 
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ALEXANDER POPE. 

By Austin Dobson. 

Two hundred years ago, on the 21st interval, the challenge was renewed, and 
of May, 1688, was born in Lombard for a long period the literary world rang 
Street a poet whose influence, for with the blows of the opposing cham

nearly a century, reigned paramount in pions. Was Alexander Pope a great 
English verse. He had not been long poet, or was he not? It was Thomas 
dead, it is true, when his supremacy was Warton who first put that question, and 
contested, but to 80 little purpose, that it was William Bowles who repeated it. 
two decades pa.ssed away before his over- Against Warton was Warburton; against 
bold assailant mustered courage to fol- Bowles were Byron and Campbell and 
low up his first attack. Then, after an Roscoe, with a host of minor combatants. 

VOL. IlL-51 
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When at last the contest seemed to droop into the conflict and cry his alogan with 
it was only to begin again upon a new the rest. If, in the en8Uing pages, their 
issue; and the lists shook beneath the writer seems to shun that time-honored 
inroad of De Quincey and Macaulay. discU88ion, as well as 80me other notable 
Was Pope a "correct" poet? The le.t- difficulties of Pope's biography, he does 
ter-day reader, turning cautioualy-it 80 mainly lest they should, in Bunyan's 
may be languidly-the records of that homespun phrase, 
ancient controversy, wonders a little at 
the dust and hubbub. If he trusts to "-prove ad ,'/lflllitum and eat out 
his first impre88ion he will, in all prob- Tht! thing that ht! already II about," 
ability, be content to waive discussion 
by claiming for Pope a considerably to wit, the recalling, upon the anniver
lower place than for Shakespeare or for sary of Pope's birth, of 80 much of his 

work and story as may be 
included in the limits of a 
magazine article. 

Pope's father was a Lon
don linen-merchant, who. 
according to Spence, 
"dealt in Hollands whole
sale." His mother was of 
good extraction, being the 
daughter of one William 
Turner of York. Both 
were Roman Catholics, at 
a time when to be of that 
faith in England was to 
suffer many social disa
bilities, and it was per
haps in consequence of 
these that, about the time 
of the Revolution, the 
elder Pope bought a small 
house at Binfield on the 
skirts of Windsor Forest. 
Here he lived upon his 
means and cultivated his 
garden, a taste which he 
transmitted to his 8On, 
who, under the care of his 
mother and 0. nurse named 
Mary Beach, grew from a 
sickly infant into a frail, 
large-eyed boy with a 
sweet voice, an eager, 

POp., aft., Ry,breck', Su.', '788. precocious temperament, 
tuld an inordinate love of 

Milton; and upon the point of his "cor- books, from copying the type of which he 
rectne88," will decide discreetly, in the first learned to write. Like hia father, 
spirit of the immortal Captain Bunsb~', he was slightly deformed, while from his 
that much depends upon the precise ap- mother he derived a life-long tendency 
plication of the term. But let him have to headache. His early education was 
a care. The debate is au endless one, of a most miscellaneous character. After 
eternally seductive, irrepressibly renas- some tuition from the family priest, he 
cent, and hopele881~' bound up with the passed to a school at Twyford, where 
ineradicable oppositions of human nat- he is said to have been flogged for lam
ure. Sooner or later he will be dmwn pooning the master. Thence he went 
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A View of Twickenham, showin, Pops', Hou... Muntz. 1756. 

to a second school, where he learned but 
little. As a boy, however, he had tried 
his band at translating, and had tacked 
together, from reminiscences of Ogilby, 
a kind of Homeric drama to be acted by 
his playmates, with the gardener for 
Ajax. But his real education began at 
Binfield, where, when between twelve 
and thirteen, he resolutely sat down to 
teach himself Latin, French, and Greek. 
Between twelve and twenty he must 

. have read enormously and written as 
indefatigably. Among other things, he 
composed an epic of Alcander, Prince 
of Rhodes, which is said to have ex
tended to 4,000 lines, and its versifica
tion was so finished that h~ used some 
of the couplets long afterwards for ma
turer work. His earliest critic was his 
father, who would sit in judgment on 
his son's performances, ruthlessly" send
ing him down" when the Muse proved 
unusually stubborn. "These be good 
rhymes," he would say when he was 
pleased. 

The quiet, orderly household in 
Windsor Forest received but few visit
ors, and those chiefly of the family 
faith. Such, for example, were the 
Carylls of West Grinstead, and the 
Blounts of Mapledurham, where there 
were two bright-eyed daughters of 
Pope's own age, the" fair-bair'd Martha 
and Teresa brown," whose names,linked 
in Gay's dancing verse, were afterwards 

to be indissolubly connected with that 
of their Binfield neighbor. At this 
date, however, they must have been 
school-girls at Hammersmith, under 
some pre-Thackerayan Miss Pinkerton, 
or else were being "finished" at that 
Paris establishment whence they de
rived the foreign cachet which is said 
to have been part of their charm. 
Another friend was the ex-statesman 
and ambassador, Sir William Trum
bull, of East Hampstead, who com
pared artichokes with the father and 
read poetry with the son. To Trumbull 
Pope submitted some of his earliest 
verses, and from him, it seems, received 
much valuable advice, including a rec
ommendation to translate Homer. An
other acquaintance was the minor poet 
and criticaster, William Walsh, who 
gave his young friend that memorable 
(and somewhat ambiguous) injunction 
to "study the ancients" and "be cor
rect." He had been introduced to Walsh 
by another man of letters, whose ac
quaintance he must have made during 
one of his brief excursions to London, 
the whilom dramatist Wycherley,-now 
a broken septuagenarian, but still re
taining a sort of bankrupt bel air. To 
Wycherley, who could not tear himself 
from his favorite St. James's, the youth
ful Pope wrote literary letters, being 
even decoyed, until the functions of both 
critic and criticised became untenable, 
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M,. Pope', Hou •• , befo,. 1802, when W.lbo,. Eilil di.d. 

into patching and revising the old beau's 
senile verses. Another of his correspond
ents was Henry Cromwell-Gay's "hon
est, hatless Cromwell, with red breeches," 
who at this time was playing the part 
of an elderly Phaon to the Sappho of 
a third-rate poetess, Mrs. Elizabeth 
Thomas. The epistles of the boy at 
Binfield to these battered men about 
town, when not discussing metres and 
the precepts of M. the Abbe BOB-
su, in a style modelled upon Bal
zac and Voiture, are sometimes 
sony reading. But both Wy
cherley and Cromwell were wits 
and men of education, and it is 
not difficult to pardon that mor
bid, over-active mind for occa
sional vagrancy in its efforts after 
some congenial escape from the 
Tory fox-hunters of Berkshire 
and' the ribald drinking songs of 
Durley. 

indeed, partly modified this. He drew 
the line at wolves, for instance, though 
(as Mr. Leslie Stephen suggests) this 
mattered little when altars and milk
white sacrificial bulls were still "per
petually retained." But the main feat
ure of the P~tora18 was less their snbject 
than their versification, which in these 
earliest efforts was already as finished, 
and as artful, as anything Pope ever 

' \ 

'''\ 

( \ 
\ , 

By 1711, when Pope was three
and-twenty, his intercourse with 
Wycherley and Cromwell had 
practically ceased, and "knowing 
Walsh" was dead. But he had 
already obtained a hellring as a 
poet. He had writtellll series of 
Pal<torals in the reigning taste, a 
taste which, under guise of imi
tating Theocritus and Virgil, not 
only transferred to ow' northem 
shores the fauna and flora of 
Italy and Greece, but brought 
along with them the light-clad 

Pop.'s Mother, after Rlchard$on, 1731. Sy Cart." 1774. 

(and somewhat embarrassed) Delias and 
Sylvias of those favored lands. Pope, 

wrote, and WIlS fill' abm'e the work of his 
('olltempor8l'ies. Lansdowne (" Oran-



Alexander Pope. (From _ portrait by Pond.) 
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Pope '. Hou •• , 1807. 

ville the polite "), Congreve, Garth, Hali
fax and others praised them warmly in 
MS" and left-legged Jacob Tonson came 
cap in hand to solicit them for the sixth 
part of his }/iscellallYo where they ulti
mately wound up that volume, balancing 
(or rather over-balancing) the Pastorals 
of Ambrose Philips, which began it, To 
the same collection Pope contributed an 
imitation of Chaucer, and an episode 
from the Iliad. The immediate success 
of these performances seems to have set 
him upon his next poem, the Essay on 
Oriticism, which was published by Lewis 
in 1711. His mastery over his medium 
was still more noticeable than the orig
inality of his thought. But this cento 
of exquisitely chiselled critical common
places goes far toward being a chif
d'reuvre of mere manipulative skill; and 
we are still, by our daily use of some of 
its lines,'" justifying the truth of Addi
son's dictum, that" Wit and fine Writ
ing doth not consist so much in advan
cing Things that are new as in giving 
Things that are known an agreeable 
Turn." 

The criticism in the Spectator from 
• t .g., .. ADtl Fool. nllb In where Angela tear to tread ." 

which these words are taken led to an 
acquaintance with its author, Addison. 
Pope wrote to Steele, with whom he 
seems already to have had some slight 
intercourse (probably through the Car
ylls), to thank hini for his commenda
tion, and Steele, at once transferring the 
authorship to his colleague, offered to 
introduce Pope to him, and they after
wards met frequently at Button's Coffee
house and elsewhere. Pope followed up 
his letter to Steele by some contribu
tions to the Spectatol', one of which, a 
further essay in the .. pastoral" vein, was 
the" sacred eclogue" called the '/liessiah, 
which honest Steele, then in temporary 
retirement at Hampstead, seems to have 
genially criticised, declaring it enthusi
astically to be better than the Pollio of 
Virgil. Another friend whom Pope 
made about this period was Gay, as yet 
only the author of a blank verse poem 
on Wine, and of the Pl'psent State of Wit, 
a pamphlet still dear to Collectors, which 
contains some excellent remarks on the 
new school of periodical literature in
augurated by the Taller and its succes
sor. Gay, indo~ent and amiable, and, 
when not depressed by ill-health or the 
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visionary expectations of court prefer
ment, a charming companion, became a 
closer friend than either Addison or 
Steele. 
,I Blest be the great! for th06e they take away 

And those they left me; for they left me 
Gay," 

Pope said long after in the Satires, and 
the lines have a more genuine ring than 
is their wont. 

ed to compose matters by invocation of 
the Muse. The poem in its first Miscel
lany form consisted of no more than two 
Cantos; but Pope, confident of his own 
powers, and certainly with a better knowl
edge of his own method than his critics 
could have possessed, boldly took ad
vantage of its success to expand it into 
five Cantos by the addition of a Rosi
crucian machinery of sylphs and gnomes. 
This apparently hazardous experiment 

Martha Slounl. Sy Picart. 1807 

To the Essay on Criticism succeeded was perfectly successful, and the Rape 
one of Pope's most brilliant poems, the of the Lock became what it remains, 
famous Rape of the Lock. In its first the typical example of raillery in Eng
form it appeared, together with some lish \'erse---the solitary specimen of SUB

minor poems and translations, in a vol- tamed and airy grace. If it has faults, 
ume of llfiscellanies published by Ton- they are the faults of the time, and not 
son's rival, Lintot. Its motif was the of the poem, the execution of which is a 
theft by a certain Lord Petre of one of marvel of ease, good humor, and deli
the tresses of Miss Arabella. or "Belle" cate irony. Another of Pope's efforts at 
Fermor, and this venial larceny having this date was Willdl.<or Forest, a theme 
somewhat strained the relations of the which, assuming that to be the best 
two families concerned, Pope was invit- which lies nearest, should have afforded 
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material for another enduring success. long. By Swift Pope was introduced to 
But Pope, with a matchless eye for man- Oxford, to his later" guide, philosopher, 
ners, looked at nature with the unpurged and friend," Bolingbroke, to the gentle 
vision of his generation, and the poem, and humane Atterbury, Bishop of Roch
though not without dignity and beauty ester, to Prior and Parnell, to Arbuth-

Ter ... Slount Sy Evans, 1807. 

of versification, is cold and conventional 
to the modern reader. 

To the reader under Anne it was other
wise, for to him "verdant isles" and 
co waving groves" and the whole farrago 
of gradus epithets were not only grate
ful but indispensable. .. Mr. Pope," 
wrote Swift to Stella. under date of 
March, 1713, "has published a fine 
poem called Windsor Fore."f. Read it." 
This is the only time Pope is mentioned 
in that memorable journal (now nearing 
its closing pages) and it scarcely points 
to any close relations. But, by and by, 
when Swift came back from his Irish 
deanery to reconcile Oxford and Boling
broke, he seems to haye made Pope's 
personal acquaintance, and to have be
gun the correspondence which lasted so 

not, best of men and physicia.n8-80me 
of wbom be mentions in the "Prologue 
to the Satires." Swift, he says, 

"('ndllr'd my lays; 
The oourtly Talbot, Somers, Sh('ffield read; 
Ev'n mitred RtJdtUtel' would nod tho Ilead, 
And St. John', self (great Dryden'S friends be· 

fore) 
With op.m arms receiv'd one Poet more," 

Closely connected with the group of 
Pope's connections at this time was the 
famous literary association known as the 
"Scriblerus Club," the avowed object of 
which was to satirize the abuses of hu
man learning. The dispe1'N8.l of its mem
bers at the death of Anne intelTUpted 
this enterprise, which never extended 
beyond a first book-a fragment which 
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must, however, be held to have been un
usually pregnant in suggestion, since it 
contained the germs of Gulliuer'8 1Tau
elB and the Dunciad. But Pope's life at 
this point grows too complicated to be 
pursued in detail, and it will be impos
sible henceforth to do more than note 
brie:fly its chief incidents. Trumbull's 
counsel to him to translate Homer, and 
his first essay in Tonson's JliBceUany, 
bave already been mentioned. In a 
later volume of Miscellany poems ed
ited by Steele, he bad printed some 
specimens from the OdY88ey, and in the 
following year he embarked in the great 
work of his middle life, the translation 
of the RiLMl. By 1715 the first volume, 
containing four books, was issued to the 
subscribers, whose roll, ennobled by the 
patronage of Oxford and Bolingbroke, 
and extended by the imperious advo
CM.y of Swift, included almost everyone 
of importance. The only blot upon its 
brilliant success is the unfortunate 
quarrel with Addison, which led to the 
portrait of Attieu& 

With Addison, to say nothing of the 
fact that he was a Whig, Pope's relations 
bad apparently been less genuine than 
with any of his compeers. Even when 
the EBBay on GriticiBm bad been praised 
by the Spectator, Pope's sensitive nature 
bad fretted under the writer's reserva
tions. Addison, again, is said to bave 
been chief of those who bad deprecated 
the extension of the Rape of the Loclc, 
and Po~ remembered this. Yet he 
bad wntten a prologue for (Jato, and 
when that play was attacked by Dennis, 
bad voluntarily entered the lists on Ad
dison's side with a Swiftian lampoon 
against the snarling old critic, who was 
a b&e noire of his own. Addison de
clined to approve this method of con
troversy, and made his disapproval more 
distasteful by expressing it indirectly 
through Steele, with ",hom Pope could 
scarcely bave grown in favor since, under 
guise of a puti' of Ambrose Philips, he 
bad palmed off on Steele's editorial indo
lence a panegyric on his own Pastorals. 
Thus by the time Pope's Homer came 
out--and, almost concurrently-anoth
er version by Addison's protege Tickell 
made its appearance, there were all the 
materials for a quarrel That Tiekell 
was deliberately put forward as a rival 
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to Pope is ~n to considerable doubt; 
but to Pope s morbid BUBpicions the c0-
incidence was conclusive, and his anger 
blazed in that immortal portrait of Atti
CUB which, in its final form, appears in 
the BpiBtle to .Arbuthnot of 1734. Wheth
er Addison ever saw these verses may be 
doubted; and that doubt disposes of 
much speculation. But the most notable 
thing about. them, apart from their jus
tice or injustice, is that, with their won
derful minglingof truth and falsehood, of 
ostensible commendation and insidious 
malignity, they aft'ord the earliest fin
ished example of that supreme satiric 
art which, as the best judges hold, is the 
most immortal part of Alexander Pope. 
Without a specimen of his workmanship 
any account of him would be incomplete ; 
and he reaches no higher point than in 
these well-known lines: 

II Peace to ~IBuch I but were there One whose 
ftres 

True Genius kindles, and fair Fame inspires; 
Blest with each talent and each art to please, 
And born to write, converse, and live with 

ease: . 
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the 

throne, 
View him with scomful, yet with jealous 

el88, 
And hate for arts that caus'd himself to rise i 
;Damn with faint praise, aasent with civil 

let'lr, 
And without sneering, teach the rest to 

sneer; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to etrike, 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike i 
Alike reserv'd to blame, or to commend, 
A tlm'rous foe, and a aUlpicioUB friend i 
Dreading ev'n fools, by Flatterers besieged, 
And 80 obliging, that he ne'er oblig'd ; 
Like (Jaw, give his little Senate laws, 
And sit attentive to his own applause i 
While Wits and Templars ev'ry sentence 

raise, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise :
Who but muat laugh, if such a man there 

be? 
Who would not weep, if ATTICUB were he ". 

Early in 1716, not long after the 
death of Wycherley, Pope moved from 
Binfield to Chiswick. Hishouse, in what 
was then known as the "New Buildings," 
but is now Mawson's Row, still exists 
down a turning off the Mall, not veg 
far from the old Church where Hogarth 
lies buried, and from Chiswick House, 
the mansion of Lord Burlington, under 
whose wing Pope describes himself as . 
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residing. Here, for a couple of years, 
were delivered those letters, upon whose 
backs or envelopes, piously preserved in 
the British Museum, the .. paper-spar
ing" poet penned his daily tale of Ho
meric translation, completing two more 
volumes of the Iliad during his sojourn 
in Mawson's Row. At this time he was 
twenty-eight, and may therefore be as
sumed to be accurately represented in 
th~ portrait painted by Kneller in 1716, 
and mezzotinted a year later by Smith. 
Here he appears as a slight, delicate 
young man, wearing a close-fitting vest 
or tunic, and, in lieu of a wig, the dress
ing or " night-cap .. which took its place. 
His keen, shaven face is already wQm 
by work and ill-health, and conspicuous 
for the·lalJe and brilliant eyes to which 
he refers, m his .JJ4>istle to Arbuthnot, as 
one of his noticeable features. 

Besides the poems already mentioned, 
he had, in 1715, produced another imi
tation of Chaucer, the ~ple of .lbme, 
an effort which hasnever taken high rank 
among his works. But while at Chiswick 
he published, in addition to instalments 
of the Iliad, two pieces of consider
able merit, although they are scarcely 
regarded bl the critics of this age with 
the enthU8l88JD. they excited in Pope's 
earliest admirers. One is the celebrated 
Elegy to the Memory of an Unjortunate 
Lady, which perhaps owes some of its 
reputation to the difficulty experienced 
in identifying the .. ever injur'a Shade" 
intended. She is now; understood to 
have been a much-persecuted Mrs. W ea
ton, who, although she suft'ered many 
griefs, did not (as her poet implies) put 
an end to her own life in consequence. 
The other. under the title of Eloisa to 
Abelard, versities the lAtin letters of 
that distinguished amorist to her lover. 
It is impOBBible to deny to both these 
works the utmost amount of artful de
velopment and verbal tinish. All that 
skill can do in the simulation of sincerity 
Pope has done. " The Epistle of Eloisa," 
he tells a correspondent, "grows warm, 
and begins to have some breathings of 
the heart in it, which may make poster
ity think I was in love." But this, with 
all submission, is precisely the illusion 
which is absent, and it is perfectly possi
ble for the most sympatlietic reader to 
peruse the ~ced outpourings of .. Ful-

bert's niece .. without the slightest ten
dency to that globus hyBlericuB which all 
persons of sensibility must desire to ex
perience. Yet, it must neverthelees be 
admitted that these poems are the beet 
examples of a vein which is not native 
to their writer, and that, in them, Pope 
comes nearer to genuine pathos than in 
any other of his works. Next to these, 
the only literary event of this portion of 
his career is his connection with the de
plorable Three Hours after Jla'fT'iD.ge, a 
farce in which he was assisted by Arbuth
not and Gay, the latter of whom bore 
the blame of the play's failure. Pope's 
old enemy Dennis was caricatured in it 
as "Sir Tremendous;" but it had also 
the effect of adding another and abler foe 
to the list of his opponents, the player 
and manager, Colley Cibber, whose open 
ridicule of a part of this ill-ju~jeu 
d'esp'f'it began the feud which ultimately 
secured for him the supreme honors of 
the Dunciad. 

But although Pope's militant nature 
never feared to make an enemy, his 
friends were still in the majority. His 
Homer, with its magnificent subscrii~!n 
list, had opened a wider world to • ; 
and his new associates seem for the time 
to have partially seduced him from his 
valetudinarian regime and ten hours 
daily study. In his varied and alembi
cated correspondence we traek him here 
and there, at Oxford or at Bath, study
ing architecture with my Lord Burling
ton and gardening with mrLord Bathurst 
or "beating the rounds' (probably only 
in metaphor) with wilder wits such as 
my Lord of Warwick and Holland. One 
of the prettiest of Pope's missives (some 
of them are not pretty) to "Mademoi
selles de Maple-Dorham," as he styles 
the Blounts, describes a visit he had paid 
to Queen Caroline's maids of honor at 
Hampton Court, the Bellenden .and La
pell of his minor verses. He dilates 
upon their monotonous life of hunting, 
etiquette, and Westphalia ham, and then, 
as Carruthers suggests, not without ob
lique intention of ~hting a spark of 
jealousy in the fair :Martha's bosom, re
cords how he walked for three or four 
mortal hours by moonlight with Mrs. 
Lepell, mee~ never a creature of qual
ity but his MaJesty King George L, giv
ing audience to his Vice Chamberlain 
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.. all alone under the garden wall." An
other epistolary idyll to Martha Blount, 
of which there are at least four replicas, 
relates the sentimental death by light
ning of the two haymakers at Stanton 
Harcourt. Did Pope write this letter? 
or did Gay? Or did they write it both 
together? This is a question which 
Pope's editors have failed to settle. At 
all events, a similar composition went to 
another of Pope's flames, the brilliant 
lAdy Mary Wortley Montagu, now ab
sent from England with her husband, 
who was amb8SS8dor at Constantinople. 
Clever Lady Mary, however, entirely de
clined to be subjugated by the pathetic 
fallacy, and sent back a matter of fact 
epitaph for John Hewet and Sarah 
Drew, which, though it wound up with 
a compliment to her correspondent, can 
hardly have gratified him. But there is 
one letter of this time the sincerity of 
which is undoubted. It is Pope's an
nouncement to Martha Blount of his 
father's death. "My poor Father dyed 
last Dight," it says. "Believe, since I 
don't forget you this moment, I never 
shall. A. Pope." The antithetical touch 
shows how art bad become a second nat
ure with the writer; but his attachment 
and devotion to his parents is not one 
of the disputed points in his story. 

Alexander Pope the elder died in 
October, 1717. Not very long after, 
the PQ6t moved with his mother to a 
little villa, or "villakin" as Swift called 
it, on the banks of the Thames at Twick
enbam, close to the grotesque Gothic 
jumble known as Radnor House. It is 
still discernible in ancient prints-for 
eX8IDple, in Muntz's" View of TwickeI)
bam," dated 1756. When Pope first 
took it, it was simply a tiny building, 
with the conventional parlors on either 
side of a stone-paved entrance hall, and 
bedrooms above to correspond. In front 
there was a pleasant little lawn sloping 
to the water; at the back the house 
looked upon the highway from London 
to Hampton Court. On the other side 
of this road stretched the garden, which 
was entered from the lawn by a subway. 
This garden was Pope's greatest delight. 
According to John Searle his gardener, 
who published a plan of it in 1745, there 
.. were not ten sticks in the ground when 
his master first took the house." But 

with the aid of Bridgeman and Kent the 
architect, and the amateur counsels of 
Lord Peterborough and others, supple
mented by his own sleepless ingenuity 
and genius for landscape-making, Pope 
IIl8Il8ged to twist and twirl his "scanty 
plot of ground" into a perfect paradise 
of "artful wildness" and "pleasing in
tricacy." " I am as busy "-"'he wrote to 
Lord Strafford in 1725-" in three inch
es of gardening as any man can be in 
three-score acres. . • • I have a 
Theatre, an Arcade, a Bowling-Green, a 
Grove, and what not? in a bit of ground 
that would have been but a plate of sal
let to Nebuchadnezzar." Besides these 
there were an orangery, an open temple, 
"wholly compos'd of shells in the rustic 
manner," a quincunx, and a wilderne&L 
As time went on an obelisk, ringed with 
yew and cedar, and inscribed to "the 
best of Mothers and the most loved of 
Women" terminated the vista.. 

But the greatest glory of all was the 
so-called. Grotto, or, as honest John 
Searle styles it, the "Underground pas
sage." This, which, as already stated, 
went beneath the road, and must, ac
cording to the plan, have also ooenpied 
some of the space under the house, Pope 
decorated profusely with sparkling shells 
and minerals, to which collection all his 
friends contributed. Borlase, the anti
quary, sent him Cornish diamonds; 
Ralph Allen (Fielding's "Squire.All
worth}' ',), incrustations from the Bath 
quarnes; Spence, Italian marbles, the 
Duchess of Cleveland, clumps of ame
thyst, and Sir Hans Sloane, basaltic frag
ments from the Giant's Causeway. Over 
the entrance was a line from Horace; 
and in the interior a spring that "echoed 
thro' the cavern day and night." When 
you looked through it from the house 
you saw the sails on the shining Thames 
"passing suddenly and vanishing;" if 
you looked the other way from the 
river, you saw the shell temple and the 
multicolored leafage of the wilderness ; 
if you shut it, it became a darkened. 
chamber of wayward lights and mysteri
ous scintillations. Some of Pope's critics 
have found in this toy of his later years 
a thought too much of the lodging
house curio; but Walpole, who was not 
very tolerant of other people's whimsies, 
seems to have been favorably impressed. 

• 
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with both grot and garden. "The pass
ing through the gloom from the Grotto 
to the opening day," he says, "the retir
ing and again assembling shades, the 

. dusky groves, the larger lawn, and the 
solemnity of the cypresses that led up 
to his mother's tomb [obelisk] are 
managed with excellent juagment; and 
though Lord Peterborough assisted him 
'To form his quinounx and to rank his 
vines,' these were not the most pleasing 
ingredients of his little perspective." • 

At Twickenham or, as he called it, 
"Twitnam," Pope continued to reside 
until his death, his permanent house
mates being his old nurse, Mary Beach, 
to whom there is a tablet on the outer 
wall of Twickenham Church, and his 
mother, who survived her husband un
tll1788, only preceding her famous son 
by eleven years. Pope tended her with 
exemplary care-a care rendered daily 
more imperative by her increasing in
firmities. Many references to her occur 
in his correspondence, and the sedu
lous inquiries made by his friends as 
to her health are earnest of her son's 
unwearied solicitude. One or two of 
the old lady's simple, homely letters 
to him have been preserved, with their 
fond messages and faulty spelling. 
Now and then, it is recorded, he would 
gratify her by setting her to transcribe 
his Homer, an assistance of which the 
advantages must have been debatable. 
There is a sketch of her, in extreme old 
age, by Jonathan Richardson, which, in 
all probability, did her scant justice; 
and it sets one vaguely thinking whether 
Greuze, whose lovely portrait of his own 
mother isat South Kensington, would not 
have made a better portrait of Mrs. Pope. 

Many friends came and went at the 
pleasant little villa by the Thames, 
"1lanked by its two Courts" of Hamp
ton and Kew, and often, no doubt, the 
London stage, starting from the Cheq
uars in Piccadilly, brought to it guests 
bearing names familiar in the annals of 
the time. Now it would be fat and 
friendly John Gay, polishing a song 
in the promptly-to-be-prohibited PoUy; 
now it would be Swift, gloomier than of 
yore, and sick with sad forebodings of 
Stella's coming death; now it would be 

• •• Pope'. Villa," altered and rebuilt b11D~nent ten
anta. now ooly ezIata III 0UDe. 

Prior, making friends with everyone, 
down to drunken John Bowrythe water
man, and boasting of his own paradise 
at Down Hall, where he had composed 
" a fish pond that would hold ten e&rps." 
Sometimes it would be Mrs. Howard 
from Marble Hill to consult with her 
neighbor as to the layin~ out of her 
grounds; sometimes a llymg post from 
the Duchess of Kingston at Acton 
with an urgent summons to music 
on the water, followed up by an 
entire night out upon the Thames. 
Occasionally, failing to decoy Lord 
Oxford (Harley's son) into tasting his 
broccoli and Banstead mutton, Pope 
would himself set out for Wimpole, there 
to potter over that extremely "~ 
tive lot," his lordship's dubious medals 
and manuscripts. Or perhaps John 
Bowry would row him Fulham-wards to 
visit the hero of Barcelona, the gallant 
and eccentrio Charles Mordaunt, Earl of 
Peterborough, who (we mal m:.t'::nse) 
had just transmitted to Twicke a 
cask of the cordial and comforting 
" Mum," which Scott makes the morning 
beverage of Mr. Jonathan Oldbuck. An
other of Pope's haunts was Riskin&, in 
Buckinghamsbire, where, among the rest, 
he carved his name upon the famous 
covered bench (scored with the names 
of wits and fine ladies), which" theviva
cious Lord Bathurst" consecrated to the 
votiveinsoriptions of his guests; another, 
again, the pseudo-farm" at Dawley near 
Uxbridge" where that " statesman out of 
place," Lord Bolingbroke, played, not 
very suooeBBfully, at raising turnips and 
oultivating moral tranquillity. It was in 
comin~ froU! Dawley, in 1726, that his 
lordship's charioteer emptied Mr. Pope 
into the water, and his hand was badly 
cut by the glass as he was drawn out of 
the coach. "Is it poBBible," wrote one 
of St. John'sforeign visitors, "is it possi
ble that those fingers which have written 
the Rape of the Lock, and the Crit
icism, which have dressed Homer so be
comingly in an English coat, should have 
been so barbarously treated ?" "Dress
ing Homer becomingly," sounds slightly 
ironio. But, although Pope did not love 
him, this can soaroely have been the 
meaning of so discreet and congenial a 
spirit as M. Fran90is-Marie Arouet de 
Voltaire. 
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The list of Pope's circle might readily 
be extended. But there are three other 
members of it who cannot be neglected 
in any record, however brief. When 
Lady Wortley Montagu came back to 
~land, she took up her residence at 
Twickenham, and the hitherto epis
tolary adoration of the poet became a 
practical fact. According to a story 
popularized by the pencil of Frith, Pope 
at length so far forgot himself as to 
make a declaration in form, to which 
she returned no reply but that most ex
asperating of all replies, ungovernable 
laughter. Whether this tradition be 
true or not, it is plain that she seems 
always to have remembered their dift'er
ence of rank, and to have been rather 
cold than encouraging. The issue of 
the acquaintance is a sorry one. Pope 
revenged himself for her scom in his 
worst and most unmanly fashion of innu
endo; she, on her side, retorted with 
lampoons and satire as cruel. One feels 
glad that she finalll left England and 
that further bickenng was impossible. 
The other two persons were the already 
mentioned mounts, each of whom seems 
at first to have by turn 

.. -blO88Omed in the light 
Of tender pel'llOnal regarda," 

Teresa, the elder and handsomer, be
coming by degrees the acknowledged 
favorite. But whether, like the lover in 
Prior's song, Pope" convey'd his treasure 
in a borrowed name," or merely changed 
his mind, it is certain that, at a later 
period, the younger, Martha, had proved 
the "real flame," to the permanent dis
placement of her sister. As time went 
on, Pope's attachment for Martha Blount 
continued to increase until she became 
almost an inmate of his house. For 
more than fifteen years, he told Gay in 
1730, he had spent three or four hours a 
day in her company; and he seems to 
have loved her with an aft'ection as gen
uine and as watchful as that which he 
showed to his parents. Like all his con
nections, this, too, was marred by strange 
pettinesses and curious contradictions ; 
but one can scarcely grudge to his 'sickly 
sensitive nature the anodyne of feminine 
sympathy. Why so close and tender a 
friendship never ripened into marriage 

is an inquiry that may be relegated to 
the limbo of questions insoluble. It is 
enough tha~ in the checkered chronicle 
of the loves of the poets, "blue-eyed 
Patty Blount" has an immortality almost' 
as secure as that of Esther Johnson. 

But it is time to return to P~'s 
works. In the first years of his Twick
enham residence the iliad was finished 
triumphantly, and Pope was invited by 
the booksellers to edit Shakespeare. The 
task was one for which he had few quali
fications, and his execution of it at once 
laid him open to a new attack from a 
fresh opponent, Lewis Theobald, after
wards the .. Tibbald" of the Dunciad 
and the Satires. Then he followed up 
the iliad by the OdY88ey, in which he 
was assisted by Fenton and Broome. 
Toward 1725 Bolingbroke settled at 
Dawley, and in the succeeding year 
Swift paid a long visit to Pope at Twick
enham. These two inftuences may be 
traced in most of Pope's remaining 
works. In 1726 GuUiver's 7Tavels saw 
the light, and in 1727 were issue4 those 
joint volumes of Miscellanies which con
tained the 7reatise on the Bathos, a prose 
satire, to be supplanted, in brief space, 
by the terrible Dunciad. In this latter 
Pope entered upon a campaign against 
the smaller fry of the pen with a vigor, 
a deadly earnestness, and a determina
tion to wound, unparalleled in the history 
of letters. One of the most gifted of his 
critics, the late Rector of Lincoln Col
lege, speaks of the Dunciad roundly as 
"an amalgam of dirt, ribaldry, and petty 
spite," and M. Taine has brought against 
it the more fatal charge of tediousness. 
But even if one admits the indiscrimi
nate nature of that onslaught which con
fuses Bentley with such creatures of a 
day as Ralph and Oldmixon, it is impos
sible not to admire the surpassing skill 
of the measure; and it is probable that, 
in spite of the "higher criticism," the 
Dunciad, swarming as it does with con
temporary allusions, will continue to hold 
its own with the antiquary and the liter
ary historian. But it has ceased to be 
regarded as one of the desirable master
pieces of its class. 

If Swift, who encouraged Pope in his 
war against Dulness, must be held to be 
indirectly responsible for the attack Ujon 
its strongholds, it was Bolingbroke who 
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suggested the once popular epistles 
which Pope dedicated to him under the 
title of the Essay on Man, a work which 
bas this in common with the earlier 
Essay on OriticiBm, that it is a versifica

p'roviding England simultaneously with 
its Horace and its Juvenal The second 
part followed in the same year. & 
sides these there is little material to be 
added to the record of Pope's work but 

tion of a given theme. But 
Pope understood the pre- ~ ~ 
cepts of Rapin and Bossu 1 ~ ~ 
~. than the precepfa of :+"J, IJ .... ~ ",' ''' ;.iu''"'X 1 
Leibmtz and St. Jo~ ~d 1 17.1= " ":::::::::: .. ~~ the Essay on Man, bnstling ~ -Q.. ........ ~ ;: : :!~r 
88 it does with axiomatic 0 ': ,: : ;;; ; :::: ~ • ' . " • 
felicities and "jewels five words long," r-fti'ia ... :!i!:i!~~! l, cJ:: ~" ""'~ 
bas long been discredited 88 a phil- S '~ A 
O8Ophical treatise. It is to another - I - ~ 
hint from the sage of Dawley that PI.n 01 Pop'" G.rden, fro~ John Se.rl. ', dr ..... in', publi.h.d 
we owe its author's most individual In 1745. 

work. A chance remark of Boling
broke set him upon the imitations of 
Horace that grew into the Satires 'and 
FJpistles. In these and the cognate Moral 
Essays, which belong to his ripest period 
of production, Pope's unmatched mas
tery over heroics, perfected by the long 
probation of his Homeric translations, 
and his equally unrivalled powers of 
satire, freed and emboldened by the 
brutalities of the Dunciad, found their 
fitting field. Aimed at the old eternal 
vices and frailties of humanity, theyas
sail them with a pungency, a force, a 
wit, and a directness which, in English 
verse, have no parallel Indeed it may 

View of Pope '. Grotto, from Searle, 

be doubted whether the portraits of Bufo 
and Sporus, of AtoBSa and Atticus, have 
been excelled in any language whatsoever. 

The first of the Dialogues known as 
the FJpilogue to the Satires was published 
in 1738 on the same moming 88 John
son's London, thus (in Boswell's view) 

the revised Dltnciad, in which, to grati
fy an increased antipathy, he displaced 
its old hero Theobald in favor of Colley 
Cibber, who, whatever his faults, was 
certainly not a typical dunce. Toward 
the close of his life those infirmities at 
which Wycherley bad hinted in his 
youth grew upou him, and he became 
almost entirely dependent upon nurses. 
He bad not, to use De Quincey's words, 
drawn that supreme prize in life, "a fine 
intellect with a healthy stomach," and 
his whole story testifies to that fact. As 
years went on his little figure, in its 
rusty black, was seen more rarely in 

the Twickenbam lanes, and 
if he took the air upon the 
river, it was in a sedan-cbair 
that was lifted into a boat. 
When he visited his friends 
his sleeple88De88 and his 
multiplied needs tired out 
the servants; while in the 
day-time he would nod in 
company even though the 
Prince of Wales was talking 
of poetry. He was a mar
tyr to sick headaches, and 
in the intervals of relief from 
them would be tormented 
by all sorts of morbid crav-
ings for the very dietary 

which must inevitably secure their recur
rence. This continued strife of the brain 
with the ignobler organs goes far to ex
plain, if it may not excuse, much of the 
le88 admirable side of his character. His 
irritability, his artifice, his meannesses 
even, are more intelligible in the case of a 
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man habitually racked with Jl&!n. and 
morbidly conscious of his phymcal short
comings than they would be in the case of 
those" whom God has made full-limbed 
and ta1l," and, in the noble teaching of 
Arthur's court, his infirmities should en
title him to a larger charity of judgment. 

Nothing in his life is more touching 
than the account of his last days, when 
he Jay wasted with an intolerable asthma, 
waiting serenely for the end, but full of 
kindness and tender thoughtfulness for 
the friends who came and went about 
his bed. Bolingbroke was often there 
from Battersea, stirred to philosophic 
utterances and unphilosophic tears, and 
grave Lyttleton, and kind Lord Ma.rch
mont, and faithful Joseph Spence. Mar
tha Blount, too, was not absent, and "it 
was very observable," said the spectators, 
how the sick man's strength and spirits 
seemed to revive at the approach of his 
favorite. "Here I am dying of a hun
dred good symptoms," he said to one 
of his visitors. What humiliated him 
most was his inability to think. "One 
of the things that I have always most 
wondered at (he told Spence) is that 
there should be any sucli thing as hu
man vanity. If I had any, I had enough 
to mortify it a few days ago, for I lost 
my mind for a whole day." A little 
later Spence is telling Bolingbroke how, 
"on every catching and recovering of 
his mind," Pope is" always saying some
thing kind either of his present or ab
sent friends," and that it seems "as if his 
humanity had outlived his understand
ing." But the vital spark still continued 
to flicker in its socket, and only a day or 
two before his death he sat for three 
whole hours in his sedan-cbair, in the 
garden he loved so well, then filled with 
the bloBBOms of May and smelling of 
the summer he was not to see. On the 
29th he took an airing in Bushy Park 
and a little later received the sacrament. 
On the evening of the following day he 
passed away so softly and painlessly that 
those who Btood by knew not "the ex
act time of his departure." He had 
lived fifty-six years and nine days, and 
be was buried near to the monument of 
his father and mother in the chancel of 
Twickenha.m Ohurch. Seventeen years 
afterwards Bishop Warburton erected a 
tablet to him in the same building with 

an epitaph as idle as that which dis
graces the tomb of Gay in Westminster 
Abbey. It is possible that Pope may at 
some time have written it, but the terms 
of his will prove conclusively that he 
never meant it to be used. 

What is Pope's position as a poet? 
Time, that great practitioner of the ex
haustive process, "sifting alway, sifting 
ever," even to the point of annihilation, 
has well-nigh answered the question. 
No one now, except the literary his
torian or the student of versification, is 
ever likely to consult the Pastorals or 
Windsor Forest. Men will in all proba
bility continue to quote "Hope.springs 
eternal in the human breast" and "A 
little learning is a dangerous thing," 
without the least suspicion that the one 
comes from the seldom-read Essay on 
Criticism and the other from the equally 
seldom-read Essay on Man. Here and 
there a professor (like the late Professor 
Conington) will praise the "unhasting 
unresting :flow" of the translations from 
Homer, but the next generation will 
read its Iliad in the Greek, or in some 
future SUooeBBOr to Mr. William Morris 
or Mr. Way. Few will now re-echo the 
praises which the critics of fifty years 
ago gave to the Elegy on an Unfortunate 
Lady and Eloiaa to Abelard, and none 
but the habitual pilgrims of the by-ways 
of literature will devote any serious at
tention to the different versions of the 
Dunciad. But there is no reason why 
the Rape of the Loclc should not find as 
many admirers a hundred years hence 
as it does to-day, or why-so long as men 
remember the poems of the friend of Mal
cenas-the Satire8 and Epistle8 should 
fail of an audience. In these Pope's 
verse is as perfect as it is anywhere, and 
his subject is borrowed, not from his 
commonplace book, but from his own 
experiences. He wants the careleB8 ease, 
the variety, the unemphatic grace of 
Horace, it is true. Bot he has many 
of the qualities of his master, and it is 
probable that only when men weary of 
hearing how Horace strolled down the 
Sacred Way and met an intolerable 
Bore-only then, or perhaps a little ear
lier, will they cease to hearken how 
Alexander Pope bade John Searle bar 
the door at Twickenbam against the in
roads of Bedlam and ParnB8BUB. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MR. POPE. 

POET. FRIEND. 

P. 1 flng of POPE-
Fa. What, POPE, the Twilnam Bard, 

Whom Dennis, eibber, T':bbald pufh'd fo hard! 
POPE of the Dunciad! POPE who dar'd to woo, 
And then to libel, Wortley Monlagu! 
POPE of the Ham Walks ftory-

P. Scandals alii 5 
Scandals that now 1 care not to recall. 
Surely a little, in two hundred Years, 
One may neglect Contemporary Sneers; 
Surely Allowance for the Man may make 
That had aJl Grub-fireet yelping in his Wake! 10 

And who (I aik you) has been never Mean, 
When urg'd by Envy, Anger or the Spleen? 
No: 1 prefer to look on POPE as one 
Not rightly happy till his Life was done; 
Whofe whole Career, romance it as you pleafe, 15 
Was (what he call'd it) but a "long Difeafe:"* 
Think of his Lot,-his Pilgrimage of Pain, 
His "crazy Carcafs" t and his eager Brain; 
Think of his Nig,ht-Hours with their Feet of Lead, 
His fieeplefs Vigll and his aching Head; 20 
Think of all this, and marvel then to find 
The" crooked Body with a crooked Mind!" t 
Nay rather, marvel that, in Fate's Defpite, 
You find fo much to folace and delight,-
So much of Courage and of Purpofe high 25 
In that unequal Struggle not to die. 
1 grant you freely that POPE play'd his Part 
Sometimes ignobly-but he lov'd his Art; 

• See the EpiCtle Crom Mr. Pop~ to Dr. A rbutl",ot. 
t II Your little, tender, and crazy CarcaIs."-Wyt".i"Ity. * Mnu t"urTla in Corpore t"UrTlo.-Orrery. 
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I grant you freely that he fought his End 
Not a1ways wifely-but he lov'd his Friend; 30 
And who of Friends a nobler Roll could 1how-
Swift, St. :John, Bathu"jI, Ma"chmont, Pete,,6' "0', 
A ,,6uthnot-

FR. ATTICUS? 
P. Well (ent"e nous), 

Moil that he faid of Addifon was t"ue. 
And Truth, you know-

FR. Is often not polite 35 
(So Hamlet thought)-

P. Then Hamlet (Sir) was right. 
But leave POPE'S Life. To-day, methinks, we touch 
The Work too little and the Man too much. 
TakC? up the Lock, the Satt.'"es, Eloife, 
What Art fupreme, what Ele~ance, what Eafe! 40 
How keen the Irony, the Wit how bright, 
The Sty Ie how rapid and the Veree how light! 
Then read once more, and you 1hal1 wonder yet 
At Skill, at Turn, at Point, at Epithet. 
ce True Wit is Nature to Advantage dreiS'd "-* 45 
Was ever Thought fo pithily exprefs'd? 
Ie And ten low Words oft creep in one dull Line "-* 
Ah, what a Homily on Yours-and Mine! 
Or take-to choofe at Random-take but This-
cc Ten cenfure wrong for one that writes amifs." * 50 
FA. Pack'd and precife, no Doubt. Yet furely thofe 
Are but the Qualities we aik of Profe. 
Was he a POET? 

P. Yes: if that be what 
By"on was certainly and Bowles was not; 
Or fay you grant him (to come nearer Date) 55 
What n"yden had that was denied to Tate-
FR. Which means, you claim for him the Spark divine, 
Yet fcarce would place him on the higheft Line-
P. True, there are ClafTes. POPE was moft of all 
Akin to Ho"ace, Pe1ji'us, :Juvenal; 60 
POPE was, like them, the Cenfor of his Age, 
An Age more fuited to Repofe than Rage; 
When Rhyming turn'd from Freedom to the Schools, 
And 1hock'd with Licence, 1hudder'd into Rules; 
When PhfE6us touch'd the Poet's trembling Ear 65 
With one fupreme Commandment, Be thou elea",-
When Thought meant lefs to reafon than compile, 
And the Mufe labour'd-chiefly with the File. 

• See the Ella}' upon Crilicifm. 
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Beneath full Wigs no Lyric drew its Breath 
As in the Days of great ELIZABETH; 10 
And to the Bards of ANNA was denied 
The Note that WO,.dJwo,.tk heard on Duddon-ftde. 
But POPE took ul> his Parable, and knit 
The Woof of Wifdom with the Warp of Wit; 
He trimm'd the Meafure on its equal Feet, 75 
And smooth'd and fitted till the Line was neat; 
He taught the Paufe with due Effect to fall; 
He taught the Epigram to come at Call; 
He wrote-

FR.. His Ilz"ad! 
P. Well, suppofe you own 

You like your Ilz"ad in the Profe of Bokn 80 
(Tho' if you'd learn in Profe how Home,. fang 
'Twere beft to learn of B-tck-,. and of L-ng), 
-Suppofe you fay your W orft of POPE, declare 
His Jewels Pafte, his Nature a Parterre, 
His Art but Artifice-I aik once more 85 
Where have you feen fuch Artifice before? 
Where have you feen a Parterre better grac'd, 
Or Gems that glitter like his Gems of Fafte ? 
Where can you fhow, among your Names of Note, 
So much to copy and fo much to quote? 90 
And where, in Fine, in all our Engfifh Verfe, 
A StyJe more trenchant and a Phrafe more terfe? 

So I, that love the old Auguftan Time 
Of formal Courteftes and formal Rhyme, 
That like along the finifh'd Line to feel 9S 
The Ruffie's Flutter and the Flafh of Steel; 
That like my Couplet as Compact as Clear; 
That like my Satire fparkling tho' fevere, 
Unmix'd with Bathos and unmarr'd by Trope, 
I fling my Cap for Polifh-and for POPE! 100 

AUSTIN DOBSON. 



A CHILD OF LIGHT. 

By Margaret Crosby. 

L 

~pI!!~"""'~ E stood on the beach, in 
the dim evening light, 
our eyes fixed on a 
sail-boat anchored 
about twenty yards 
from where we stood. 
Max held her muslin 

dress away from the wet, shining sand 
and, raising her clear voice, called, "Mr. 
Duncan I" There was silence for an 
instant. Pauline paced the beach rest
lessly. 

"I do not believe he is there, Max," 
she said, "and if you have decoyed me 
here for nothing it will go hard with 
you. I am inured to disappointments, 
but I am not prepared for them here. 
I expect no sensations of anl sort. JJ • 

I perceived, from Pauline s tone, that 
the change from the excitement of the 
city to a lonely settlement on the coast 
of Massachusetts had not wrought the 
benefit she had 888Ul'ed me it would; 
she was still bored. 

" Be is there," asserted Max. "I saw 
his head over the top of the cabin just 
now. Mr. Duncan 1 JJ sbe called, still 
louder. 

.. All right, Max, rn be there in a 
minute," a friendly voice answered from 
the boat. The dim figure of a man 
emerged from the cabin, untied the rope 
of a tiny row-boat fastened to the stem, 
and, getting into it, pulled rapidly to
ward the shore. 

A. few powerful strokes brought him 
near enough to speak to us, and, resting 
his oars in the water, he said: .. Well, 
Max, what do you want with me? JJ 

It was still light enough to see that he 
was a gray-haired man, with keen eyes 
that looked at us with kindly scrutiny. 
A. gray mustache shaded his mouth. He 
was in his ahirt-sleeves, and it needed 
only a glance to see that he was a work
ing-roan-not a gentleman, in the ordi
nary acceptation of the term. 

" These ladies/' said Max, "are going 
to spend two weeks in the cottage next to 

ours, and I have brought them down to 
see you." 

The man pulled off his small rough 
felt-hat with one hand, holding both 
oars with the other. .. rm glad to see 
you, ladies. Max won't be as lonely with 
you to go round with her. 

"Come, Max," he continued, "you're 
wantin' something-I see it in your 
eyes." His manner was familiar, but 
I saw that this familiarity was quite 
unconscious. His voice was musical, 
but his accent and manner of speaking 
were that of any down-ea&t fisherman or 
farmer . 

.. I do want something," said Max. "I 
want you to take Miss Trent and Miss 
Leslie sailing, and I am dying to go out 
in the Queen." 

"Now let me see," he returned. "rve 
a lot of work on hand-boats to paint, 
and other things to do, but you know, 
Max, I never refused you any thin'. I 
can't say exactly when rn take you, but 
come down to my shop to-morrow morn
ing and we'll see about it." Then, 
pointing to the sky, .. Did you ever see 
such a night, ladies? Do you come 
from the city? " 

.. Yes," I replied. 
"I wonder whether you're a-goin' to 

be contented here with only nature to 
study. If you haven't studied her, you'll 
find her hard to understand at first. 
You've left splendor, I suppose, but it's 
splendid misery, after all; that's what I 
call life in a city, even under the best 
conditions. Artificial happiness, pro
duced by artificial means. There ain't 
nothin' of that sort here-it's got to be 
real. There's Max, here," turning to 
the young girl; " you're happy, ain't you, 
Max?" 

"Of course I am," said Max, laughing. 
"That's nature's own child, that Max." 

Then, his tone becoming more collo
quial, "Well, good-night, rve got to go 
back to the Queen." 

His little skiff dipped and courtesied 
over the ripples, and in a moment 
reached the sail-boat. 

..----
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" You did not exaggerate, Max," said 
Pauline, as we walked up the road to 
our cottage. "Your Mr. Duncan is a 
curious being. Is all this talk aft'ecta.
tion? " 

"Justwhatl was going to ask," I said. 
Max looked puzzled and surprised. 
" Aft'ectation I " she cried. " Wait till 

you know Mr. Dunca.n." 
"How still it is here 1" exclaimed 

Pauline. "Rachel, how contented you 
and Max look. It is irritating to look 
at you." 

.. Max is just beginning life, and I 
have weathered some of my storms," I 
answered; "you are in the midst of 
yours, Pauline." 

I might have added that her storms 
were of her own creating, or, rather, the 
creation of her temperament, but I loved 

"her too well to lose patience with her. 
Besides, one must be as beautiful as she 
was to be as much indu1ged-a.nd as 
much spoiled. 

" I am tired of everything," she had 
said to me in the city a week before; 
" if I stay here I shall do something de. 
perate. I have the prospect of along 
Newport summer that is worse even than 
the city. Take me away with you, Ra
chel, to your out-of-the-way place you 
told me of; for a week-two weeks
forever I" 

The suddenly expressed wish proved 
to be a strong desire. It was beginning 
to be uncomfortably warm in town
there was only her mother's consent to 
win, and a week later found us in a 
small furnished cottage in the strag
gling se&oco88t village of Slowbridge, 
with two native servants to minister to 
our wants. Our only neighbors were 
little Max Brandon and her mother, old 
friends who had persuaded me to try 
Slowbridge for a few weeks. 

Our house was a stone's throw from 
the water, on a grassy bank-a thickly 
wooded hill rising abruptly behind it. 
The shore made a deeply curved horse
shoe-sha.ped bend, forming a picturesque 
harbor. Our cottage was on one end of 
the horse-shoe and almost opposite, at 
the other end of the cur:ve, rose a high, 
rocky hill that we coJ1ed the mountain, 
but which the inhabitants of Slowbridge 
disrespectfully termed the Hump. We 
were three-quarters of a mile from 

the actual village, in the centre of the 
horse-ehoe, which comprised a few white, 
green-shuttered houses, and the usual 
country" store." Near the store was a 
vine-covered house, with several large 
trees shading it. There was a walk, 
bordered with a box-hedge over which 
roses peeped, leading up to the door. 
Every day the mail was left there by a 
lumbering sta.ge-coa.ch which ignored 
the existence of a ra.ilroa.d station close 
by. 

We had not been a day in Slow
bridge when Pauline, standing on the 
piazza watching the boats sweeping 
over the blue expanse of water, issued 
the fiat that we must sa.il. Max Bran
don was standing beside her, looking 
at her with the adoring admiration of 
seventeen for a beautiful woman six or 
seven years her senior. Mrs. Brandon 
was ill, and Max was doing the honors 
of the place. 

"Mr. Duncan will take you out in the 
Queen," she said, "unless you can sa.il 
yourselves. " 

.. Impossible," sighed Pauline; .. but 
who is Mr. Duncan? " 

Max answered with her usual vague 
enthusiasm. He was a saint, the best 
man in the world. She and her mother 
could not be haJ»Py in Slowbridge if it 
were not for him. Who was he? and 
what did he do? Oh 1 he built boats 
and made rigging and all that-he would 
have been very rich if he had patented 
his inventioDs, but he would not, be
cause he thought it selfish. He worked 
for everyone in the place, and took no 
money for his work. Wh;r not? We 
must wait until we knew him. He was 
-just-Mr. Duncan, and she loved him. 
They had known him since she was 
twelve, when they first began to spend 
their summers in Slowbridge. So, of 
course, he coJ1ed her Max-she would 
not for worlds put into his head that he 
should do anything else. 

With this we were forced to be con
tent, but in the evening, while strolling 
down the beach, under Max's guidance, 
we had made the acquaintance of her 
hero. 

The next day we coJ1ed for Max, and, 
going down the road a short distance, 
found our way up some rickety steps to 
a little wooden house-one of several 
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small houses belonging to some of the 
fishermen of the place. Next to it was 
a larger building, equally shabby, with 
a porch and green blinds. This, we 
were told, was where Mr. Duncan Jived, 
and the little battered building we were 
approaching was his workshop. As we 
reached the door, we heard a voice call : 

"Come in, Max ; come in, ladies. I'm 
glad to see you." 

We entered, and found ourselves in 
a square room, the Boor and walls of 
unpainted pine, the beams of the roof 
crossing overhead. The windows were 
square openings, the sashes having been 
removed, allowing the sunlight to fill 
the room and the branches of the r0se
bushes out-side to push their way 
through the open spaces. Looking out, 
one saw the harbor and the hill oppo
site, the rocks and trees as distinctly 
outlined as if they were but a few yards 
distant. Beyond was the sea, the sun
sparkles glancing on its ripples. The 
Boor was littered with shavings, and on 
the walls hung the models of boats and 
rigging and sundry strange inventions, 
including a Bying-machine. Newspaper 
cuttings and illustrations were tacked 
and pasted up wherever there was an 
available space. On a small shelf was a 
wooden clock and four or five books
one on mechanics, "Darwin's Descent of 
Man," "The Poetical Works of Pope," 
and a book on phrenology. They were 
all worn and thumbed. 

Mr. Duncan, in his s~eeves and a 
blue cotton working-apron, came for
ward from a long work-table to welcome 
us, and, dragging forward two chairs and 
a high stool, begged us to be seated. 
He went back to the table and planed 
the model of the boat he was making. 
By daylight he seemed about forty-five 
years old. I thought I had never seen 
a face more intensely alive than his. His 
stiff, upright, iron-gray locks, his irreg
ular eyebrows, and keen, deep-set, hazel 
eyes and resolute mouth and chin, gave 
an impression of strength and vitality. 
He seemed to be pleased that we had 
come, and thanked us, as he expressed 
it, "For the happy iniluence we throwed 
over him." 

"I'm always thankful for livin'," he 
said, "and all the more on a day like 
this, when the sun shines and the birds 
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sing, and when you girls that I feel in 
sympathy with have come down here to 
see me." 

At the first glance Pauline's beauty 
arrested him; from time to time he 
regarded her attentively. Something in 
the expresaion of her melancholy eyes 
seemed to strike him, for he turned sud
denly to her, saying abruptly: "I had 
eyes like yours once-now theyre all 
faded out like my hair and the rest of 
me. You don't make music of your life 
like her," pointing to Max, who sat on 
the stool in the centre of the room with 
a look of serene content irradiating her 
face. 

Pauline was surprised and amused 
at this sudden attack, but she answered, 
seriously, "No, when I try to make mu
sic nothing sounds but discord." 

"Iknow," he answered. "You're one 
of the kind that's always beatin' against 
the bars and strivin' for what they can't 
reach. You ought to be happy, but you 
ain't. Why can't you learn, my child, 
that • whatever is, is right? ' My God, 
that is, Nature, has made this world and 
all the things in it out of the best mate
rial she could find, and we're bound to 
be content, not only with circumstances 
but with ourselves. Don't fight with 
yourself or your circumstances; you've 
got the whole force of nature to crush 
you if you do. Adapt yourself to life. 
If you can't have what you want, be con
tent without it. There's other things 
to do in the world besides gratifying 
these graspin' minds and selfish bodies 
of ours." 

Incongruous as these worcls seemed, 
coming from a country boat-builder, it 
was impossible not to be impressed by 
the man's sincerity. 

Pauline answered, with naIve frank
ness: "That is all very well for you, :Mr. 
Duncan. It is easy to see that you have 
a contented nature, that life is bright to 
you. But do you never say, 'There is 
something that I long for, that by rights 
I should have, and haven't?' Do you 
never feel that you could have been 
better if your life and surroundings had 
been different? Do you never feel-OJ 
she hesitated a little-" the injustice of 
life ?" 

I was startled at the eft'ect of her 
words. The blood flamed to the man's 
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face ; the veins stood out on his forehead 
with what seemed almost "hysical pain. 
He stretched out one hand, clinched 80 
tightly that it trembled. "Longings I" 
he said. "Of course I have 'em, and 
they make my life a hell when I let 'em 
get the upper hand; but do you think I 
let that happen? No. I say to myself, 
• There is 80 much misery in this world, 
right here, 'round me, that it would take 
a thousand lifetimes to set the smallest 
part of it right, but every day's long 
enough to make 80me one person hap
pier and better, and if I don't do that 
rm not fit to live"'-here his voice sank 
almost to a whisper-" and you'll find 
happiness comes with that, my lady
understand? " 

He had come aero88 the room 88 he 
spoke, his plane still in his hand, and 88 
he ended lie stood before Pauline, and 
a bright smile broke over his face. One 
of Pauline's charms W88 the responsive, 
emotional side of her nature. As Mr. 
Duncan smiled, her eyes filled with sud
den tears, and an answering smile, like 
that of a child, parted her lips. I looked 
for 80me consciousness of the depths that 
had been stirred in Mr. Duncan's man
ner 88 he went back to his bench, but I 
saw that his mood was habitual, for he 
began to speak of other things in almost 
the same breath. The next instant the 
door-way was darkened by the forms of 
two men who, 88 they saw us, hesitated, 
88 if unwilling to enter. They carried 
fishing-poles in their hands and a large 
basket of fish. 

"So you're back again," said Mr. Dun
can, looking toward them; "~retty good 
luck, too," he added, glancmg at the 
basket of fish. The elder of the two men 
rubbed his sun-burned face with the 
sleeve of his coat. 

"Yes," he answered, "we're much ob
liged for the boat. What's the damage? 
We've been out about four hours, wa'nt 
it, Jim? " turning to his companion. He 
was a young fellow with a broad, good
tempered face and a shock of light hair. 
He kept his eyes fixed on the ground, 
but stole an occasional surreptitious 
glance at Pauline. He nodded : 

"Shouldn't wonder if'twas jest about 
that." 

Mr. Duncan turned back to his work
bench. 

.. Oh 1 I guess there ain't nothin' to 
pay," hesaid, indi1ferently. .. You didn't 
hurt the boat jest ftoatin' round in her. 
We'll see about that next time you're in 
8l0wbridge. I don't like to have my 
boats paid for," he added to us; .. you 
see they're my playthings in a way, 
and I don't want to take money for 
'em." 

The men spoke in low tones together 
for a minute; then the spokesman said, 
"Well, we're much obliged, and if youll 
just take a couple of these here fish, we'll 
be very glad. .. 

"Just leave 'em on the step there, and 
be sure and stop in whenever you're in 
Slowbridge," answered Mr. Duncan. 

" You can calkerlate on that," said he 
of the red face. The other man con
tented himself with a grin, that included 
us all, and walking down the path they 
di~eared. 

jumped oft'her stooL " Mr. Dun
can," she cried, "you haven't said when 
you'll take us sailing yet. You're a fraud. 
It has got to be soon, for I am going 
away in three weeks." 

She put her head on one side as she 
spoke, looking at him with distracting 
coquetry. 

"Ah I" he said, "when Max calls me a 
fraud, I can't resist her. I'll take you 
-let's see, to-day's Wednesday, I've got 
80me painting to do on the Queen-m 
take you Monday. So you're goin' away 
in three weeks, are you, Max? What 
am I goin' to do without you? When 
Max goes, my sun sets-still I ain't 
afraid. Neither time nor space can sep
arate us. There's an understanding be
tween me and Max that will be the same 
all through this life, even if we W88 never 
to see each other again. It'll last this 
life out and into the next; she gives me 
sunshine and I do what I can for her. 
She used to think we W88 a long way 
apart, but one day last year we sat on 
the wall down there," pointing out of 
the window, "and the dear child's heart 
gushed out in words that were 80 beau
tiful that I couldn't give you any idea of 
'em, and we found that we wasn't 80 far 
apart, after all Nature, that's all the 
God I have, and her God-that don't 
seem to me to be like the God I used to 
hear preached about when I W88 a boy
teaches us the same thing, even though 
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we believe di1ferent. That's 80, ain't it, 
Max?" 

Max looked at him aft'ectionately. 
"You must not say that-you really 

believe just as I do. It is only that you 
have some foolish ideaa,-but they don't 
make you do anything fooliah," she added, 
hastily, as if fearing to give us a false 
impression; then, looking at the clock, 
she exclaimed, "Oh 1 Pauline, Mias Ra
chel, it is dinner-time, and I must go
you can stay here if you want." 

We said we would go with her. 
Mr. Duncan came to the steps with 

us; at the top, resting one hand on her 
hip and the other on the rail, stood a tall, 
raw-boned woman, dreaaed in the inevi
table dark ca1ico-gown of New England 
She had a coarse, savagely ill-tempered 
face; her red hair was drawn tightly away 
from her forehead and twistecl in a knot 
at the back of her head; she stared im
movably at us. Max bowed to her, and 
hurried down the steps. 

co rd like to introduce you to my wife," 
said Mr. Duncan. co Ellen, these two 
ladies have come to stay in the house 
next to Mrs. Brandon's." The woman 
made no reJ?,ly, but continued to stare at 
us. Her silence was 80 confusing, and 
something in her expression 80 repul
sive, that after 80me meaningless words 
of greeting I went down the steps. fol
lowed by Pauline. Max was waiting for 
us at the foot, and together we walked 
down the road 

"What a terrible-looking woman," 
cried Pauline. " Oh 1 Max, it can't be 
that she is that man's wife? .. 

Max nodded her head gravely. We 
soon drew from her all that she knew 
about Mr. Duncan's life. He had come 
to Slowbridge from Maine many years 
before with his wife. It was currently 
reported in the neighborhood that her 
ignorance and violence would have led 
her to almost any crime, had it not been 
that her husband's in1luence held her 
in check; he treated her, as he did 
everyone else, with chivalrous unselfish
ness. "Any other woman," concluded 
Max, "would 'have been changed and 
softened by him long ago, but his life 
with her is like the life of a man who 
guards a fierce blood-hound by his voice 
and eye, and is never allowed to chain 
him." 

We parted with Max at her gate, ~ 
ing on to our own cottage, our thoughts 
keeping us siJ.ent. When we reached 
the cool, shady parlor, Pauline sank in
to the depths of a large arm-chair, her 
draperies falling about her; her cheeks 
glowed, and she pushed back the hair 
that clustered in dusky rings on her 
forehead 

.. Rachel," she said, abruptly, .. you do 
not know how insignificant I seem in 
my own eyes-I shall not dare to com
plain of anything after this morning." 

The next few days were spent in dis
covering the beauties of Slowbridge ; we 
drove about in a small pony-p~toD, our 
drives taking us through a rocky, hilly 
country, wild and picturesque--aome
times through miles of ahrub-oak, the 
narrow road lined on either side with· 
pink-and-white laurel. 

Mrs. Brandon was better after the 
first week, and I was much with her, 
leaving Pauline to Max's guardianship. 
I found that Mr. Duncan did all the 
small repairing and tinkering of the 
house, and Max was constantly ma.king 
excuses to run down to his workshop 
with broken umbrellas, work-boxes, jew
ellery-anything that needed mendin~. 
He steadfastly refused all pay for his 
work, and Mrs. Brandon demurred 
against taking so much of his time, but 
it seemed to be his wish and to please 
him, and thus it had grown into a'habit. 
Pauline usually went with Max, and 
came back each time impressed with 
his original character. She described 
how one day, on going to his shop, they 
found him shaving. They hesitated at 
the door, but he begged them to come 
in, saying that they would not disturb 
him-he could shave quite as well if 
they were there 1 Then, standing with 
his shaving-brush in one hand and his 
razor in the other, he continued to shave, 
talking of everything in heaven and 
earth, utterly unconscious of any incon
gruity. 

Once, when he was trying to expound 
one of his curious theories, he said: "I 
can't explain what I mean to you now; 
it's clear in my mind-but I can't say 
it, I haven't studied it 88 you have
but rd like to meet you at sunrise, on 
the top of a high mountain, when all 
disturbing in1luences was far away-then 
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my intellect could meet yours-there'd 
be sparks, but there'd be tears too." 

"I cannot fathom the mystery of this 
man's life," Pauline said to me one day. 
"He has naturally a fine mind, but, in
stead of cultivating it, he has wasted his 
life in this obscure lace The people 
here say he co very rich if he 
had cared to but he seems 
to have no t to be kind. 
I wonder wh that woman." 

Monday e early part 
of the &itern for our sail 
with Mr. Duncan. Just before we left 
the house Stephen Gair arrived. He 
had followed Pauline, as I was sure he 
would. We had not expected him, and 
when he appeared in our little parlor 
Pauline greeted him with fine coolness. 
I was glad to . showed that I 
was. It was help liking 
and respect' was fair and 
large, with s urling, light-
brown hair, e of a lighter 
shade, pale-b d slightly sa-
tirical gray e. ay these eyes 
rested upon Pauline, I saw that this time 
it was to be all or nothing with him. 
"Why should she not care for him?" 
I asked myself a dozen times that day. 

I invited him to join us on our sail, 
and with Max we went down to the 
beach, where waited in the 
same tiny bo we had :first 
seen him. ' ainted in gold 
letters on th 

"Why did Baby?" asked 
Pauline. 

" Because e e darlin's all the 
baby I have," he answered. 

One at a time, he rowed us out to 
the Queen, which shone with new paint. 
She was a miracle of neatness and lux
ury, from the snowy sail and brass
bound steering wheel, to the small cab-
in, with its either side, 
cushioned leather and 
lighted by s es, each with 
a red curtain d. 

Mr. Dunc was for him-
self, and was mfortable ; his 
sail-boat was for others, and it was char
acteristic of the man to make it as at
tractive as possible. We had a stiff 
breeze for our start, and the invigorat
ing air and crisp, musical rush and swirl 
of the water against the sides of the 

boat cleared and refreshed our mmds 
and loosened our tongues. We all talked 
and laughed like children. Mr. Duncan 
interested Gair, and Gair pleased :Mr. 
Duncan. Pauline became whimsically 
merry-she pulled off her hat and gloves, 
and sat in the sun that she . ht be 

wind blew the 
away from, h 

r twice Gair tn 
te-A-Mte, lowerin 

e did not choo 
the afternoon 

wind sank almost to a calm, and with 
its cessation our merry talk died into 
silence. Our spirits, bathed in that at
mosphere of "golden afternoon," forgot 
past and future, and dreamed only in 
that pe~ful moment. Pauline, saying 

threw herself 0 
bin, her pale, 

g like a star 
tints. 
low ledge fo 
in, and Gair Ie 

at and, coming p y 
lay at full length beside me with the ease 
and grace that strength and perfect pro
portion give to a man. Through the 
open skylight we saw Pauline on her 
cushions, Max curled up on the floor 
carelessly turning over the leaves of the 

yson Pauline 
Mr. Duncan 

watched Paulin 
aking the while 
me. We talked 
thing to anoth 

ly touched on death. 
"It's somethin' I can't understand," 

said Mr. Duncan, reflectively," that, born 
as we are to die, with death always 
around us, we should think of it as some
thin' that we have heard of, that exists, 
but ain't ever comin' to us. This mom-

on the Hump 
eaf fall off the 
088 trees--it 
uchin' first thi 
sayin', 'Good
, I'm goin', I'm 

it touched the ground, and returned to 
the earth from whence it came, but the 
other leaves heeded it not. It was my 
mornin' lesson." 

" Do you care for poetry? " asked Paul
ine. 
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.. I haven't time for readin', .. he an
swered, .. but my mother used to read 
Pope, and rve read some of that." 

Pauline raised herseH from her cush
ions, the light of a sudden purpose 
dawning in her eyes. 

.. Give me the Tennyson," she said to 
Max. She turned the ~s dubiously 
for an instant; then, stoppmg at "Titho
nus," she handed the book to Max, say
ing, "Read that; it is just the day for 
poetry." 

Max obeyed her slightest whim, and, 
settling herseHmore easily, began to read. 
One of the results of her perfect physical 
organism was a rich, full voice-she read 
without any attempt at dramatic power, 
but slowly and intelligently. The myth 
is faroiJiar. .. Aurora forgot to ask for 
youth for her lover, and though Titho
nus is immortal, he is old." 

The grand lines swept on majestically, 
with the undertone of the npples, as 
they broke against the boat. 

From the first word Mr. Duncan lis
tenedalmost breathlessly, his face chang
ing and glowing at the pictures the lines 
unfolded. At the words--

.. Alaa! JfYI' tAil gray 1Atadoto, emu a ma,.," 

he suddenly covered his eyes with his 
hand, and the blood slowly mounted to 
his forehead, flushing the skin under his 
gray hair. Pauline watched him intent
ly-I felt that the experiment was almost 
cmeL Why open a vista of unimagined 
beauty and art to him, only to mark the 
contrast with his narrow life? 

As Max ended he moved his hand 
from his eyes; they were full of tears. 

" Beautiful, .. he said, with a long inspi
ration of his breath; .. that's poetry that 
I never even dreamed of, but it made me 
think of m~, withered as I am, forc
in' myself m on you young people." 

.. You don't force yourself, you have 
your own place," Max interpolated, im
pulsively. 

He scarcely noticed her, but went on, 
with passionate bitterness : 

.. Why am I old? what makes me old? 
Just because my atoms are wearing out, 
when my heart and mind are just as 
young as they ever was, must they in 
time fade and lose color as my eyes 
and hair have?" 

All his past youth was stirred within 
him. Pauline was inexorable: "Read 
• Locksley Hall,' MaL" Familiar as the 
poem was, it seemed to me that I had 
never felt its beauty before. Max's 
young, fresh voice made the sad words 
sadder yet.. 

., 0 "" COUIin, 11IallovJ·/wJrtol! 0 my Amy, 
maM no f1IOnI! 

o 1M "'f'1J, dNa", moorland! 0 til, bar
ren, bafTlm 1IuwI!" 

All through the last verses, Mr. Dun
can became more engrossed. 

.. That's grand," he murmured, when 
there was silence again. "All that first 
part is beautiful-but it's only themoanin' 
of a love-sick boy, after all. rve been 
through all of that. The end's where 
he finds himself. and is a man again
perhaps if he 'ed ina.rried that girl he was 
so fond of he wouldn't a' been so happy 
as he thought he would. There's some 
natures can love their ideal better than 
they ever could anythin' real. Love is a 
strange thing," he continued, meditative
ly,looking from Max to Pauline, as if con
trasting them; .. Max'lliove some lucky 
fellow some day, and make him happy 
-she'd be willin' to be a helpmeet-
You're dift'erent," turning to Pauline, 
II you're dift'erent--you've had many im
pressions, but you've never loved yet.. 
You give a great deal of heaven to 
others, but you don't get much yourself 
in return." 

II You are right," said Pauline, in a 
low voice; II what you have said about 
me is true." 

At this moment Gair, who had not 
ceased to look at Pauline, made an ab
rupt movement, pushing his hat farther 
over his eyes. 

Max had relapsed into a brown study; 
then her childish voice broke the si
lence: 

.. Mr. Duncan, why did you marry 
Mrs. Duncan?" 

This question came like a flash of 
lightning in its suddenness. Paulino 
and Max looked intently at him. 
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"Well," he said, slowly, "I don't was goin' to be married. I ain't goin' 
know as I mind teUin' you." to talk about her. I thought the under-

I think he had forgotten the presence standin' between us was one of those 
of Gair and myself, and was only con- that was goin' to last all the way through 
scious of the two earnest faces ne&Z' space. One afternoon, not long before 
him. I was 8Oin' to be married, I went home 

"When I was a little fellow," he con- after work, and went up to my room. 
tinued, with many breaks and hesitations, It was dusk, but it was light enough for 
twisting one of the brass knobs of the me to see that there was a woman stand
steering-wheel round and round in his in' just inside the door. It was Ellen 
hand as he spoke, "my father died, and me come back to me. There ain't no use 
and my mother was left alone. We was teUin' you all about it. 'Twould do no 
very poor, and I used to work at anytbin' good. She looked wild and hunted. 
I could find ; and I managed to keep our There was a danger hangin' over her 
heads above water. We lived in a vil- that the shadow of ain't gone yet. I 
!age on the coast of Maine, near Port- kept her with me. She weren't c~ 
land. I worked at boat-building from from what she had been, but she 't 
the time I was ten years old. When I no one to come to, so she'd come to me. 
was eighteen, one of the men I worked Though she was wild and fierce, I wasn't 
with died from too hard drinkin' and afraid of her doin' nothin' so long as I 
livin', and as his wife had died before, the was with her. It seemed sometimes as 
same way, and there weren't no one to if I throwed an in1luence over her that 
take care of her, I took his girl home to made her more gentle. The end of it 
my mother. She was an unfortunate was that I had to give _up bein' married, 
child, for she had a wild, unreasoning or turn Ellen oft: What did those 
temper; but it weren't altogether her verses say? 'My Amy, shallow-hearted' 
fault, for she was born with the curse of Perhaps she was-but-I can't b1ame 
her father's and mother's lives upon her. her, neither." His eyes rested on Paul
When she was fifteen or sixteen she got ine's face. "If she'd had a nature like 
a place in a factory near our village, and yours and loved me, she couldn't &-given 
after that she gotinto bad company and me up-but she hadn't. I couldn't leave 
things went on from bad to worse. She Ellen to herself, and that burden was 
was always in trouble. No one would too hea-vy for her shoulders, so she gave 
stand by her but me; rd undertook to me up. rn make no odds about the 
look after her-Nature hadn't been as way I felt to Ellen. There weren't no 
generous to her as to some, and I was sympathy between us, but she was alone, 
sorry for her. 'Tweren't long before she and I was the only person in the world 
was turned out of the factory for quarrel- to stand between her and mortal dan
lin' with some of the operatives. Then ger." 
things got so I didn't seem to have no The rays of the setting RUn shone on 
in1luence over her, and at last she went his face as he went on, the last words 
oft with some circus folks which were seemingly drawn from him by Pauline's 
in the place. For three years after that magnetic eyes. 
I couldn't find out nothin' about her,· " I had to take her away. 'Tweren't 
and in those three years, what with boat- safe to keep her where she was known. 
buildin' and other things, I got on pretty Before we went away we was married. 
well-better than I ever hoped for. It was the only thing I could do. I 
Then my mother died, and then--" won't say rve been what folks call happy, 

He stopped abruptly here, and passed or that rm that now. I don't mind 
his hand across his eyes, his face twitch- makin' sacri:6ces to make her happy, but 
ing with emotion-then he went on : it's been hard to live a lie, to be a dift'er-

"I guess there ain't arry of us doesn't ent man from what I might have been. 
have one time in their lives when they're If rd got educated more and got up 
happy, or think they're goin' to be-no in the world, I couldn't have taken her 
common happine88, but somethin'more. along with me. It wouldn't have worked. 
I went through all ~tJ~ve and passion rd have had to leave her to sink, 80 I 
then, and-well-no ., came of it. I didn't do it. But I don't complain. 
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Life and Nature has throwed me and her 
together. 'Whatever is, is right,' as 
Pope says. H I don't do everything in 
my power to make her better and hap
pier, even to the sacrifice of my life, I'm 
not worth anythin'. What does it mat
ter if I don't have what I want now? 
There's always plenty to do in this world, 
and there's the whole of immortality for 
me to live a dift'erent lif& in, if I need it. 
Some has their development begun in 
this life, others must wait till the next." 

His face had been tronbled, bnt as he 
ceased to speak he smiled. The last 
glow of the BUn was on his face, but 
there was a brighter radiance than that, 
for we saw that the soul of the man 
smiled also. 

I heard Gair mutter, under his breath, 
"Upon my word, the man is a hero 1 " 
Then a hush came over us. The twi
light fell rapidly-we neared our wharf. 
Mr. Duncan was on his feet, an oar in 
his bands, keeping the bow of the boat 
oft the stones. Almost silently we landed. 

Mr. Duncan shook hands with Paul
ine as she left the boat, saying, as he 
held out his rough hand, "My hand may 
soil lOurs, but my spirit won't." As 
Pauline took his hand their eles met in 
a look of deep comprehellBlon which 
swept away all accidents of age, educa
tion, and circumstance, and made their 
souls equal. 

Max went bome, but Gair stayed to 
tea with us. Pauline was silent and ab
stracted, and he watched her anxiqusly. 
When tea was over they went out and 
walked up and down on the grass in the 
still June darkness until I was tired of 
waiting for them. The bells of the little 
church on the hill, ringing for some even
ingservice, broke the murmuring of their 
voices and then died away into silence 
again. At last they came in. Pauline 
went to the open window and stood look
ing out on the harbor, a graceful shape 
against tbe shadowy darkness. Gair 
craBBed the room to me, where I sat at 
the table with my work. He was ver] 
pale, and shaded his eyes witb his hand, 
as if the light of the lamp dazzled him. 

"I am oft to-morrow, Miss Trent," he 
said, "and shall not see you again; so I 
will say good-by now. Thank you for 
all your kindnell8. " 

He held out his hand, and as it touched 

mine I felt that it was as cold as ice. He 
went to the window, where Pauline stood 
motionless. 

"Good-by, Miss Leslie." 
"Good-by, Mr. Gair." 
Their fingers barely touched; I felt 

that this farewell was only a form, and 
that the real one had been said before. 
The next minute we heard his footsteps 
brushing the grass outside. 

Pauline left the window with a sudden, 
impulsive movement, and went out on 
the little porch. "Mr. Gair 1" I heard 
her say, breathlessly. He could not 
have heard her, for the next instant I 
heard his quick footsteps die away on 
the road. 

She came in, and, running swiftly up
stairs, I heard her door shut. I did not 
see her ~ that night. "She must 
care for him," I thought, "but why has 
she sent him away?" 

n. 

Tn next day Max went away. The 
night of her departure the wind rose, 
moaning and whistling around the house. 
I could not sleep, but lay awake through 
the long hours until the morning dawned. 
When I looked out of the window it was 
blowing a gale. the rain falling in tor
rents. The turmoil out of doors roused 
all that was venturesome in Pauline's 
spirit. 

"We must go out," she said "I love 
a storm like this 1 " Inoticed that she 
was unusually pale. After breaJdast, 
dressed in our rough~ clothes, we went 
to the edge of the bank, clinging to each 
other as the wind almost swept us away 
by its furious blast. It roared so loudly 
in our ears that we could scarcely hear 
each other speak. Even sheltered as we 
were by the curve of the harbor, the 
waves broke high up on the beach, the 
spray dashing up and drenching us 
where we stood Sky and water were a 
uniform tint of leaden-gray, the waves 
flecked with angry foam. None of the 
fishing-boats had gone out, that morn
ing, but were safely anchored close in
shore. Far away on the water beyond 
the harbor, near the rocks at the foot 
of the hill, was oue tiny sail-boat, pitch
ing wildly on the waves. Pauline went 
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to the house for a field-glass. With its 
hel~ we saw that there was only one man 
in It. There was a certain fascination in 
watching this solitary atom of humanity. 
Either he did not know how to manage 
his boat or his strength was not equal 
to the fury of the storm, for he seemed 
to make no headway against the wind 

"He is sailing dangerously near those 
rocks," said Pauline. "Why doesn't he 
go farther out?" 

" He cannot," I said " Do you Bee, 
the wind drives him back every time he 
tries to tack?" 

A short distance down the beach we 
saw Davis and Miles, two of the Slow
bridge fishermen, standing together. 
They seemed to be watching the same 
boat that had engrossed us. By a mut
ual impulse we went down the bank and 
joined them. As we came up Miles ut
tered a sudden exclamation: 

"He'll be lost, sure as death. He'll 
never round the point in this gale, man
aging the boat the way he does. More 
fool, to go out on such a day t " 

Davis looked uneasily at the boat. 
"rd go out myself, and bring him 

back with me," he said, "but there's not 
time enough. Five minutes'll settle it, 
now, and it would take me most ·that to 
get my boat ready. Old sailor as I am, 
I dunno as I'd get over there at all. " 

At this moment we heard Mr. Dun
can's voice behind us. 

"Look here, my men, .. he called, cheer
ily; "that fellow out there's in trouble. 
Bear a hand and help me get the Queen 
ready. rm goin' out after him. .. 

As I looked at him I saw that his face 
was filled .with a curious look of happi
ness, as though he had some pleasure 
before him. 

" 'Taint no manner of use," said Da
vis. "There ain't time enough to help 
that feller now. A miracle would save 
him now and nothin' else. I guess the 
best thing we can do is to pray for 
him." 

Mr. Duncan looked at him, " haH
smile lighting his eyes. 

" You can stand here if you like and 
pray all day, and rm afraid he'd drown," 
he said, dryly. "I've progressed out of 
that sort of prayin'-when I pray, I pray 
with both hands. You needn't help me, 
neither," he resumed, in his usual kindly 

manner. "The Baby's there to go out 
to the Queen in, and two of us might 
swam the cunnin' little darJin' in this 
sea. 'You oughtn't to be out on a day 
like tbis," he added, turning to u& 

" Delicate :flowe1'8 like you is meant for 
sunny days; go home with quiet hearts 
and peaceful minds and I'll get that fel
low back safe, if it's a possible thing." 

I felt tempted to beg him not to risk 
his life on so faint a chance of giving 
any &BBistance, but the quiet determina
tion in his face kept me silent. 

His little boat lay on the beach near 
us. He pushed her into the water, 
jumped in, and rowed away; the tiny 
thing tossing like a shaving on the 
waves. He reached the Queen, got in, 
fastened the Baby to the stern, double
reefed the sail, and started, scudding 
like lightning before the wind She 
plunged wildly, and took in water at 
every wave. I watched breathlessly. At 
last she neared the other boat, now per
fectly unmanageable-the mast was bro
ken, and every instant she was driven 
nearer the rocks. 

"He won't get there," said Miles, "but 
it's just like him to go on the chance." 

Pauline had. the glass. Her face was 
pale with excitement. 

"He has reached him t.. she said, 
"and he has thrown him a rope "-she 
breathed a sigh of relief-" he has it 
now, and Mr. Duncan is dragging him 
into the boat t He is safe t .. 

A minute later we saw the now emp
~at dash against the rocks and then 

. ppear in a Dl&II8 of foaming waves. 
" Just in time I" said Davis; he con

tinued, with an air of self-justification, 
.. I must say, now, I didn't think there 
WI.I8 time to get 'way out there." 

Miles said nothing. Taking out a pa
per of tobacco and a clay pipe, he filled 
and lit it, and puffed away in silence, 
preserving an air of indifference. We 
watched silently as the Queen tacked 
and headed for the spot w;here we stood 
On she came. I only saw one man's 
form, standing alone near the tiller. 
When they were near enough for Paul
ine to see who this figure was, she sud
denly handed me the glass, her face 
paling and :flushing with some deep 
emotion. 

" It is Stephen Gair," she said 
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" Where is Mr. Duncan ?" We wait
ed as the boat neared the shore. Then 
we saw Mr. Duncan. He half sat, half 
lay, in the stem of the boat. His face was 
very white, his forehead bleeding from 
a deep gash. Gatt helped Mr. Duncan, 
with some trouble, into the small boat 
and rowed to the beach. With help 
from Miles and Davis they landed and 
came toward us, their clothes dripping. 
Mr. Duncan was leaning on Gair's arm, 
walking with difficulty. As they neared 
us, Mr. Duncan freed himself from Gatt's 
support. The young man left him and 
went straight to Pauline and held out 
his hand. She put hers in it, unhesitat
ingly, but her eyes fell before his and 
the same transcendent color rose again 
in her :face. I could not help overhear
ing their words. 

" I thought you had gone," she said, 
confusedly. He still held her hand. 

"I thought a few minutes ago I did 
not care very much for life," he said, 
<C but now--" 

I turned to Mr. Duncan. He stood 
watching Gatt and Pauline, unregardful 
of his bleeding forehead, with the same 
look of inarticulate pain in his eyes that 
one sees sometimes in tJ:!.e eyes of a 
wounded animal. Pauline left Gatt and 
went toward him. 

"Thank God I you have come back," 
she said. "You have hurt your fore
head. Here is my handkerchief. You 
must stop the bleeding." She held out 
her handkerchief with the look of a pity
ing Madonna. 

Mr. Duncan took- it and looked at it 
reverentially. He held it in his hand 
without putting it to his forehead. 

"The boom hit me the last time I 
tacked," he said. He looked at her 
eamestly. "I told you rd bring him 
back safe. I didn't know who I was 
savin' till I got over there, but rm just 
as glad 'twas him and no other. He 
didn't seem as happy about \~:m' back 
here as he might, but I told . he was 
worth somethin' more than drownin' yet 
awhile, and I guess he's found it out. 
He'd better go home and get somethin' 
dry on, I reckon. rm goin' up to my 
shop to tie my head up," he added, emil
~. "Go back to the house, you and 
Miss Trent j 'tain't no day for you." 

He turned away as he spoke, and took 

three unsteady steps j then he fell sud
denly, before Gatt could reach him. 

Gatt lifted his head on his knee. 
" He was hurt more than I imagined," 

he said to us. "That boom gave him a 
pretty sharp blow. He has fainted." 

But Mr. Duncan's eyes opened. 
"Nol" he said, "rm all right. I was 

kinder dizzy for a minute-that's all 
I'1l go home now." 

Gatt helped him up the bank, with 
only a last word to Pauline. "I shall 
see you to-morrow," he said. 

We saw them no more that day. 
Later we leamed that Mr. Duncan was 
not severely hurt. . . • 

The next moming was still and sunny. 
The shining harbor seemed to sleep un
der the clear, pale. blue of the sky. I 
came down to my late breakfast hoping 
to find Pauline, but instead there was 
only a little twisted note on my plate. 

"I have breakfasted and have gone 
for a walk j I shall be back before long." 

My bewilderment at this new depart
ure was dispelled by the maid, who told 
me that Miss Leslie had gone out walk
ing-with the gentleman who had taken 
tea with us two nights before I While 
I waited, a telegram: was brought to me. 
I opened it. Pauline's mother was ill 
and lonely, and wanted her to COme 
home at once. 

More than an hour ~, and at last 
Pauline came home WIth Gair. He left 
her at the gate, and when she came to 
me she had no need to tell me anything. 
The restlessness of her expression was 
gone, and in her eyes I read of a new 
world of deep trust and romance that 
had been opened to her. After a few 
words of congratulation. I told her of 
her mother's telegram.. 

"I must go home to-day. Bachel," she 
said. 

She left with Gatt by the noon-day 
train, in a maze of bewildered happi
ness. 

"We will stop and say good-by to 
Mr. Duncan," she said, as we left the 
house. 

Gatt hurriedly looked at his watch. 
There was just time to catch the train. 

"I must see him I " she said, impetu
ously. 

"It's impossible I " declared Gatt, "un
less we wait until to-morrow. We can. 
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if you wisb." He laid his hand on hers 
and waited for her answer. She wa
vered for an instant. 

"No, 1 ought to go," she said, "I am 
needed at home. 1 am not afraid that 
Mr. Duncan will think 1 have forgotten 
him ; but tell him, Bache!, that 1 never 
shall." 

Two or three days passed. Mrs. 
Brandon joined Max, and 1 was alone. 
Slowbridge had Jost its charm for me, 
and 1 made preparations to go away. 
Before my departure 1 went down to 
Mr. Duncan's shop to say good-by to 
him. 1 found him surrounded by a 
troop of children. He was fitting a 
mast and sails to a tiny boat for them. 
His forehead was scarred from the blow 
he bad received, and he seemed quieter 
than usual. He came out on the steps 
to speak to me. 

"I can't get accustomed yet to having 
Max gone," he said. "When you're 
writing to her, just twist my love up in 
the curliest part of your letter, and send 
it to her." 

When 1 told him that Pauline, too, 
had left 8l0wbridge, and gave him her 
message, he listened quietly, but a shad
ow that was on his face deepened. 

"80 she's gone ! Well, she was a 
bright vision for me-too bright to last, 
perhaps. rm sorry not to see her again. 
rm sorry, too, that she won't have an
other sail in the Queen," he added, sim
ply; "I put up a shelf for her poetry
book, for 1 didn't like to see a book like 

that lyin' round on the floor. She is 
a grand creature, and rm thankfnl to 
Nature for creatin' such a being, and 
thankful that 1 could see her. That 
GaiTs a good fellow, 1 guess. She'1l 
find her fittin's with him, but she'll have 
a good many struggles always. Death 
does more for such as her than life 
does "-he paused-" That dear Miss 
Leslie," he went on, with an indescrib
able emphasis on the word dear; "80 
her rea.llife has begun ! Well, there's a 
way of livin' life out to the end, and 
gettin' the good and the happiness that 
there is in it, if we can only give up 
strivin' for everything for ourselves, and 
instead live for the gropin' humanity 
around us, helpin' it nearer the Light." 

There was a depth of benevolence in 
his expression as he spoke that swept 
away the lines wrought by disappoint
ment, and showed the true spirit of the 
man. 

"What do you mean by the light?" 
1 asked. 

"I don't rightly know," he answered, 
slowly; "sometimes 1 think rm learnin', 
but 1 guess rm like Miss Leslie. Death 
is goin' to do more for me than Life." 

" Sba.ll 1 give Miss Leslie any message 
from you?" 1 said. 

He gave me a strange look, half hu
morous, half sad, wholly controlled. 

"No," he answered. "My heart's 
gone with her; "he paused for a mo
ment, "and my common-sense too; but 
1 am going to get that back." 
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By Charles E. Munroe. 

M 0 N G the more den air is a not infrequent source of dis
commonly occur- astrous explosions in coal mines. 
ring natural phe- What has occurred with coal may oc
nomen a there are cur with any combustible solid which is 
probably few with finely pulverized and suspended in air, 
whose action man and in this manner the explosions of 
is more conversant flour which destroyed several flour mills 
than with that of in Minneapolis in 1878 are accounted 
ordinary combus- for. The explosions of sawdust in the 

tion ; and the fact that it is a source Pullman car shops and at Geldowsky's 
of both heat and light was early recog- furniture factory, the explosions of starch 
nized and applied to his use and com- in a New York candy factory, of rice in 
fort; yet scarcely more than a century rice mills, and of dust in breweries and 
has elapsed since the origin and cause spice mills, are among the many examples 
of this phenomenon was discovered, and of the action of a similar cause; but per
it was found to be but a very simple haps the most unusual case of this class 
case of chemical union. It is necessary of explosions was that of finely powdered 
to have only a combustible substance zinc, which occurred in 1854 at the Beth
like the carbon in coal, or the carbon lehem zinc works. 
and hydrogen in vegetable matter and Since there are many liquids which 
oils, and to mix it with oxygen, as it ex- are combustible, and among them many 
ists in the air, and to heat the bodies which are readily volatilized and thus 
up to the temperature at which chem- easily mixed with air, they are very often 
ical union begins, to produce combus- the cause of explosions. Among the more 
tion; and once started the action will commonly used liquids of this nature are 
continue as long 88 the materials are the illuminating oils, alcohols, ethers,' 
supplied in the prorr proportions, and turpentine, and the liquid hydrocarbons. 
the temperature 0 ignition is main- The more readily volatile the liquids 
tained. A marked result of this com- are and the lower their points of igni
bustion is the production of invisible, tion, the more dangerous they become i 
highly heated gases, whose volume, when therefore the lighter petroleum prod
unconfined, is many times greater than uets, such as benzine and naphtha, are 
that of the substances from which they especially dangerous, and have been the 
are formed; but if confined, these gases cause of numerous explosions. The dan
exert ;pressure and do work upon the ger attending their use is pretty general
confining envelope. ly recognized, yet, owing to carelessness 

It is well known that if the combusti- or to the occurrence of these substances 
ble is comminuted so that it presents a in unexpected places, they are still the 
larger surface to the air, the speed of cause of many accidents. Two British 
combustion is very much accelerated, men-of-war, the Doterel and the Tri
and it may give rise to so rapid a pro- umph, have been blown up, owing to the 
duction of gas that the confining walls . presence on board of a dryer for paints 
are ruptured and the surrounding air of which benzine formed a part; and 
is violently disturbed. Still, few would the serious explosion in Pawtucket, and 
imagine, as they watch the coal quietly the still more disastrous one in Roches
glow and consume away in the grate, ter, arose from naphtha's having been 
that there are present all the materials permitted to escape into the sewers. 
necessary for producing an explosion i The method of conveying volatile inftam
yet such is the case, and it has been mabIe liquids through underground 
found that the ignition of coal-dust 1a- conduits, which has obtained in the lat-
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tar city, cannot be too strongly con
demned. 

Explosions of mixtures of illuminat
ing gas, or of the gas from coal in mines, 
and air are of too frequent occurrence ro 
require comm~t, other than that they 
illustrate still more markedly that ex
plosion results when combustible matter 
and oxidizing ag~ts are very intimately 
mixed and ignited. They illustrate also 
the eft'ect Qf intimate mixing ; for when 
th~ bodies are mixed in the best pro
portions, the speed with which the com
bustion is propagated becomes so great 
that the combustion of the whole mass 
occupies u almoat inaJ»preeiable period 
of time. This feature 18 most marked in 
the ease of the gaseous mixture which 
is produced when water is deco!Dpo~d 
by the electric current. This mixture 
contains hydrogen, the most combusti
ble ud one of the moat inflammable sub
stances known, intimately mixed with 
oxygen in precisely the proportions 
necessary for the production of the moat 
stable compound of the two. As a con
~qu~ce the speed of combustion is so 
rapid that the mixture explodes with 
BUch extreme violence as to have re
ceived the name of detonating gas. 

From th~ examples it becomes evi
d~t that combustion, once started, will 
go on if we maintain the temperature of 
the burning body at or above its point 
of ignition, ud supply it with suftici~t 
oxyg~; ud it appears as a natural 
consequ~ce that, under th~ circum
stances, combustion may be maintained 
out of contact with the air. Fortunate
ly, there are a large number of Bub
atuces, among them the nitrates ud 
the chlorates, which contain consider
able amounts of oxygen, ud which give 
it up with comparative readiness wh~ 
heated. To produce an explosive mixt
ure it is only necessary to mix a com
bustible with one of the~ salts in such 
proportions as will produce the most 
complete combustion. It is in this way 
that gunpowder is prepared; ud the 
standard powder consists of sev~ty-five 
parts of potassium nitrate, fifteen parts 
of charcoal, ud ten parts of sulphur, the 
latter being added to reduce the point 
of ignition of the mixture. The some
what complicated process of muufa.ct.. 
me is followed for the purpose of mixing 

the materials moat intimately together 
udth~~~~gthew.inro~
m~ts or grains of such size ud form as 
experience has shown ro be moat suit
able for the use ro which the powder is 
to be put. Thus if a quick-burning 
powder is required, the grains will be 
very small ud the density very low; 
while for a slow-burning powder, such 
as is required for our modern high
power guns, the grains will be large and 
the density high. The form of the grains 
a1fects their rate of combustion, since 
they burn superficially; ud therefore, 
in the large-grained powders (which are 
used in quantities as large as 850 pounds 
for a single charge of a modern gun) this 
feature becomes a matter of great im
portance. 

When gunpowder is burned the tem
perature ~ ro about 4,0000 F., ud the 
heated ~s which are produced, if un
confined, have a volume ~vera1 hundred 
times as great as the original volume of 
the gunpowder; but if confined in the 
space originally occupied by the gun
powder, they exert, according to Abel 
and Nobel, a pressure of about 95,000 
pounds on the square inch-the total 
~ergy of a pound of powder being a 
little under 500 foot-tons. The energy 
muifested by exploding gunpowder has 
led mey persons to imagine that this 
substance might be economically utilized 
as a motive power, ud engines have ~ 
devised for this purpo~; but a compari
son of its po~tial energy with that of 
coal shows that, for equal weights, gun
powder possesses but one-~th of the 
energy of coal, ud that its potential 
~ergy does not equal even that of the 
carbon which forms one of its own con
stituents; while, moreover, its oxyg~ is 
supplied in a very expensive form. Be
sides, in its use in modem guns the 
actual energy realized is only from one
tenth ro one-fifth of the theoretical 
amount. 

While this mixture repre~nts the. 
standard gunp'?wder, there are mey 
other compositions in use, one of the 
more recent being the brown prismatic 
powder known as cocoa powder. This 
differs from standard powder in the pro
portions of its constitu~ts, ud also in 
containing carbohydrates such as sugar 
or imperfectly burned ehareoa1, in place 
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of the thoroughly burned charcoal usu
ally employed. " 

Blasting powder, which is the most 
extensively used. of these mixtures, con
tains sodium nitrate, but this salt ab
sorbs moisture from the atmosphere, and 
powder made from it soon becomes damp 
unless carefully protected. However, as 
the salt is found native in enormous 
quantities in Peru it is very cheap, and 
therefore the powder is used in com
mercial undertakings. Potassium chlo
rate, a salt which gives up its oxygen 
more readily and completely than the 
nitrates, has been proposed by Berthol
let as a substitute for them; but pow
ders containing it have been found so 
sensitive to percussion and friction as 
to be extremely dangerous to handle, 
while they were so brusque in their ac
tion, when used. for propulsion, as to 
endanger the gun. 

The next variation is wrought when 
the oxidizing agent is chemically united, 
by the intervention of another element, 
with the combustible substance. Exist
ing, as these elements do, in the same 
molecule, they are in more intimate and 
uniform contact than they can be in a 
mechanical mixture such as gunpowdc.r, 
and hence the explosive reaction can go 
on with greater readiness. An example 
of such substances is found in the .. pi
crates," which contain carbon and hy
drogen united by nitrogen to oxygen. 

The so-called "picric acid" was dis
covered by Hausmann in 1788, and may 
be made by the action of concentrated 
nitric acid on "carbolic acid." The 
"picric acid " thus formed is a brilliant 
yellow crystalline solid, which is quite 
insoluble in water, possesses an in
tensely bitter taste, and imparts a bright 
yellow color to animal tissues. Through 
its reactions with various metallic salts 
we obtain a great variety of brilliantly 
colored, highly crystalline compounds, 
known as "picrates," which are explo
sive-the most violent explosive among 
them being the "potassium picrate." 
As, however, the oxygen present in these 
compounds is not sufficient in quantity 
for the complete combustion of the car
bon and hydrogen present, the "pi
crates" must be mixed with oxidizing 
agents in order to obtain the greatest 
eft'8Ct from their explosion, and the ni-

trates or chlorates have been used. for 
this purpose. Mixtures so made, under 
the name of Designolle's or B~re's 
powder, have been: used. in guns as a 
substitute for gunpowder, but they were 
much too violent and only served to em
phasize, what has repeatedly been de
monstrated, that gunpowder is as pow
erful an explosive as can, at present, be 
advantageously employed for a propel
ling agent in guns, and that our eft'ort& 
should be spent" in developing this agent 
rather than in seeking for a substitute. 

Nevertheless, substitutes are constant
ly being proposed, and certain of them, 
such as Schultze's powder, sawdust pow
der, and the like, which contain a species 
of gun-ootton made from wood, mixed 
with other combustible substances and 
nitrates, have found a limited use for 
sporting purposes because they generate 
but little smoke, impart but a slight 
recoil, produce but a mild report, and 
leave little or no residuum to foul the 
piece. These are all decided advantages 
for a sporting powder, and in many 
cases would be desirable in a military 
powder; but, unfortunately, these pow
ders sometimes develop such abnormal 
J>ressures as to burst the gun, and this 
18 a condition which is more likely to 
obtain in great guns than in fowling
pieces or muskets; and in muskets, 
which are fired so rapidly during an 
engagement as to become quite warm, 
than in fowling-pieces, which are dis
charged so infrequently that the barrel 
remains cooL " 

Of course the inventors of new powders 
claim that their product is free from all 
the defects, and possesses all the good 
features, of the powders in use, together 
with others which are still more desir
able. There is, however, probably none 
for which such remarkable properties 
have been claimed as are claimed for one 
recently heralded from RUBBia, under the 
various names of Silotvaar, Sleetover, or 
Lectover. It is claimed for this powder 
that, while it "possesses a penetrative 
force ten times superior to that of ordi
nary cannon powder, its explosion pro
duces neither fumes nor smoke, and is 
not attended with any detonation;" and 
that "another great superiority which it 
possesses over all the known explosives 
of the dynamite class is that when fired 
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its force does not strike downward, but 
entirely in a forward direction, so that 
it can be used for all the purposes of 
cannon and musket charges to which or
dinary gunpowder is now applied, with
out any damage whatever to the weapon 
from which it is discharged. It is stated, 
in fact, that ball cartridges loaded with 
it have been fired out of card-board bar
rels, 88 a test, without the least injury to 
the latter." 

In spite of the fact that this powder 
appears to act in direct violation of the 
we1l-established third law of motion, its 
claims have received such credence that 
one of the English reviews has published 
an article to show how much more im
minent the Russian invasion of India 
has become, now that the Russians pos
sess this peculiar explosive which may 
be fired from paper guns. 

Inspection of the claims for this pow
der shows that the statement that its 
force strikes entirely in a forward direc
tion is joined with the implication that 
explosives of the dynamite class strike 
downward. It is a popular belief that 
the e1feot of exploding gunpowder is 
exerted upward, while that of the mod
em high explosives is downward, but 
nothing could be farther from the truth. 
The error arises from observations hav
ing been made only on masses of explo
sives fired when freely exposed upon the 
ground, or upon some support. Then 
the only visible effect usually produced 
by the high explosive W88 that exhibited 
by the support, but could the spectator, 
at the moment of explosion, have seen 
the atmosphere which surrounded the 
exploding mass, he would have observed 
it to be powerfully disturbed in all di
rections about the centre of explosion. 
If the explosive had been submerged 
under water, it would have been found 
that the water enveloping the mass was 
also agitated in all directions about the 
centre of explosion; but the effect would 
be most marked directly above the cen
tre, for here a portion of the water would 
be detached and projected upward 88 

• a fountain. If the explosive could be 
confined in the centre of a homogeneous 
sphere and exploded from the centre, the 
fragments would undoubtedly be scat
tered in alldireetions. It is not to be in
ferred from this that direction cannot be 

given to the action of the explosive, for it 
can be don&-since the force developed 
tends to act, and the gases produced tend 
to How, just 88 other forces act and gases 
How, in the direction of least resistance ; 
but the operation of the law of action 
and reaction must still prevail. 

Picric acid is but one of a large class 
of chemical substances styled nitrosub
stitution compounds, the most common 
and best known among them being the 
nitrobenzenes and nitronaphthalenes. 
They are produced, 88 the name indi
cates, by the introduction of nitrogen 

Block of Comp ..... d Gun-cotton, u Made at the Torpedo 
Station. 

oxide into the benzene or naphthalene 
molecule, by substituting it for certain 
of the original atoms. As the benzene 
and naphthalene molecules are composed 
wholly of carbon and hydrogen atoms, 
the substitution introduces oxygen, 
which can burn the carbon and hydro
gen when, by the action of heat or a 
shock, they are liberated from the com
pound molecule; and hence these com
pounds p08Be88 certain advantages for 
use in explosive mixtures. One of the 
most promising of these mixtures is 
the new Swedish explosive Bellite, which 
is made by fusing together ammonium 
nitrate and dinitrobenzene and mixing 
them, while melted, with saltpetre. It 
is claimed, on excellent authority. that 
this explosive has proved of great val
ue both for military and mining uses. 
However, the most sueeessful applica
tion of these compounds to the produc
tion of explosives has been made by Dr. 
SprengeL He pointed out, in 1873, 
that by their use with oxidizing agents, 
one of them being solid and the other 
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liquid, or both being liquid, explosives exist in these compounds. The confir
could be rapidly produced which were mation of this hypothesis is found in 
very powerful when detonated-while the fact that while in the decomposition 
they were at the same time 

extremely safe to store, trans- . ==:::==::~::::::==== port, and handle, since the -= 
inexplosive constituents could 
be kept separate until the ex- Detonator VHd in the Vnite!,~,:::' ::-:Z'rcuc;:.ntein. thirty-fi •• erain. of ful-

plosive was desired for use. 
Two explosives of the Sprengel class 

have attracted attention. One, Helhonte, 
is used as a charge for the Gruson armor
piercing projectile; the other, rack ... 
rock, was used in the blasting of Flood 
RoCk. Helhonte may be made by dis
solving dinitrobenzene in concentrated 
nitric acid. Rack ... rock is produced 
by saturating potassium chlorate with 
mononitrobenzene. Of course, the com
position of these bodies is given in gen
eral terms. 

We have thus far shown that an ex
plosive is a substance which contains 
within itself the materials for its own 
combustion, and that explosion results 
from this combustion; but the nitrogen 
chloride, iodide, and bromide, and the 
gold and silver nitrides, are solid and 
liquid bodies which, while they contain 
neither combustible nor oxidizing ele
ments, are most violently explosive. The 
explanation for this is that the atoms in 

Method of Detonatlnw Gun-cotton on Iron Plat... The 
iron plat. reotl on a h .. vy block of Iron. 

these molecules are in a state of un
stable equilibrium, and that only a slight 
force is necessary to cause the destruc
tion of the structure and to immediate
ly liberate the gaseous elements which 

of the majority of chemical substances 
heat is absorbed, in the decomposition 
of these substances heat is liberated. 
Bodies such as these are called endo
thermous. The extreme violence of their 
explosions is probably due to the fact 
that, if the decomposition is once begun 
in an1. portion it extends with extreme 
rapidity throughout the mass, and hence 
the entire potential energy of the mass 
becomes almost instantaneously trans
formed into kinetic. 

The modem high explosives are bod
ies which contain within their mole
cules the elements necessary for ordi
nary combustion, while at the same 
time they are more or lese endother
mous ; and the best example, and per
haps the most important, of these is the 
mercury fulminate. This substance was 
discovered by Howard in 1800, and was 
made by dissolving mercury in strong 
nitric acid and pouring the solution 
into alcohol A turbulent action was 
immediately set up, dense white fumes, 
followed by red, were evolved, and a 
gray to white crystalline powder was 
deposited. When dry this powder was 
found to be violently explosive; slight 
friction or percussion, a heated body, or 
a drop of strong acid being sufficient to 
bring about the explosion. Its discov
ery aroused the liveliest interest, and it 
was immediately tested by Dring in a 
musket, but, though it imparted very 
little velocity to the projectile, and pro
duced only a slight recoil and report, it 
burst the barrel of the piece completely 
open; and hence it was relegated to the 
position of a chemical curiosity until 
recalled for use as a priming for percus
sion caps. 

Its adaptation to modem uses began 
in 1863, when Nobel discovered that by 
the explosion of a few grains of this 
substance nitroglycerine might be deto
nated, and was extended in 1868, when 
Mr. E. O. Brown discovered that not 
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only could dry gnn-cotton be detonated 
by this means, but that if a small initial 
mass of dry gun-cotton was detonated 
in contact with a mass of wet gun-cot
ton, the latter would also be detonated, 
even though it were com· 
pletely saturated with water. 

For use in this way the 
dry fulminate is enclosed in 
small copper cases, called 
blasting caps or detonators, 

b 

age through the bridge, that the latter is 
heated up to incandescence and ignites 
the gun-cotton, which then explodes the 
fulminate r p. 567]. 

Althougn as a projecting agent mer· 
cury fulminate is infe. 
rior to gunpowder, yet 
it exerts, when exploded 
in contact with a body, 
an instantaneous press
ure which is incom~ 

bly superior 
to that pro
due d by any 
other e;Plo' 
ive known. 
Bel1helot h 
determined 
tha.t this 
pr SHure in 
('ontact am 
Ount8 to 48.-
000 atmo -

Effacla Producad by tho Expiation of a Sarvice Detonato, containin.r thirty.fi .. G,a,ns of Fulminate of Mercuoy. 
m. Detonator complete. and .. parated Into Ita part. : 0, .. "Ioe torpedo.,... of IItont Iron In which .. detonator baa 

heen fired : h. ezerciloe torpedo.,... of IItont tin plato, for blooD : .. ditto, In which .. detonator haa heen fired : d. aero 
eioe torpedo _ of tin plate. tor diab; e, ditto, In which .. detonator haa heen ftred; f, blook of maple: g. ditto, In 
whleh .. detonator baa been fired. 

which contain from five to thirty-five pheres. As a consequence its explo
grains of the material, and these caps are sion produces a violent rending and 
inserted in the midst of, and in direct bruising of the bodies in contact. This 
contact with, the explosive charge. To is clearly shown in the above illustra
fire the caps a gunpowderfuse isfastened tion where the stout tin and iron tor· 
firmly in the mouth of the cap and light- pedo cases and the block of wood have 
ed, or, as is more frequently the case, they been ruptured by the explosion within 
are fired by an electric current. Forthis them of but thirty-five grains of the ful· 
purpose the two wires from the firing minate enclosed in such a detonator 
battery are led tln'Ough a plug in the case as is shown in the backgroun~t 
mouth of the cap. A wire, called the The peculiar bruising effect is markedly 
bridge, which is about rf.r1f of an inch shown on the ends of the fra",oments 
in diameter and made of an alloy of of wood which were immediately about 
platinum and iridium, is stretched be- the hole in which the detonator was 
tween the terminals of the leading wires inserted, and which look as if they 
within the case, and the space between had been pounded with a sledge.ham
the bridge and the fulminate is filled mer. It can readily be understood 
with pulverulent dry gun-cotton. When from this how a man could commit 
the electric circuit is closed the current suicide, as Lingg, the anarchist, is said 
meets with such resistance in its pass- to have done, by exploding a cap con-
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Blowinl Up of the Schoone, Jooeph Henry •• t the Torpedo 
5t.tion. AUI",t 28. 1884. 

(From & photograph by Dr. H. le. Howl', tumlehed by 
John Carbntt, Eeq. ) 

taining fifteen grains of fulminate in his 
mouth. 

From a military point of view, gun
cotton, which was first proposed by 
SchOnbein as a subatitnte for gun
powder, ranks next in importance to 
mercury fulminate. As early as 1832 
Braconnot had shown that readily com
bustible substances could be produced 
by the action of concentrated nitric acid 
on starch, ligneous fibre, and analogous 
substances, and his discovery was subse
quently confirmed by the experiments 
of Pelouze and Dumas; but the products 
they obtained were quite inconstant in 
composition and very unstable. The 
gun-cotton proposed for use as a mili
tary explosive was made by immersing 
dry cotton in a mixture of three parts 
of concentrated sulphuric and one part 
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of concentrated nitric acid for twenty
four hours, when it was removed and 
squeezed to pre88 out the acid, and 
fina.lly washed with water. On drying 
it was found that while the cotton was 
unchanged, so far as the eye could per
ceive, and was but slightly harsher to 
the touch, yet it had become converted 
into a substance which burned with ex
treme rapidity, even out of contact with 
the air, and which, if burned when con
fined, produced a powerful explosion. 
Experiments in its use were immediate
ly begun in England, France, Germany, 
and in this country, but they were soon 
abandoned, as the material was found to 
explode at times without apparent cause, 
while its explosion in use was 80 violent 
as to endanger the piece. N otwith
standing this, Baron von Lenk, of Aus
tria, took up the study of this material 
in 1853, and his efforts to perfect the 
methods of manufactnre, and to moder
ate the violence of the gun charges, were 
attended with such apparent succeBB 
that a special battery of 12-pounders 
was constructed for uso with it, and 
the position of the explosive seemed as
sured, until 1865, when his magazines 
blew up spontaneously and the article 
was interdicted by the government. 

While the Austrian experiments were 
going on, Abel, the chemist to the War 
Department of Great Britain, was also 
engaged in the stndy of the properties 
of this substance, and the same year in 
which Austria proscribed the article, he 
announced the invention of the process 
by which its manufacture has since been 

Contlct Gun-cotton Torpedo U,ed in Blowln. Up till) 
Jooeph Hlnry. 

succeBSfully carried on. He found, as 
Von Lenk had, that the instability of 
the gun-cotton was not inherent, but 
was due to incomplete purification, and 
that it was of the utmost importance to 
remove from it the last traces of the 
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Destruction of Flood Roek. 
(Photojmaph from IIrlne station (1.100 ftet from lower) taken juol bofo .... the eXl'lo,;lon, by Lt. J. L . Lu.ok, U.s.A.) 

acids; but as tbe cotton was in the form 
of long capillary tubes, it was very re
tentive and did not /:,>ive up the acid 
completely, even after prolonged wash
ing with water. The feature peculiar 
to his process is the conversion of the 
gun-cotton into pulp precisely similar 
to the pulf produced from rags in the 
process 0 making paper, and he uses 
for the purpose precisely the same 
means as are employed in that proc-

The gun-cotton manufactured by the 
United States Government is made in 
this way, and is issued either in the 
form of cylindrical disks, 3! inches in 
diameter and 2 inches high, or pris
matic blocks of nearly the same dimen
sions, each of them being pierced with a 
hole through the centre (for the detonat
or), and having stamped on one end the 
letters U. S. N., or the words Totpedo 
Station, and figures indi<,.ating the year 

Th. S.m.. (Photogravb tl>ken 0.2 ""conll .. Iter the exploeion. Tilll" of ,'xposure 0.1)34 second.) 

ess. Through the action of the pulper 
the tubes are cut into very short lengths, 
80 that the washing is very readily and 
thoroughly effected, and it then is only 
necessary to mould the pulp into such 
forms as are desired for use. This is 
done by pressing the wet pulp in a 
hydraulic press-a pressure as high 1\8 

6,000 pounds to the square inch being 
commonly employed. 

of manufacture rp. 566]. In this form 
gun-cotton constitutes the best military 
explosive known, for, while its explosive 
force vastly exceeds that of gunpowder 
and approaches that of nitroglycerine, 
it is the safeFit and most stable explosive 
we possess, since it can be stored and 
transported wet; and while in this state, 
though it may be detonated as described 
above, it cannot be exploded in any 
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other way. As much Il8 two thousand portunity for testing the destructive ef
pounds of wet compressed gun-cotton fect of the high explosives by actual use 
have been placed in a fierce bonfire, in war, but many experiments have been 
where it has gradually dried, layer by made in blowing up condemned vessels, 
layer, and been consumed without ex-. which have given some notion of the ef
ploding. Besides, gun-cotton is the fect of these substances. One of these 
only military explosive which can be was made at Newport, August 28, 1884, 
detonated with certainty when frozen. when the schooner Joseph Henry,,, con
In calling it " military explosive I mean, demned vessel like the Silliman, belong-

The Sam.. (Photograph takeu 0.6 MCOod after the ""plooloo. Time of expo.nre 0.06 ",'COnd.) 

of course, for use in torpedoes and for ing to the Treasury Department, was 
military mining, and not as a substitute blown up by" torpedo. This torpedo 
for gunpowder in guns; but it may be, was of the kind known as a contact tor
and has been, successfully used as a pedo, the curved arms, which protrude 
charge for shells fired from gunpowder from the end, being movable, and so 
guns both in this country and abroad. fixed that if touched by an object they 
Shells containing as much as 110 pounds will be pressed down so as to complete 

The Sam. (PhotogrAph takeu about two eecolld. "ll<'r the ."plooioo. Time 01 expooure 0.02 """"od. Height 01 taUNt 
jet 160 Il'Ct. ) 

of gun-cotton have been repeatedly fired the electric circuit and fire the torpedo. 
in Germany. This torpedo contained 33 pounds of 

There has, fortunately, been little op- gun-cotton, there being four dry disks 



572 MODERN EXPLOSIVES. 

in the central can, the remainder being uepth of water. Then by measuring the 
wet. The Joseph Henry. which was diameter and height of the displaced 
about 80 feet long, 20 feet beam. and 7 water we arrive at a rough estimate of 
feet draught, was anchored in the har- their comparative value. The record is 
bor, and the torpedo was attached to generally taken by photography. The 
the end of a spar rigged out on the bow manner of making this test is shown 
of a steam launcb, the latter being elec- where two t.orpefloeR, one charged with 

Compaflson of Explollve. by Firing Und.r Water and Mealuring the Resultln, Columna of Water. 

(From a photograph made at tho 1'orl""lo Station by Mr. AlIl!IItrum.) 

trieally controlled from the shore. The 
launch started from the shore, and im
mediately on touching the schooner the 
torpedo exploded and blew 80 lar~c ahole 
in the vessel that she sank at once (p. 569]. 

The relative force of explosive.) has 
been several times mentioned in this ar
ticle, and it is necessary to say here that 
there has not yet been devised any 
means for determining this factor with 
accuracy, owing to the diverse character
istics which distinguish the various sub
stances, and notably the rate at which 
they explode. Thus, for instance, while 
the velocity of combustion in gunpow
der is from 1 to 5 feet per second, the 
velocity of detonation in gun-cotton is 
from 15,000 to 18,000 feet per second. 
Nevertheless. it is possible to determine 
approximately the value of explosives 
for the work to be done by comparing 
them under the same conditions. as, for 
instance, when equal weights are fired 
under equal submergence in the same 

glln-cottoll in diskll IUld the other in 
blockA, are being fired under water. 

Another method is by firing the ex
plosives upon cylindera of lead and meas
uring the conlpression produCt!(l For 
thill purpose the lead cylinder is placed 
on a ribrid support, an iron anvil is 
plaeed 011 the lead. and the explosive is 
placed upon the anvil. When explosion 
takes place, part of the energy is spent 
upon the ami! and the rest is expended 
in compressing the lead. H, however, 
the anvil is not heavy enough, the lead 
undergoes such deformation that some 
very curious forms are produced. In 
some of these the lines of Bow of the 
metal are distinctly marked [p. 578]. 

General H. L. Abbot, of the United 
States Engineer Corps, used still another 
method in bis work. He constructed an 
iron frame 50 feet long, 10 feet wide. and 
10 feet deep, in the centre of whieh the 
explosive charge was rigidly fixed. while 
some thirty-eight pressure gauges were 
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attached to the frame and its buoys, sion produced by the exploding mass is 
at known distances from the charge. an almost exact copy of that face of the 
The whole was then immersed in water, explosive which was in contact with the 
the charge was fired, the frame was re- metal. This is best observed with gun
covered, and the pressures registered by cotton, for, from the nature of the mate
the gauges were read. By this means 
General Abbot obtained the following 
measures of the intensity of action of 
explosives fired under water, taking dy
namite No. 1 as the standard for com
parison. 

Dynamite No.1. ................ 100 
Gun·cotton. . • . .• • . . . . . . •• • • •• • •. 87 
Nitroglycerine ................... 81 
Rack·a-rock ..................... 86 
Explosive gelatine •..•.•••••••••• 117 

When gun-cotton or other high ex
plosives are freely exposed upon an iron 
anvil and detonated, as described in the 
second method of testing, the explosive 
leaves a deep and permanent impression 
upon the surface of the metal with which 
it was in contact, the extent of the im
pression being of course dependent on 
the intensity and amount of the explo
sive used. That it should do so does 
not seem surprising when it is recalled 
that Berthelot found that gun-cotton, 

Cylindor of Lead upon which Gun.4JOnon hu beon Oeto. 
nated, and Showinc Lin .. of Flow 01 tho Motal. Obve,... 

having a density of 1.1, developed, when 
in contact, a local pressure of 24,000 at
mospheres. or 160 tons on the square 
inch, and if it is remembered, too, that 
this enormous pressure is realized in an 
exceedingly brief period of time. What 
is surprising is to find that the impres-

VOL. m-65 

R.v ..... 

rial, it can be shaped according to fancy, 
and such figw'es and designs as one 
wishes can be stamped upon its surface. 
Thus if a disk of gun-cotton, on the face 
of which the letters" U. S. N." and the 
date " 1884" are indented, be detonated, 
it will be found that the letters and fig
ures will be reproduced in the iron and, 
most singular of all these phenomena, 
they will be iBdented in the iron just as 
they were in the gun-cotton. 

We have offered as an hypothesis to 
explain this phenomenon, that, where 
spaces exist between the gun-cotton and 
the iron, portions of the undetonated 
gun-cotton, or of the products of the 
explosion, are projected through this 
space just as shot are from a gun, and 
that the indentations are produced by 
the impact of these moving particles. 
We have devised many experiments to 
test this theory, and all have tended 
to confirm it. Among others we have 
bored deeper and deeper holes in the 
gun-cotton, until we have completely 
perforated it, and the indentations made 
in the iron plates have increased with 
the depth of the hole in the gun-cotton 
disk, until, when the hole was bored 
completely through the gun-cotton, we 
succeeded in completely perforating the 
iron plate. Owing to this property of 
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gun-cotton, we can produce some beau
tiful effects by interposing leaves, pieces 
of wire gauze, and the like between the 
~-cotton disk and the iron plate. On 
firing, a permanent impression of the 
object, showing the minutest details of 

glycerine for the Russian government 
during the Crimean war, and that its l'9-

puted presence deterred the English from 
entering the harbor of Cronstadt., ifa 
commercial production was first UDd8l'

taken by AHred Nobel, in Sweden, aboai 

Dilk of Gun-cotton .nd Iron PI.t. upon which. Di.k h .. b.en D.ton.ted. 
(Theletten and fIIrareo stamped In the diu .... r.produoed In pnocleel)' tbo oame relatiOll on the Iron plate.) 

its structure, will be found stamped 
upon the iron plate, while the obJect 
itself has completely diRIIPpeared. 

The most prominent rival of gun-cot
ton for military uses, and the best ex
plosive for industrial purposes, is nitro
glycerine and the mixtures of which it 

forms a part. 
This substance 
was discovered 
by Sobrero in 
184 7, while car
rying out a se
ries of experi
ments, under 
Pelouze, to de
termine wheth

lro;;i!:.'at:, °G=-~co~~~ u:~:tt;;:~ er or not gun-
Deton.t.d . Fia. I.* cotton was a de-

finite chemical 
compound. Although it is asserted that 
Professor Jacobi manufactured nitro-

* In thi. cue .. wire-.ieve WM pl.ced between tbe dihk 
and the plate, and Ie oeen IltamJM'tl (On tbe I .... ,n. 

1860, and it is under his leadership that 
the present extensive and important in
dustry has been developed, though the 
perfection of the product is largely due 
to the researches of the American chem
is ts Mowbray 
and Hill. 

The manufac
ture of nitro
glycerine re
sembles that of 
gun-cotton in 
that it results 
from the mix-
ing of glycerine Fia . H 

with nitric and 
sulphuric acids, the materials used be
ing the purest and strongest that can 
be made. During the proce88 consid
erable heat is developed by the re&C

tion~ which take place, and hence the 
mixture is rapidly agitated, so as to pro-

t In tbl. ca&e n leaf from an apple-tree "' ... pl~ .... 
tween tbe disk and tbe \llate, and 1M ocen ...... ped OIl lIIe 
Iron. 
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mote the rapidity of mixing and to re
duce the temperature, while at the same 
time the vessel in which the operation 
is conducted is surrounded by a cur

Eff.ct of Hoi" Bor.d In the Gun
cotton Dilk ... ,how" by the 
Iron Plat •• on which Th.y w.r. 
D.tonat.d. Fi,. I.-

rent of cool 
water. The ni
tric acid only 
reacts with the 
glycerine, but 
as water is a 
product of this 
reaction, sul
phuric acid, 
which readily 
combines with 
water, is added 
to absorb the 
water pro
d uced and 

maintain the nitric acid at its proper 
strength throughout the process. The 
reaction takes place in a very short time, 
and, when completed, the mixture is 
poured into a large volume of water, 
where the acid is dissolved and the 
nearly insoluble nitroglycerine settles to 
the bottom, and by repeated washings is 
obtained in a pure state. 

As thus' obtained nitroglycerine is an 
oily, odorless, transparent, nearly color
less liquid, having a specific gravity of 
1.6. It has a sweet, pungent, aromatic 
taste, and produces a violent headache if 
placed on the tongue, or if air charged 
with it is inhaled, or even if allowed to 
touch the skin at any point; but those 
who handle it constantly soon lose their 
susceptibility to its action. When taken 
internally it is a violent poison, though 
it is adminis
tered in small 
doses in cases 
of angina ree
toris. It is 
nearly insolu
ble in water, 
and freezes at 
a temperature 
of from 39~ to 
40° F. When 
ignited it burns 
like oil, and if 

Fig. 2.t 

confined it explodes, but when in quan
tity it is inflamed only with difficulty. If 

- Four hoi ... were bored In the dl.t. Th.: }b. X. X. and 
" Inch In clepth. all J>( Inch In diameter. 

t A conloal bole ..... bored In the diU: 2 Inches In dlam .. 
UK at tho bue and 1 Inch hlch. 

a amaJl portion of it is placed on an iron 
plate and slowly heated, it may be com
pletely volatilized, but if the plate is 
rapidly heated up to 356" F., it explodes 
with violence. If a drop is placed on an 
iron anvil and &truck with an iron ham
mer, it explodes with a most violent re
port.. It can only be exploded with cer

tainty by the 
use of a det
onator. Not
withstand i n g 
this, acciden
tal explosions 
o f nitrogly
cerine or of 
mixtures con
taining it are 
frequently re-

Fir. 3.* ported, and 
these gener

ally occur while thawing the frozen ex
plosive. It is a singular fact that these 
explosives are especially sensitive at the 
time of thawing, and this is so well 
known that all of the manufacturers 
supply a set of directions by which the 
operation can . 
be conducted 
with entire safe
ty ; hence acci
dents from this 
cause are due 
solely to gross 
neglect of well
known precau
tions. 

While nitro-
glycerine is an Fir .... , 
admirable ex-
plosive for certain uses, its liquid form 
makes it difficult to store and transport, 
and permits it to find its way into un
expected places, where it constitutes a 
source of danger. Considerations such 
as these led Nobel, about 1867, to invent 
dynamite. The name is now applied to a 
great variety of nitroglycerine mixtures, 
but they all consist of a porous solid ab
sorbent which sucks up the liquid nitro
glycerine by capillarity and holds it in 
its pores or interstices. Dynamite No.1 
consists of 25 per cent. of infusorial silica 

~ FOllr hoi... bored In dIIk, Y1z.: " Ineb dlluneter. " 
Inch depth; J>( Inch diameter. J( Inch depth; )( Inch di
ameter. " Iocb depth ; ~( Inch diameter, " Inch depth. 

S A cylindrical hole, 2 incheo 10 diameter, ." .. bored 
rompletely through the lJU1I~n disk. 
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(also known as tripoli, electro-silicon, and 
kieselguhr) and 75 per cent. nitroglycer
ine. Atlas powder consists of wood pulp, 
nitre, and nitroglycerine. Judson powder 
consists of a crude kind of gunpowder 
and nitroglycerine. Not only are differ
ent solids used in different dynamites, but 
the different grades of the same dyna
mite may contain all the way from 5 to 75 
per cent. of nitroglycerine; hence it is im
possible to give a brief description of dy
namite which would be applicable to all. 

The most important nitroglyceline 
mixture is explosive gelatine, also in
vented by Nobel This is made by heat
ing nitroglycerine on a water bath and 
adding to it from 7 to 10 per cent. of 
soluble gun-cotton. The latter dissolves 
completely and, on cooling, the mass 
acquires a honey yellow color and the 
consistency of jujube paste. From Gen
eral Abbot's report it is learned that 
this is a most powerful explosive, but 
unfortunately it frequently decomposes 
when kept in store. 

In the course of this paper the use of 
explosives for military purposes baa been 
frequently mentioned. The fact is that 
by far the largest consumption is for 
industrial uses. They are used in ag
riculture for felling trees, grubbing 
stumps, blasting rocks, and shaJrjng the 
soil to fit it for vegetation or to destroy 
the phylloxera. They are used in the 
petroleum industry to "shoot" the wells, 

so as to remove the paraffine which pre
vents the flow of oil. Thel are used in 
driving piles and in driVlDg water out 
of quicksands in which foundations are 
to be laid. They are used in breaking 
ice and destroying wrecks and rocks 
which obstruct navigation. But their 
most important and extensive use is in 
quarrying, mining, and engineering op
erations. So extensively are they used 
in mining that, according to Eissler, 
at Smartsville, San Juan, More's Flat, 
Bloomfield, and elsewhere in California, 
it is an almost daily occurrence for 
blasts containing twenty, thirty, and even 
fifty thousand pounds of explosives to be 
used in a single charge; and the system 
of large blasts has even become common 
in hard rock excavations, such as quar
ries and railroad cuttings. 

The largest single charges ever fired 
were employed in the blowing up of 
Hallet's Reef and Flood Rock [pp. 670-
1]. In the latter, which occurred Oc
tober 10, 1885. the charge consisted of 
240,399 pounds of rack-a-rock and 48,-
537 pounds of dynamite No.1, yet so 
nicely was this enormous charge calcu
lated for the work it was to do, that be
yond breaking down the rock, tossing up 
an enormous body of water to a height 
(estimated for the tallest jet) of 160 feet, 
and generating an earth-wave which was 
observed as far East as Cambridge. 
Maas., it produced no visible eft'ect. 



SALMON ANGLING ON THE RESTIGOUCHE. 

THE love 
ofaugling, 

£,1tJi:!Wliltum!.liuili Ii k e the 
other virtues, 
is its own re
ward. But it 
has also some 
collateral ad
vantages, and 
not the least of 
these is that it 
leads a man 
into the very 
pleasan t.est 
places of this 
pleasant world. 

The first salmon that ever I caught is 
aasoeiated in my mind with the scenery 
of the Lewis, the northernmost of those 
enchanted islands that stretch along the 
west coast of Scotland. We had. gODe up 
there not with the main purpose of fish~ 
ing, but because all three of us (and the 
other two, mark you, were undoubtedly 
eminent divines), had. fallen properly in 
love with William Black's "Princess of 
Thule," and desired to see the home of 
that wholesome and delicious heroine. 
The kindness of a hospitable Scot put a 
salmon-river at our disposal,-a hasty 
little stream, with brown water, curling 
and brawling through Sheila's beloved 
moorland. The first day that I went 
out to fish, a long, red-bearded gillie 
stood by my side and showed me .. ta 
besst way ta casst, whatefer:" but in 
spite of his instructions my fly fell awk
wardly upon the pooL As fortune 
would have it, however, there was one 
fish there whose ignorance of the pro
prieties of angling was greater than my 
own. He rose, hooked himself, and then 
suddenly it seemed as if the line had. 
been made fast to a ftash of chain light
ning. He darted up the stream and 

down the stream, leading me in breath
less chase. He circumnavigated the pool 
in all directions, and by various meth
ods, partly aquatic and partly ~rial. .At 
length. after a moment of profound med
itation, he rushed straight &Cl'OBB the 
river, and flung himself out of water, 
landing at least four feet up on the op
posite bank. It was an instant of agony 
and wonder. My heart sank like a kite 
when the string is broken, for it seemed 
certain that the fish must get away. 
But instead of that he lay quiet for a 
moment, and then rolled gently back 
into the water with the l1y still fast in 
his mouth. Three minutes later he was 
stretched out in the ~ on the right 
side of the river, shining to my eyes 
more brightly than silver. And then it 
was that I remembered that one of 
Sheila's salmon had. played euctly the 
same trick and with the same ending. 
If you doubt it, read the third chapter of 
the "Princess." A wonderful man, that 
William Black, so truthful and so inge
niousl 

All this was ten years ago; and 'tis a 
far cry from the treeless moors of the 
Lewis, to the dark wooded hills of the 
Restigouche. But a little leap on paper 
will carry one across the interval of miles 
and years, and land us at once, in a 
bright morning of July, at the village of 
Metapedia, on the border between New 
Brunswick and Quebec. It is a discon
solate hamlet, scattered along the track 
of the Intercolonial Railway: twenty 
houses, three shops, and a discouraged 
church perched upon a little hillock as 
if to brave out its evident decay with a 
bare face. The one comfortable and 
prosperous feature in the countenance 
of Metapedia. is the house of the Resti
gouche Salmon Club-an old-fashioned 
mansion, with broad, white piazza, look-
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ing over rich meadow-lands. Here it 
was that I found my friend Favouius, 
president of solemn societies, pillar of 
church and state, ingenuously arrayed in 
gmy kuickerbockers, a ftaunel shirt, and 
a soft bat, waiting to take me with him 
on his horse-yacht for a voyage up the 
river. " Come OD," he said, after a hearty 
greeting, "the boat is ready, the BUm
mer is passing." And in almost as short 
a time as it needs to tell about it, the 
portmanteau and the long rod-case were 
carried down the bank and we were em
barked for the cruise. 

Have you ever seen a horse-yacht? 
Sometimes it is called a scow; but that 
sounds vulgar. Sometimes it is called 

the end of their long tow-ropee. as if re
luctant to follow so clumsy a leader. 
This is an accumte and duly attested 
description of the hone-yacht. If neces
sary it could be sworn to before a notary 
public. But I am perfectly sure that a 
man might read this through without 
skipping a word, and if he had never 
seen the creature with his own eyes, he 
would have no idea how absurd. it looks 
and how comfortable it is. 

While we were stowing away our 
trunks and bags under the cots, md 
making an equitable division of the 
hooks upon the walls, the motive power 
of the yacht stood patiently upon the 
shore, stamping a hoof, now and theD, 

or shaking a shag
gy head in mild 
protest against 
the fties. Three 
more pessimistic
looking horses I 
never saw. They 
were harnessed 
abreast, and fas
tened by a pro
digious tow-rope 
to a short post in 
the middle of the 
forward deck. 
Their driver was 
a truculent, brig
andisb, bearded. 

a house-boat; 
but that is too 
Euglish. W hat 
does it profit a 
man to bave a 
whole dictionary 
full of language 
at his service, un
less he can invent 
a new and sug
gestive name for 
his friend's pleas
ure-cmft? The 
fouudation of the 
horse-yacht-if a 
thing that some
times Boats can 
be called funda
mental-is a flat

.. An accurat. and duly aneotad deacription of the ho .... yacht... old fellow in long 

bottomed boat, some fifty feet long and 
ten feet wide, with a draft of about 
eight inches. The deck is open for 
fifteen feet aft of the place where the 
bowsprit ought to be; behind that it is 
completely covered by a house, cabin, 
cottage, or whatever you choose to call 
it, with stmight sides and a peaked roof 
of a very early Gothic pattern. Looking 
in at the door you see first of all two 
cots, one on either side of the passage ; 
then an open space with a diuiug-table, 
a stove, and some chairs; beyond that 
a pantry with shelves, and a great chest 
for provisions. A door at the back opens 
into the kitchen, and from that another 
door opens into a sleeping-room for the 
boatmen. A huge wooden rudder curves 
over the stem of the boat, and the helms
man stands upon the roof. Two canoes 
are floating behind, holding back, at 

boots, a blue fian
nel shirt, and a black sombrero. He 
sat upon the middle horse, and some 
wild IDstinct of color had made him tie 
a big red handkerchief around his shoul
der like a sash, so that the eye of the be
holder took delight in him. He posed 
like a bold, bad robber-chief. But in 
point of fact I believe he was the mildest 
and most inoff'ensh"e of men. We never 
heard him say anything except at a dis
tance, to his horses, and we did not in
quire what that was. 

Well, as I have said, we were hag
gling courteously over those hooks in the 
cabin, when the boat gave a lurch. The 
bow swung out into the stream. There 
was a scmmbling and clattering of iron 
hOl'86-8hoes on the rough shingle of the 
bank; and when we looked out of doors 
our house was moving up the river with 
the boat under it. 
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The Restigouche is a noble stream, 
stately and swift and strong. It rises 
among the dense forests in the north
em part of New Bmnswick-a moist 
upland region of never-failing springs 
and innumerable lakes-and pours a 
vast current of clear, cold water one 
hundred and fifty miles northward and 
eastward through the hills into the head 
of the Bay of Chaleurs. There are no 
faDs in its course, but rapids every
where. It is steadfast, but not impetu
ous, quick but not turbulent, resolute 
and eager in its desire to get to the sea, 
like the life of a man who bas a high 
purpose, 

takes a five-barred gate, tmsting to fori
une that you will come down with the 
accent in the right place. 

For sbr. or seven miles above Metape
dia the river bas a breadth of about two 
hundred yards, and the valley slopes 
back rather gently to the mountains on 
either side. Here there is a good deal 
of cultivated land, and scattered farm
houses appear. The soil is excellent. 
But the climate is unfriendly. Late 
frosts prolo!1g the winter, and early 
frosts curtail the summer. The only 
safe crops are grass, oats, and potatoes. 
And for half the year all the cattle must 
be housed and fed to keep them alive. 
This lends a melancholy aspect to agri

.. Too great for hute, too strong for rivalry." culture, and I must confess that most 

The wonder is where all the water comes 
from. But the river is fed by more than 
six thousand square 
mile s of territory. 
From both sides the 
Ii t tl e brooks come 
dashing in with their 
supply. At intervals 
a larger stream, reach
ing away back among 
the mountains like a 

o hand with many fin
gers to gather 

o .. The filtered tribute of 
the rough woodland," 

• 4 ~, -

':t;r'l l/~ _ 
4Y, 

of the farmers look as if they had never 
seen better days. With few exceptions 
they are what a New Englander would 

delivers its generous 
offering to the main 
current. And this 
also is like " human 
life, which receives 
its wealth and power 
from hidden sources 
in other lives, and is 
fed abundantly from 
the past in order that 
it may feed the fut-
ure. 

call "slack-twisted 
and shiftless." Their 
barns are pervious to 
the weather, and their 
fences fail to connect. 
Sleds and ploughs 
mst together beside 
the house, and chick
ens scratch up the 
front-door yard. In 
truth, the people have 
been somewhat de
moralized by the con
flicting claims of dif
ferent occupations ; 
hunting in the fall, 
lumbering in the 
winter and spring, 
and working for the 
American sportsmen 
in the brief angling 
sesson, are so much 
more attractive and 
offer so much larger 
returns of ready 
money, that the te-

0' Their driver w .. ~1~uf~~I~;~:' b",andilh, bearded dious toil of farm-
The names of the 

chief tributaries of the Restigouche are 
curious. There is the headstrong Met&
pedia, and the crooked Upsalquitch, and 
the Patapedia, and the Quatawamkedg
;wick. Those are words at which the 
tongue balks at first, but you soon grow 
used to them and learn to take anything 
of five syllables with a rush, as a huntel' 

ing is neglected . 
But, for all that, in the bright days 
of midsummer, those green fields slop
ing down to the water, and pastures 
high up among the trees on the hill
sides, look pleasant enough from a dis
tance, and give an air of placid oomfort 
to the landscape. 

At the mouth of the Upsalquitch we 
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passed the first of the fishing-lodges. 
Originally the Restigouche Salmon Club 
leased the whole river ~m the Cana
dian Government, but since the estab
lishment of riparian rights a few years 
ago, a number of gentlemen have bought 
land commanding good pools, and put 
up little cottages of a less classical style 
than Sir Charles Cotton's lodge on the 
banks of the River Dove, but better 
suited ,to this wilder scenery, and prob
ably more convenient to live in. The 
prevailing pattern is a very simple one: 
It consists of a broad piazza with a 
small house in the middle of it. The 
house bears about the same proportion 
to the piazza that the crown of a Gains
bOl'Ough hat does to the brim. And the 
cost of the edifice is to the cost of the 
land as the first price of a share in the 
Panama Canal is to the subsequent as
sessments. All the best points have 
been sold, and real estate on the Resti
gouche has been bid up to an absurd 
figure. In fact the river is over-popu
lated and probably over-fished. But we 
could hardly find it in our hearts to re
gret this, for it made the upward trip a 
very sociable one. At every lodge that 
was open, Favonius (who knows every
body) had a friend, and we must slip 
ashore in a canoe to leave the mail and 
refresh the inner man. 

What a hospitable brotherhood is that 
of true an~lers I There seems to be 
something m the craft which inclines 
the heart to kindness and good-fellow
ship. Few of them have I seen who 
were not pleasant to meet and ready to 
do a good tum to a fellow-fisherman 
with the gift of a killing fly or the loan 
of a rod. Not their own particular and 
well-proved favorite, of course, for that 
is a treasure which no decent man would 
borrow; but with that exception the best 
in their store is at the service of an 
accredited brother. One of the Resti
gouche proprietors I remember, whose 
name bespoke him a descendant of Cal
edonia's patron saint. He was fishing 
in ~nt of his own door-yard when we 
came up, with our splashing horses, 
through the pool; but nothing would 
do but he must up anchor and have us 
away with him into the house to taste 
his good cheer. And there were his 
daughters with their books and needle-

work, and the photographs which they 
had taken pinned up on the wooden 
walls, amoDg Japanese fans and bits of 
bright-colored &tuft' in which the soul of 
woman delights, and, in a puaive, silent 
way, the soul of man also. Then. after 
we had discnseed the year's fishing, and 
the mysteries of the camera, and the 
deep question of what makes some neg
atives too thin and others too thick, we 
must go out to see the big salmon 
which one of the ladies had caught a 
few days before, and the large trout 
swimming about in their cold spring. 
It seemed to me, as we went on our 
way, that there could hardly be a more 
wholesome and pleasant summer-life for 
well-bred young women than this, or 
two amusements more innocent and sen
sible than photography and fly-fishing. 

It must be confessed that the hol'lle
yacht as a vehicle of travel is not re
markable in' point of speed. Three 
miles an hour is not a very rapid rate 
of motion. But then, if you are not in 
a hurry, why should you care to make 
haste? The wild desire to be forever 
racing against old Father Time is one 
of the kill-joys of modem life. The 
ancient traveller is SUl'e to beat you in 
the long run, and as long as you are, 
trying to rival him he will make your 
life a burden. But if you will only ac
knowledge his superiority 'and profeIB 
that you do not approve of raciDg after 
all, he will settle down quietly beside 
you and jog along like the most com
panionable of creatures. That is a 
pleasant pilgrimage in which the jour
ney itself is part of the destination. As 
BOon 88 one leams to regard the horse
yacht as a sort of moving home, it ap
pears admirable. There is no dust or 
smoke, no rumble of wheels, or shriek 
of whistles. You are gliding along 
steadily through an ever-green world; 
wrimgthe~enthills;~g~m 
one side of the river to the other as the 
horses have to swim the current to find 
a good foothold OD the bank. You are 
on the water, but not at its mercy, for 
your craft is not disturbed by the heav
ing of rude waves, and the serene in
habitants do not say "I am sick." There 
is room enough to move about without 
falling overboard. You may sleep, or 
read, 01' write in your cottage, or sit 
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upon the floating piazza in an armchau
and smoke the pipe of peace, while the 
cool breeze blows in your face and the 
musical waves go singing down to the 
sea. 

There was one feature about the boat, 
which commended itself ve stron 1 

It was possib 
ard deck and 

m motion. B 
hen the corne 

thin easy reach, 
ty line and c 

trout from his hiding-place. It is true 
that the tow-ropes and the post made 
the back-cast a little awkward; and the 
wind sQmetimes blew the fly up on the 
roof of the ca.bin ; but then, with patience 
and a short line the thing could be done. 

'pair of good 
lust as we 

iling rapid; a 
y six-ounce 1m 

sh to the net 
e motion of th 
aJl approache 

the anchor (to wit, a rope tied to a large 
stone on the shore), ate our dinner 
"with gladness and singleness of heart " 
like the early Christians, and slept the 
sleep of the just, lulled by the murmur
ing of the waters, and defended from the 

ks of the mosq 
clown the ri 

urtains over th 
g before Favo 
ur dreams, we 
d when the t 

the horses on some rocky sore w -
ened us, we could see the steep hills 
gliding past the windows and hear the 
rapids dashing against the side of the 
boat, and it seemed as if we were still 
dreaming. 

At Cross Point, where the river makes 
undanarrow 

and crowned on 
e wooden cross, 

try the fishin 
oked. two myste 

hich took the 
was below the surface, pulled for a few 
moments in a sullen way and then ap
parently melted into nothingness. It 
will always be a source of regret to me 
that the nature of these animals must 
remain unknown. While they were on 

THE RESTIG 

the line it was the general opmion that 
they were heavy trout; but no sooner bad 
they esca.ped unseen, than lbeca.me firmly 
convinced, in accordance with a psycho. 
logical law which is well known to fish
ermen, that they were both enormous 
salmon. No one can alter that convic-

on, beca.use no cally refute 
. Our best bl ur largest 
sh, always dep have time 

measure them 
The Slide Poo dest and 
ost picturesqu ver, about 

thirty-five miles above Metapedia. The 
stream, flowing swiftly down a stretch of 
rapids between forest-c1a.d hills, runs 
straight toward the base of an emi
nence so precipitous that the trees can 
hardly find a foothold upon it, and seem 
o be climbing· on either 
de of the Ion leads to 

he summit. barred by 
he waJl of roc eat sweep 

the right, das t in angry 
aves, then fallm ily curves 
nd eddies, un eeps in a 

black deep, apparently almost motion
less at the foot of the hill. It was here, 
on the upper edge of the stream, oppo
site to the slide, that we brought our 
floating camp 'to anchor for some days ; 
and here, if you please, I will try to 
stablish some ction be-
ween i!his pap Ie by de-
cribing the co. tigouche 
almon in the fie one ought 

say. in the fis 
Let us take a y." I~ is 

early morning. or e more preC1se. 
about eight of the clock, and the white 
fog is just beginning to curl and drift 
away from the surface of the river. 
Sooner than this it would be idle to go 
out. The preternaturally early bird in 
his greedy haste may ca.tch the worm; 

ut the fly is n il the fog 
as lifted; and scientific 
gler sees, wit remark-

ble adaptation nature to 
he necessities 0 anoes are 
aiting at the We step 

into them and push off, Favonius go
ing up the stream a couple of miles to 
the mouth of the Patapedia, and I down, 
a little shorter distance, to the famous 
Indian House PooL The slim boat 
glides easily on the current, with a 
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.. A quick, auf' I1rok. of the ateel! • areat ,p'uh! and the talmon is lifted hiCh and dry upon the shor • . " 

smooth buoyant motion, quickened by 
the strokes of the paddles in the bow 
and the stel'D. We pass around two 
curves in the river and find ourselves at 
the head of the pool. Here the man in 
the stem drops the anchor, just on the 
edge of the bar where the rapid breaks 
over into the deeper water. The long 
rod is lifted; the fly unhooked from the 
reel; a few feet of line pulled through 
the rings, and the fishing begins. 

First ca.st,-to the right, straight across 
the stream, about twenty feet : the cur
rent carries the fly down with II. semi
circular sweep until it comes in line 
with the bow of the canoe. Second 
ca.st,-to the left, straight a.cross the 
stream, with the sa.me motion: the semi
circle is completed, and the fly hangs 
quivering for a few seconds at the low
est point of the arc. Three or foul' feet 
of line are drawn from the reel Third 
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.. It seemed a picturesque way of travelling. although none too safe." 

east, to the right; fourth cast, to the left. the second drop; and so on, until the 
Then a little more line. And so, with end of the run is reached and the 6y has 
widening half-circles, the water is cov- passed oyer all the good water. This 
ered, gradually and very carefully, until seems like a very l'egular and somewhat 
at length the angler has as much line out mechanical proceeding as one describes 
as his two-handed rod can lift and swing. it, but in the perfonnance it is rendered 
Then the first "drop" is finished; the intensely interestillg by the knowledge 
man in the stern quietly pulls up the an- that, at any moment, it is liable to be 
chor and lets the boat drift down n few interrupted by an agreeable surprise. 
yards; the same process is repeated on One {,an never tell just when or how a 
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salmon will rise, or just what he will do 
when he has risen. 

This morning the interruption comes 
early. At the first cast of the second 
drop, before the fty has fairly lit, a .great 
Sash of silver darts from the waves 
close by the boat. Usually a salmon 
takes the fty rather alowly, carrying it 
under water before he seizes it in his 
mouth. But this one is in no mood for 
deliberation. He has hooked himself 
with a rush, and the line goes whirring 
madly from the reel as he races down 
the pool Keep the fOiDt of the rod 
low; he must have his own way now. 
Up with the anchor quickly, and send 
the canoe after him, bowman and stern
man paddling with swift strokes. He 
has reached the deepest water; he 
stops to think what has happened to 
him; we have passed around and below 
him; and now with the current to help 
us we can begin to reel in. Lift the 
point of the rod, with a strong, steady 
p'ull. Put the force of both arms into 
It. The tough wood will stand the 
strain. The fish must be moved; he 
must come to the boat if he is ever to 
be landed. He gives a little and yields 
slowl}' to the pressure. Then suddenly 
he gIves too much, and runs straight 
toward us. Reel in now as swiftly as 
possible, or else he will get a slack on 
the line and escape. Now he stops, 
shakes his head from side to side, and 
darts away again across the pool, leap
ing high out of water. Drop the point 
of the rod quickly, for if he falls on the 
leader he will surely break it. Another 
leap, and another I Truly he is .. a 
merry one," as Sir Humphry Davy 
says, and it will go hard with us to 
hold him. But those great leaps have 
exhausted his strength, and now he fol
lows the line more easily. The men 
push the boat back to the shallow side 
of the pool until it touches lightly on 
the shore. The fish comes slowly in, 
fighting a little and making a few short 
runs; he is tired and turns slightly on 
his side; but even yet he is a heavy 
'Weight on the line, and it seems a won
der that 80 slight a thing as the leader 
can guide and draw him. Now he is 
close to the boat. The bowman steps 
out on a rock with his gait Steadily 
now and slowly, lift the rod, bending it 
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backward. A quick, sure stroke of the 
steel I a ~t splash I and the salmon 
is lifted high and dry upon the shore. 
How he ftounces about on the stones. 
Give him the coup de gra£e at once, for 
his own sake as well as for ours. And 
now look at him, as he lies there on the 
green leaves. Broad back; small head 
tapering to a point; clean, shining sides 
with a few black spots on them; it is a 
fish fresh-run from the sea, in perfect 
condition, and that is the reason wby 
he has given such good sport. 

We must ttr for another before we 
go back. Again fortune favors us, and 
at eleven o'clock we pole up the river to 
the camp with two good salmon in the 
canoe. Hardly have we laid them away 
in the ice-box, when Favonius comes 
dropping down from Patapedia with 
three fish, one of them a twenty-four 
pounder. And 80 the morning's work 
is done. 

In the eveDing, after dinner, it was 
our custom to sit out on the deck, 
watching the moonlight as it fell softly 
over the black hills and changed the 
river into a pale ftood of rolling gold. 
The fragrant wreaths of smoke ftoated 
lazily away on the faint breeze of nigbt. 
There was no 80und save the rushing of 
the water and the crackling of the camp
fire on the shore. We talked of many 
things in the heavens above, and the 
earth beneath, and the waters under the 
earth ; touching lightly here and there 
as the spirit of vagrant converse led us. 
Favonius is one of those who believe 
with the old Roman 

"Dulce est desipere in loco. '0 

He has the good sense, also, to talk 
about himself occasionally and ten his 
own experience. The man wbo will not 
do that must always be a dull compan
ion. Modest egoism is the salt of con
versation: you do not want too much 
of it; but without any everything tastes 
Sat. I remember well the evening wben 
he told me the story of the pet lamb of 
the wilderness. 

" I was ill that summer," said he, cc and 
the doctor had ordered me to go into 
the woods, but on no account to go with
out plenty of fresh meat, which was es
sential to my recovery. So we set out 
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into the wild country north of Georgian 
Bay. taking a live lamb with us in order 
to be sure that the doctor's prescrip
tion might be faithfully followed. It 
was a gentle and confiding little beast, 
curling itself up at my feet in the canoe, 
and following me about on shore like 
a dog. I gathered grass every dlly to 
feed it, and carried it in my arms over 
the rough port-
ages. It ate out 
of my hand 
and rubbed its 
woolly head 
against my leg
gings. To my 
dismay I found 
that I was be
ginning to love 
it for its own 
sake and with-

in animals in this respect. I certainly 
never heard of anyone falling in love 
with a salmon in such a way 88 to regard 
it as a fond companion. And this may 
be one reason why no sensible person 
who ~ tried fishing has ever been able 
to see any cruelty in it. For suppose 
the fish is not caught by an angler, what 
is his alternative fate? He will either 

perish miserably in the 
struggles of the crowded 
net, or die of old b and 
stllrVatioD like the 1 DO', 
lean stragglers whicL at 
sometimes fOlmd in th 
sballow pools, or be dc
,"oured by 0. larger fi h. (\t 

tom t.o pieces by n seal or 

out any ulterior motives. 
The thought of killing' RJlJ 
eating it became more and 
more painful to me, llntil 
at length the fatal fascina
tion was complete, and my 
trip became practically an 
exercise of devotion to that 
lamb. I carried it every
where and ministered 
fondly to its want . Not. 
for the world would I huve 
alluded to mutton in its 
presence. And when we 
returned to civilizl\tion I 
parted from the creutUl"C 
with sincere regret aDd the 
consciousness that I Lad 
humored my affections at 
the expense of my diges
tion. The lamb dill not 
give me so much as a look 
of farewell, but fell to feed
ing on the grass beside 

II Not for the world would I have alluded to mutton in it. pr ... nee ... 

the farm-house with an air of placid tri
umph." 

After hearing this touching tale I was 
glad that no great intimacy had 8Jlrung 
up between Favonius and the chickens 
which we carried in a coop on the f01"84 
castle head, for there is no telling what 
inroads his tender-heartedness might 
have made upon our larder. But per
haps a chicken would not have given 
such an opening for misplaced affection 
as a lamb. There is a great di.ft"erence 

an otter. Compare with any of these 
miserable deaths the fate of a salmon 
who is hooked in a clear stream and af
ter a glorious fight receives the happy 
dispatch in the moment when he touches 
the shore. Why, it is a sort of enthan
asia. And since the fish W88 made to be 
man's food, the angler who brings him 
to the table of destiny in the cleanest, 
quickest, kindest way is, in fact, his ben
efactor. 

There were some days, bowever, wben 



SALMON ANGLING ON THE REST/GOUCHE. 587 

our benevolent intentions toward the 
salmon were frustrated ; momings when 
they refused to rise, and evenings when 
they escaJMld even the skilful endeavors 
of Favomus. In vain did he try every 
fly, in his book, from the smallest" Silver 
Doctor" to the largest" Golden Eagle." 
The "Black Dose" would not move 
them; the "Durham Ranger" covered 
the pool in vain. On days like this, if a 
stray fish rose it was hard to land him, 
for he was usually but slightly hooked. 
I remember one of these shy creatures 
which led me a xn-etty dance at the 
mouth of Patapedia. He came to the 
fly just at dusk, rising very softly and 
quietly, as if he did not really care for it 
but. only wanted to see what it was like. 
He went down at once into deep water, 
and began the most dangerous and ex
asperating of all salmon-tactics, moving 
around in slow circles and shaking his 
head from side to side, with sullen per
tinacity. This is called "jigging," and 
unless it can be stopped, the result is 
apt to be melancholy. I could not stop 
it. That salmon was determined to jig. 
He knew more than I did. The cauoe 
followed him down the pooL He jigged 
away past all three of the inlets of the 
Patapedia, and at last in the still, deep 
water below, after we had labored with 
him for half an hour, and brought him 
near enough to see that he was immense, 
he calmly opened his mouth and the fly 
came back to me void. That was a sad 
evening, in which all the consolations of 
philosophy were needed. 

Sunday was a very peaceful day in 
our camp. In the Dominion of Canada 
the question "to fish or not to fish " on 
the first day of the week is not left to 
the frailty of the individual conscience. 
The law on the subject is quite explicit, 
and says that between six o'clock on 
Saturday evening and six o'clock on 
Monday morning all nets shall be taken 
up and no one shall wet a line. The 
Restigouche Salmon Club has its guar
dians stationed all along the river, and 
they are quite as inflexible in seeing 
that their employers keep this law as the 
famous sentinel was in refusing to let 
Napoleon pass without the countersign. 
But I do not think that any of these 
keen sportsmen regard it as a hardship; 
they are. quite willing that. the fish 

should have "an off day" in every week, 
and only grumble because some of the 
net-owners down at the mouth of the 
river have brought political in1luence to 
bear in their favor and obtained exemp
tion from the rule. For our part, we 
were nothing loath to hang up our rods, 
and make the day different from other 
days. In the morning we had a service 
in the cabin of the boat, gathering a 
little congregation of guardians and 
boatmen and people from a solitary 
farm-house up the river. They came in 
pirogues-long, narrow boats hollowed 
from the trunk of a tree; and as they 
pushed off on their homeward joumey, 
the b1ack-eyed, brown-faced girls Bitting 
back to back in the middle of the boat, 
and the men standing up and bending 
to their poles, it seemed a picturesque 
way of travelling, although none too 
safe. 

In the afternoon we sat on deck and 
looked at the water. What a charm 
there is in watching a swift stream 1 
The eye never wearies of following its 
curls and eddies, the shadow of the 
waves ru:,~niver the stones, the 
strange, . . lines of sunlight in 
the shallows. ere is a sort of fasci-
nation in it, lulling and soothing the 
mind into a quietude which is even 
pleasanter than sleep, and making it 
almost possible to do that of which 
we so often speak, but which we never 
quite accomplish-" think about noth
ing." Out on the edge of the pool, we 
could see five or six huge salmon, mov
ing slowly from Bide to Bide, or lying 
motionleSB like gray shadows. There 
was nothing to break the silence except 
the thin, clear whistle of the "sweet
wea-th~r." and as the sun began to sink, 
the silver, bell-like notes of the "lost 
Kennedy" warbling to himself far back 
in the woods. These are almost the 
only bird-songs that one ever hears on 
the river, unless you count the metallic 
" chr-r-r-r " of the thievish king-fisher as 
a song. Every now and then one of the 
salmon in the pool would lazily roll out 
of water, or IiIpring high into the air and 
fall back with a heavy splash. What is 
it that makes salmon leap? Is it pain 
or pleasure? Do they do it to escape 
the attack of another fish, or to shake 
off a parasite that clings to them, or to 
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practise jumping so that they can as
cend the falls when they reach them, or 
simply and solely out of exuberant glad
ness and joy of living? .Anyone of 
these reasons would be enough to ac
count for it on week-days; but on Sun
day I am quite sure they do it for the 
trial of tbe fisherman's faith. 

But how should I tell all the little in
cidents which made that inland vo~ 
so deligbtful? Favonius was the ldeal 
host, for on water as well as on land, he 
knows how to provide for the liberty as 
well as for the wants of his guests. Be 
understands also the fiDe art of conver
sation, which· consists of silence as well 
as speech. .And when it comes to an
gling, Izaak Walton himself could not 
have been a more profitable teacher by 
precept or example. Indeed, it is a 
curious thought, and one full of sad
ness to a well-constituted mind, that on 
the Restigouche "L W." would have 
been somewhat at sea, for the beloved 
father of all fishermen passed through 

this world without ever catching & aal
mon. 

At last the days of idleneas were 
ended. We could not 

.. Fold our tents like the Arabi, 
And .. 8ilently steal away;" 

but we took down the long rods, put 
away the heavy reels, made the canoes 
fast to the side of the house, embarked 
the three horses on the front deck, and 
then dropped down with the current, 
swinging B10ng through the rapids, and 
drifting slowly through the still placeI, 
now grounding on a hidden roCk, and 
now sweeping around a sharp curve, 
until at length we saw the roofs of He
tapedia and the ugly bridge of the rail
way spanning the river. "There we left 
our lloating-house, uncouth and mo
tionless, like some strange water-mon
ster, stranded on the ahore. And 88 we 
climbed the bank we looked back and 
wondered whether Noah was sorry when 
he said good-by to his ark. 

OF LOVE AND DEATH. 

By Maybury Fleming. 

WHAT tho' the green leaf grow? 
'Twill last a month and day ; 

In all sweet 1l0wers that blow 
Lurks Death his slave Decay. 

But if my lady smile 
There is no Death at all; 

The world is fair the while
What tho'· the red leaf fall? 
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By James Baldwin. 

SECOND PAPER. 

VB. 

o other single iIdlu
ence haa conduced 

-J':-'.r&ioiI more largely to the 

:1~~~~ development of the 
I... States which we are 

considering t han 
the attention paid, 
both at the begin
ning and of late 

years, to the cause of popular educa
tion. Scarcely, indeed. were the ridge
poles securely fastened upon the roof 
of his cabin, before the pioneer from 
beyond the Alleghanies began to con
sider the means of providing for the 
education of his children. The desire 
uppermost in his mind, after he had 
s8cu.red a home and a reasonable aasur
ance that food and clothing would notfail, 
was that his posterity might be blessed 
by the possession of a broader and more 
liberal culture than had ever been within 
his own reach. Hence, prominent in the 
ea.rly State Constitutionswe find paasages 
like the following: "Knowledge and 
learning generally di1l'used through a 
community being essential to the pres
ervation of a free government, and 
spreading the opportunities and ad
vantages of education through the vari
ous parts of the country being highly 
conducive to this end, it shall be the 
duty of the General Assembly to pro
vide by law for the improvement of 
such lands aa are, or liereafter may 
be, granted by the United States to 
this State for the use of schools, and to 
apply any funds which may be raised 
from such lands, or from any other quar
ter, to the accomplishment of the grand 
object for which they are or may be in
tended." 

What lands were those thus referred 
to aa having been granted to the State 
by the United States? As early aa the 
20th of May, 1785, Congress had passed 
an act providing for the disposal of 

certain portiOll8 of the publio lands. 
By one of the most important provisions 
ol that act it was ordered that one 
square mile of land in every township 
should be devoted to the maintenance 
of free schools and to the general dif
fusion of knowledge throughout the 
community. Thus, one thirty-sixth part 
of all the lands within the Northwest 
Territory, amounting in the aggregate 
to more than four mi1Iion acres, was 
dedicated to the cause of popular edu
cation. This is the first instance in the 
history of the world of so generous a 
provision for the maintenance of schools, 
long before the schools were needed. 
This magnificent endowment became the 
nucleus of a school-fund for each State 
-a fund which, under careful manage
ment and by additions from various 
sources, has grown to be a very impor
tant factor in the economy of the com
monwealth. In 1876 the school-fund of 
In~ the smallest of the five States 
aa regards area, amounted to nearly 
nine milIion dollars-a sum greater by 
two milIion dollars than the fund at 
that time pollll8ll88d by any other State 
in the Umon. And yet, such ,was the 
reputation of the Hoosier State for il
literacy, that at the Centennial Exposi
tion, when some of the school-work of 
Indiana children waa placed on exhibi
tion, there were many educated people 
who seriously inquired of the State 
agent whether there really were any 
good schools in that benighted land I 
In 1884: the combined school-funds of 
Indiana, DIinois, Michigan, and Wiscon
sin amounted to twenty-seven mi1Iion 
two hundred and seventy-four thousand 
dollars-more than two-thirds aa much 
aa that of all the other States of the 
Union taken together. 

Yet, notwithstanding the early and 
wise provisions made for the advance
ment of popular education and the dif
fusion of knowledge, there were for 
many years no public free schools. It 
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was a long time before the school lands 
could be profitably sold and the funds 
accruing from their sale rightly utilized. 
In one or more of the States the law pro
vided that no disVOsal .of these lands 
should be made pnor to the year 1820 ; 
and it was not until even thirty or forty 
years later that all were finally made pro
ductive. During a period, therefore, of 
more than half a century they were of 
but little actual value to the public
school system, and stood only as so many 
secured promises of a future endow
ment. It must not be supposed, how
ever, that in the meantime there were 
no schools, or that the people were en
tirely indifferent about tbe education of 
their children. The truth of the matter 
was far otherwise, although it must be 
confessed that in many localities the dif
fusion of knowledge was attended with 
difficulties, and did not receive the en
couragement which was its due. 

If the State had not sufficient funds 
to support a system of free schools, it 
had at least, in some instances, the 
power to provide for the building of 
school-houses in which instruction could 
be given to such as were willing and 
able to pay for it. But how was this 
possible when there was no money in 
the treasury and the poverty of the pe0-
ple was such as to preclude the idea of 
raising it by direct taxation? In some 
of the States this problem was solved 
by making every voting citizen a build
er. It was directed by law that in each 
school district a school-house should be 
erected, large enough to accommodate 
all the chilclren of school age residing 
within its limits. It was further or
dered that in the construction of that 
building every male inhabitant over 
twenty-one years of age should labor 
one day in each week until its comple
tion; or, if he preferred, he might pay, 
ee in lieu of such labor, any plank, nails, 
or glass" that might be needed. In 
case he neglected to work and refused 
to pay the equivalent, he was to be fined 
.. thirty-seven and one-half cents for 
every day he so failed." 

These primitive school-houses were, 
of course, very rude affairs, built of 
round logs, and with as little expendi
ture of time and money as the law 
would allow. It was required that they 

should be eight feet high from floor to 
joists, and that they should be provided 
with such furniture as was absolutely 
necessary for use in the schools. The 
floors were of roughly hewn puncheons; 
a great fireplace and chimney, built of 
sticks and clay, often extended entirely 
across one end of the room; the seats 
were long slabs with legs driven into 
them; there were no desks, but a nar
row shelf against one of the walls af
forded the larger pupils an opportunity 
to write; and blackboards were inven
tions not yet introduced into the West
ern country. Close to the place where 
the master sat, there were usually two 
long pegs driven into the wall for the 
purpose of supporting a choice assort
ment of hickory switches; for the rod 
was then regarded as the most effective 
and convenient means of securing obe
dience. Those were the days of the 
.. Hoosier Schoolmaster," happily known 
no more in either Indiana or her sister 
States. 

For years and years, the cause of edu
cation moved but slowly. Poverty and 
the daily struggle with adverse circum
stances; the constant demand for more 
laborers; the necessity and difficulty of 
first providing sufficient food and cloth
ing-these were the causes which tended 
to breed a lack of interest in book-knowl
edge. It was not so much disinclina
tion as utter inability that prevented a 
more hearty support of educational meas
ures. The schools, as I have already 
remarked, were not free schools. But 
in some localities, as in Michigan, a 
fund was raised by direct taxation, and 
provisions were made whereby the chil
dren of the very poor should receive in
struction without cost ; by thus placing 
education within the reach of all, it 
was hoped that the public would event. 
ually .. be benefited by genius and tal
ent which would otherwise have died in 
obscurity." All who were able to pay 
for the tuition of their children were 
obliged to do so. The school terms 
were of brief duration-brief because of 
the many necessities and restrictions of 
frontier life ; usually there was a winter 
term of two or three months, and occa
sionally a short summer term for the 
benefit of the very small children. The 
boy or young man who was able to at-
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tend school for a few weeks during 
three or four consecutive years was re
garded as being fortunate; great things 
were to be expected of one who had en
joyed such rare opportllIlities. The pio
neer schoolmaster was not a professional 
teacher; on the contrary, he was usually 
a man of small attainments who taught 
simply as a temporary convenience, and 
during a time in which he could be 
doing nothing else. He was frequently 
chosen not 80 much for his scholarship 
as for his physical strength and his 
ability to manage the big boys. And 
the school was no paradise of delights. 
... How scarcely endurable was the con
finement I" writes one who was a pupil 
in those schools half a century ago. 
"We had to sit on backless benches 
all those long days, and we wished
anxiously wished-that recess or noon 
or night would come. Hours seemed 
like ages. May no generation be 80 
punished again I " 

The branches which were taught were, 
of course, only the most elemen~ and 
essential. To be able to read intelligibly 
in the New Testament, to spell words 
of four syllables in Webster's Spelling 
Book, and to cipher to the "Double Rule 
of Three," was proof of a very high 
grade of scholarship. Geography was 
for a long time a branch of instruction 
unknown to the schools; and as the 
day of newspapers and railroads had 
not yet arrived, the ignorance which pre
vailed regarding the outside world was 
little short of astounding. It must be 
remembered that this was during the 
period which might well be termed the 
Dark Ages of the West-the period in
tervening between the earliest pioneer 
days of struggle and hopeful enterprise, 
and the later regime of railroads and 
free schools and substantial progress. 
It was during this transitional period 
that the illiteracy and rudeness of the 
people of this section became proverbial, 
and that the names Buckeye, Hoosier, 
and Sucker began to be applied deri
sively to the natives, respectively, of 
Ohio, Indiana, and Dlinois. 

Yet the cause of education was by no 
means dead. While the free-school sys
tem thus languished in a chrysalis state, 
and the great plans projected by our 
early legislators were still void of fru-

ition, there were, nevertheless, many 
strong currents of influence at work for 
the promotion of geneml intelligence 
and the redemption of the fair name of 
the West. The idea of free schools was 
not generally regarded with favor. But 
few men were 80 poor as to be willing 
to partake of the State's charities even 
in the matter of the education of their 
children. There were many who looked 
upon any system of public schools with 
suspicion, fearing lest, in the absence of 
definite religious instruction, the minds 
of the pupils should be contaminated 
with a spirit of godlessness and unbe
lief. From these and other causes, the 
various Churches had very early taken 
in hand the matter of education and 
carried it forward with zeal and great. 
success. Among the French in Michi
gan, the Catholics had maintained paro
chial schools from a very early period. 
In 1804, Father Richard, a zealous mis
sionary, and afterward Territorial Dele
gate to Congress, established at Detroit. 
a school for girls, and also a lAtin school 
for young men. Four 1~ later there 
were six schools in Michigan. under his 
direction and patronage. In these schools, 
industrial training was made an impor
tant feature; for the girls were instruct
ed in sewing, knitting, spinning, and 
weaving-a knowledge of such things 
being regarded as of more value than 
mere book-learning. "Father Richard 
thought that his schools ought to re
ceive public assistance, and he applied 
to the Legislature for the grant of a lot
tery franchise; but though the evils of 
lotteries were not 80 well understood 
then &8 now, his application failed of 
effect, and his schools continued feeble 
and of low grade."· 

The pioneer preachers of the Protes
tant Churches, convinced that illiteracy 
was incompatible with piety and virtue, 
were equally zealous in promoting the 
cause of education among their people. 
In the organization and maintenance of 
sectarian schools none were more active 
or more faithful than the Methodists 
and the Quakers. The former estab
lished schools and academies in almost 
every community, and the education of 
their children as an imperative Christian 
duty was urged upon the membership 

• 000le7: JIIoIIIpD. 
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of the Church. For more than a third stacles and sore besetments whioh sur
of a century these schools continued to rounded them, and, being backed by ear
do a noble work, being gradually and nest Christian men and philanthropists, 
finally merged into the public schools or emerged from the trial victorious. Of 
broadened and elevated to the rank of these older colleges, organizedduringtbe 
colleges and universities. days of the pioneers or shortly afterward, 

The Quakers, whose settlements were at least thirty still survive to honor their 
clriefly in Indiana and Western Ohio and country and to fulfil the design of their 
Southeastern Michigan, were for a long organization. Yet the Churches, not 
time very averse to the education of satisfied to concentrate their endeavors 
their youth by "persons not in member- and their means upon a few institutions, 
sbi:p with Friends." Hence, wherever which might thus be amply endowed, 
thell" number was sufficient to make it have continued to multiply their enter
possible, they established and supported, prises and divide their resources, until 
by voluntary contributions, a system of there are now in the five States nearly 
"Monthly Meeting Schools" over which eighty colleges and universities under 
the Society exercised a judicious control, denominational control The influence 
and in which a more careful and more of these institutions cannot well be esti
thorough system of instruction prevailed mated; but its vastness may be in part 
than was then possible in the average comprehended when we learn that more 
district school In their "Quarterly than ten thousand young men and young 
Meeting Schools," some of whioh are women are to-day receiving instruction 
still in successful operation, a high grade in their halls. 
of secondary instruction was given, and In the meanwhile, however, the States 
a large number of enthusiastic young themselves were also active in making 
men and young women were fitted for endowments and providing for non-sec
the profession of teaching-a profession tarian colleges, to be supported in part, 
in which many of them afterward be- if not altogether, from the funds in the 
came distinguished. Next to the Oath- public treasury. The Oontinental Oon
olics, the Quakers were also among the graBS bad by the same Ordinance where
first to attempt the education of the Ind- by lands were granted to the publio 
ians; and although their labors in this schools ordered that "not more than 
direction have been attended with many two complete townships shall be given 
discouragements, they have not yet aban- perpetually for the purposes of an uni
doned the work. versity, to be laid oft' by the purchaser 

The other Protestant Ohurches were or purchasers, as near the centreas may 
by no means idle. Wherever there was be, 80 that the same shall be of good 
a aufficient number of any sect to jus- land, to be applied to the intended ob
tify the necessary expenditure, there a ject by the Legislature of the State." In 
denominational school or academy was . accordance with this provision, Ohio 
.tablished. The rivalry thus existing, University was established at Athens in 
and the general interest thus awakened 1809, and the first movement toward 
in the cause of common-school education giving due prominence to State univer
led to many earnest movements toward sities was inaugurated. In Michigan, as 
the establishment of colleges and uni- early as 1816--twenty years before the 
versities. The result was a large num- admission of that State into the Union 
ber of institutions bearing imposing -the plan of a great university was 
titles, yet too often possessed of nothing formulated. This plan was the result 
else save that Western type of faith of the joint labors of Father Richard, 
which not infrequently places trust in the Oatholic priest already mentioned, 
impracticable schemes. As might have and the Rev. John Monteith, a zealous 
been expected, many of these institutions but liberal Presbyterian clergyman. It 
were short-lived, and even their preten- resulted in the adoption by the Territo
tious names have long ago perished from rial Legislature of "An act to establish 
remembrance. Others, more tenacious the Oatholepistemiad, or University of 
of life, and perhaps more deserving of Michigania." This act was revised in 
it, struggled successfully against the ob- 1821, and the name of the institution 
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was changed to the University of Michi
gan. The other States, although some
what more tardy in their action, did not 
fail to follow a similar couree: Indiana 
University was founded at Bloomington 
in 1828; Dlinois College was founded 
at Jacksonville in 1830; and the Univer
sity of Wisconsin at Madison in 1849. 
Other State institutions and some pri
'V&te non-aectarian colleges have been es
tablished at a later period, swelling the 
entire number of colleges and universi
ties in this section to ninety-nearly 
one-fourth the entire number in the 
United States. The State universities 
are, as a rule, liberally patronized and 
supported, and take rank among the best 
educational institutions inAmerica. For 
example, the University of Michigan has 
at the present time an enrolment of more 
than fifteen hundred students, and oJfers 
advantages for study and instruction 
scarcely equalled, and certainly not ex
celled, by any of the older universities of 
the Eastem States. . 

It must, of couree, be acknowledged 
that among the ninety colleges and uni
versities in this section of the Union 
there is to be found more or less of that 
which is crude and superficial, and in 
some instances a grade of instruction 
but little superior to that aft"orded in 
a well conducted high school Yet, 
whatever may be said in derision of 
theee "fresh-water" colleges, they have 
been instruments of incalculable good 
in forwarding the intellectuaJ. develop
ment of the West. Aside from the 
fact that a large number of the most 
infuential men of the nation have been 
directly benefited by their instruction, 
they have from their organization been 
centres of infuence whence have em
anated rays of intelligence enlightening 
entire communities and through them 
exerting no small infuence upon the 
moral and social character of the people 
at large. Moreover, many of the West
em colleges were from the beginning 
the advocates of new methods and the 
exponents of new ideas in education. 
Their very freedom from conservatism 
-the outgrowth of Western contem:pt 
for ancient rut&-crested and set m 
motion a leaven of thought and discus
sion which overflowed sectional boun
daries and infected the more slowly plod-

ding institutions of older States with 
new doctrines, and infused into them a 
new life. For example, at Oberlin Col
lege in Ohio, founded in 1838, the the
ory of the coeducation of the sexes was 
for the first time in the world's history 
practically demonstrated, and proved to 
be not only practicable but in many in
stances advantageous. It is unnecessary 
to comment upon the fact that, within 
little more than half a century, the ex
periment there inaugurated so success
fully has overturned some of the cher
ished ideas of older institutions, and has 
in a measure revolutionized the educa
tional systems of the world. 

It was in a Western co11eae that the 
election of studies in the hig"her classes, 
and the multiplication of courees to 
meet the diverse wants and capabilities 
of diJferent students, first found encour
agement. It was there that the fact 
was first recognized and given due con
sideration that the same couree of study 
would not :l'repare young men for all 
the occupations of life, and that the 
time spent in acquiring a knowledge of 
certain branches was, in many instances, 
lost time and would better have been 
devoted to studies of a more practical 
value. 

It was in the West that the position 
of the State university as the head of a 
system of public instruction was first 
practically recognized. The dependence 
of the colleges upon the public high 
schools, and of the high schools upon 
the elementary schools, was emph881Zed 
and made more plainly apparent by a 
systematic gradation of stUdies whereby 
the work of one department merged 
naturally and easily into that of the 
next higher. Long before the East had 
begun to recognize the importance of 
manual training, there were Manual La.
bor Institutes and schemes for educa
tion in handicraft in operation in the 
West. These radical deviations from 
the old order of things were, of couree, 
in many instances, mere crude experi
ments, imperfect and unsatisfactory in 
their immediate eJfects, but bearing rich 
fruits in the after-time. In studying 
the history of the people of this section, 
and in considering the indebtedness of 
the entire country to Western in1luences, 
the importance of these movements in 
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the field of higher education should not 
be underrated. 

But, as has been already observed, 
while the energies of both Ohuroh and 
State were thus directed to the estab
lishment of colleges and universities, 
the system of common schools, so liber
ally provided for in the beginning, was 
permitted to languish undeveloped. This 
neglect was due partly to a misconcep
tion of the true scope and objeota of the 
free schools, partly to sectarian preju
dice and narrowness, and partly to the 
ill-management of the officers to whom 
the control of the public funds had been 
intrusted. Moreover, that the colleges 
and other higher schools of learning 
shonld receive the first earnest atten
tion and patronage of Ohnrch and State, 
was but following the common order of 
development. Strange though it may 
seem, educational institutions do not, at 
first, grow from below upward, but in 
the contrary manner. In every country 
the earliest fublic efthrt& for the ad
vancement 0 education have been ex
pended in the foundation of colleges 
and universities; then, at a later period, 
as the necessity of a more general dif
fusion of knowledge becomes recognized, 
the common schools are perfected, as 
the necessary basis of a complete sys
tem. In this respect, as well as in many 
others, the West has compressed within 
the limits of half a century the experi
ences and phenomena which in older 
countries extended through many ages 
and were the resnlts of a slow and te
dious J.>rocess of alternate growth and 
repreB81on. 

The public-school system in the West, 
when once the long dormant germ was 
fully matured, was a plant of rapid, 
though substantial, growth. But little 
more than a quarter of a century has 
elapsed since the awakening began and 
the true value and importance of the free 
school became generally recognized. In 
nothing else has there ever been a more 
wonderful or more noble progress. The 
log school-houses have vanished, to give 
place to handsome, often elegant, frame, 
brick, and stone edifices. Instead of the 
rudeness and discomfort which charac
terized the district school of the earlier 
day, every necessary convenience is at 
hand to give pleasure to the pupil and 

lend assistance to the teacher. The 
Fride of every -rillage is its school build
mg and its efficient publio school. in 
which every ohild may receive, free of 
cost, the beet instruction that is any
where aftbrded. There are to-day in 
the five States more than fifty thousand 
school-houses in which schools are main
tained from three to ten months every 
year. The value of these buildings, with 
the grounds, is considerably over eighty 
millions of dollars, which is more than 
one-half that of all other public school 
property in the Union. Nearly three 
millions of ohildren annually receive in
struction in the public schools; while 
more than eighty-five thousand teach
ers, a large number of whom have been 
trained especially for their work, are em
ployed as instructors. The total amount 
expended each year for the support of 
these schools somewhat exceeds thirty
two millions of dollars, or more than 
eight dollars for each ohild of school 
age within the States. 

As to the character of the instruction 
given, it is sufBcient to say that it is 
nowhere excelled. Not New England 
with her school system two centuries 
old, nor New York with her wealth and 
splendid advantages, can exhibit better 
methods of teaching, or better results, 
than can be found in the towns and 
cities of any of the five States under 
diaouaaion. Quite recently, also, the 
country district schools have made won
derful advancement, and in some locali
ties rival in thoroughness the more fa
vol'tld graded schools of the towns. The 
publio high schools have long ago, by 
the very excellent quality of the instruc
tion given in them, supplanted in most 
oases the private and sectarian academies, 
and rendered the support of such insti
tutions unnecessary. In some of the 
States they are the authorized prepara
tory schools for the universities and other 
State institutions. The high school at 
Ann Arbor, Mich., "annually," it is said, 
"for the ten years preceding 1884, grad
uated an average number of pupils, with 
full preparation to enter upon a regular 
university course, greater, it is believed, 
than is fitted for college in any other 
publio school in the country." 

In no other section of the United 
States is so much attention paid to the 
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professional training and education of 
teachers. Institutes for instruction in 
the most advanced methods of eduC&
tion are held annually in every county, 
and these are attended by all the teach
ers. In some of the States, township 
institutes are also required by law ; and 
attendance upon them is made obligatory. 
Besides these-and indeed of far greater 
importance and value--there are numer
ous Normal and Training Schools, some 
controlled by the State, some by town 
or city corporations, and some by pri
vate individuals, which have been estab
lished for the thorough, systematic, and 
philosophio teaching of teachers. In 
Indiana alone there are twelve institu
tions of this kind, in whioh more than 
seven thousand five hundred men and 
women annually receive instruction and 
professional training. The teachers are 
also banded together in innumerable 
associations and reading circles-town
ship, county, and State--for purposes 
of mutual aid and imFrovement. One 
result of all this activity is that the 
teachers of these States are always to 
be found in the van of progress. No 
new theory of education, no improved 
method of instruction, no valuable text
book on any of the oommon school 
branches, no foundation prinoiples of 
pedagogics, that they are not acquaint
ed with and able to apply or discuss. 
It cannot be denied that they are prone 
to the riding of hobbies, and that their 
enthusiasm. sometimes carries them be
yond the bounds of wise discretion, yet 
as a rule they constitute an element of 
progress in the State and community 
whose presence cannot be ignored and 
the value of whose labors cannot be 
overestimated. Their in1luence upon 
educational methods and movements 
throughout the country can be best il
lustrated by noting what the West has 
done in a general way toward revolu
tionizing or improving the system of 
public-school instruction. 

It was in the West that the idea of 
graded sohools was first completely 
formulated and made practically suc
cessful It was in the West that the 
superintendency of schoo1s--countyand 
city-was first generally recognized as 
essential to the success of the system. 
It was in the West that the earliest and 

some of the ablest expounders of the 
"new education," in this country, at
tempted the practical application of 
their theories. While yet the country 
was but half settled and the public
school system little more than a J,>rom
ise, a former pupil of Pe&talozzi mtro
duced the methods of that reformer into 
the private schools of the lower Wabash 
Valley. Long before a "new departure" 
had been discovered in the schools of 
Quincy, and heralded to the world as 
the beginning of a great reformation, 
the se11-same methods, there so highly 
eulogized, were being practically dem
onstrated in scores of cities and towns 
in the West. And it is to the progres
sive lIJ>irit of the West, which permeates 
and VIvifies every department of public 
or private enterprise, that almost all 
other reforms and improvements dur
ing the past quarter of a century have 
been in some measure due. 

vm. 

PBooBB88 in literature and in the cul
tivation of literary tastes and habits is 
not to be expected in a newly settled 
country. The men who hew down for
ests or subdue the stubborn sod of 
the prairies have little time and few 
opportunities for improving their minds 
by reading or study. Their energies 
must be direoted toward supplying the 
pressing needs of the hour; and mat
ters which seem to have but little im
mediate practical value must of neces
sity be postponed or ignored. A. gen
eral prosperity in material affairs, and 
the leisure which that prosperity makes 
possible must be secured before any 
considerable attainments in literature, 
science, or art can be hoped for. 

There was little in the environments 
of the early settlers in the Ohio Valley 
to encourage a taste for the cultivation 
of lette~there was very much to dis
courage and repress. The pioneer'S 
library was usually limited to the Bible, 
a few religious tracts, and a medical al
manac. He who had, in addition to 
these, a copy of the "Pilgrim's Prog
reBB," or some stray volume of poems, 
was indeed a fortunate man, with little 
else in the way of books to be desired. 
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.As has been in all primitive communi
ties, there was a tendency toward the 
cultivation of poetry. Old ballads, bits 
of rhyme, stray pi~ of doggerel, when 
they could be had, were carefully pre
served, or copied and passed from hand 
to hand. Verses of a mournful or semi
religious cast were especially cherished 
by the hard-working farmers' wives; 
and young girls on Sundays, or during 
their brief respites from labor on week
days sometimes amused themselves by 
expressing their favorite thoughts in 
the shape of rude rhymes. Some of 
these verses were occasionally deemed 
worthy of special preservation, and were 
long kept as mementos and keepsakes 
by the families or mends of the writers. 
At a later period an occasional volume 
of poetry found its way to the printer, 
and thence, bound in boards or cheap 
leather, to a limited but appreciative 
circle of readers. The poems of Mary 
Louisa Ohitwood, of Indiana, which pos
sessed not a little genuine merit, were 
read and admired in many Hoosier 
homes; and the anti-elavery verses of 
the young Quakeress, Elizabeth Mar
garet Ohandler, which breathed the true 
spirit of=aswell as of philanthropy, 
may be ed as Michigan's1irst con
tribution to the world of letters. It 
can hardly be doubted that there were 
"mute, inglorious Miltons" hidden for
ever from the world's ken in the great 
Western clearings. In every neighbor
hood there were seers of visions and 
dreamers of dreams who with more fa
vorable surroundings might have been 
poets or philosophers or leaders of 
men . 

.As a matter of course, no book was 
read more than the Bible; for the pi
oneers were pre-eminently religious. 
Their preachers were controversialists 
of the original stamp, never so happy 
as when demolishing the arguments of 
an opponent, or J?roving the falsity of 
every dogma not m harmony with their 
own teachings. Their popularity de
pended both upon their pugnacity and 
upon their ability to preach long sermons. 
A sermon requiring three hours for its 
delivery was proof positive not only of 
greatscho~~butofunimpeachab~ 
piety; and such was the faith and res-
19I1&tion of the hearers that they would 

permit no criticisms upon this part of 
the preacher's methods. Rival seota 
had little charity for one another. F.ch 
defended its own favorite practices and 
attacked those of others from every 
available rallying point; and the press 
was early made the vehicle for the ref
utation of heresies or the confusion of 
an opponent. It is not a matter of BUfIo 

prise, therefore, that scraps of contro.
versial literature obtained circulation 
and were highly prized by those whose 
sentiments they echoed. Indeed, there 
were men who felt themselves moved to 
write religious books; and the period 
of expectation which followed the first 
years of privation and trial gave rise to 
a feeble native literature of a p.oou
liar theological cast. To this litera
ture belon~ such works as .. The Voice 
of One Orymg in the Wilderness," * and 
numerous pamphlets and tracts, single 
copies and fragments of which are still 
preserved as heirlooms and curiosities. 
These primitive volumes are of no in
trinsic value; yet, should we compare 
them with much that was written in 
New England during its theological pe
riod, we should find in them nothing 
which need cause their authors serious 
disquietude. 

Twenty years later, when the country 
had fairly entered upon its present ca
reer of progress, and when the prift
tions of pioneer times had been almost 
forgotten, there sprung into existence a 
more vigorous class of controvel'llial 
writings. But few peoples !lave ever 
attained to a high state of enlighten
ment without first having passed through 
some such stage of religious disputation 
or of controversial literature. It seems to 
be an experience peculiar and nece&II&I'Y 
to young commonwealths, as certain dis
eases are peculiar to growing children. 
Rival preachers met at a country school
house, or at a village chmch, and held 
long disputations upon some question 
of faith or some matter of ditference 
in church practice. Their arguments, 
which one must BU8pect were often in
tolerably dull to the hearers, being writ
ten down and separately edited, were af
terward printed for circulation among 

• The Vol"" of ODe OryIDJr In tile WIkIern---'-Iq All 
Jha7 to ateD4 tbe RetOl'lllaUoII. BJ FrancIa WIlIIiIIIeI4 
Bmmona, B_ Ia. (Indiana). PrlDtecl a~ N~ 
188'l. Oop7dgbt Il'lllll to tile PDbIIo. 
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their respective friends and adherent.. 
Some dozens of volumes, having a very 
limited circulation, but still occaaionally 
seen upon the shelves of certain minis
ters of the Gospel, were thus brought 
into existence. To the same period 
belong, also, a number of theological 
works bearing enigmatical titles aimilar 
to the following: 

Oolleckmea: a Collection and Ez.posi
lion of Thing. Relating to the 1\00 AdafM •. 
A OhriBtadelpl&ilIn Work. 

The Oonflict of Ages Ended j a Suc
cedaneum to Beecher. Oonflict of Age •• 

Within the decade immediately pre
ceding the war a 81lIprising number of 
works like the above were written and 
published in the West. A. few were 
honored by production from a city 
press, but the most were printed in 
country towns, and their existence was 
as brief as it was obscure. Such writ
ings merit mention, not because of any 
literary merit, but as illustrating the 
phases of intellectual and moral growth 
through which the people of the Weat 
-much in the same way as those of older 
countries-have successively p&IIIed. 

But the early literature of this section 
WB8 not exclusively theological. The 
Hon. Isaac Blackford, Judge of the Su
preme Court of Indiana, compiled and 
published eight volumes of Reports, 80 
carefully written, so comprehensive, and 
so practical, that they are now regarded 
by jurists the world over, not only as 
valuable works of reference, but as the 
most trustworthy authority on many 
matters of doubt or dispute. This was 
perhaps the only work of really perma
nent value produced during the period 
of settlement. A few local histories, 
and some stories of Western adventure, 
complete the list. 

When, at length, railroads came, and 
the telegraph, and a net-work of iron be
gan to be spread all over the country, a 
new direction WB8 given to the thoughts 
and aspirations of the people. Bither
to, communication with other States had 
been difficult, and little WB8 known of 
what was transpirin~ in distant parts of 
the world. The mails had been by no 
means frequent in their visits, nor were 
they very heavily laden with the news of 
the day. A boy on horseback, riding 
over the road once a week with a small 

Jl8(lkage of letters in a mail-bag, had 
'been the limit of the mail-aervice at most 
of the P08t-otBces. Poring the earlier 
days the rates of postage had been very 
high-being regulated according to the 
distance-and the expense of letter-car
riage WB8 always paid by the receiver, 
not by the sender; hence there was not 
much correspondence between the set
tlers and their friends in the older States. 
But now, when the mails arrived dailv 
and communication with the most di&. 
tant points WB8 a matter of only a few 
days, the life of the people was, in a 
manner, changed. The in1luence of the 
cities and larger towns began to be 
felt. The weeldy newspaper became a 
welcome visitor in many homes. An 
increasing curiosity WB8 aroused con
cerning the doings of the rest of the 
world; books of travel and adventure 
were eagerly sought and as eagerly read 
and discussed ; the itinerant book-agent 
with his stock of literary wares became 
a well-known and not always an unwel
come caller at the doors of the farm
houses. The period of the "renais
sance .. had indeed come to the Western 
people. 

The popular demand for reading mat
ter and for the means of acquiring gen
eral information rapidly increased, and 
developed into a craving not more for 
knowledge than for the lIlere pleasura
ble excitement of becoming acquainted 
with books. The public schools, as we 
have already noted, had but lately be
gun to BBSUme their proper place and 
functions; and their in1luence but 
heightened the general awakening. As 
a consequence, in some of the States 
hundreds of small public libraries were 
established. The formation of town
ship libraries as a part of the grand sys
tem of popular education placed books 
of the very best class within the reach of 
every person who wished to read. Most 
of these libraries have long ago disap
peared-the prey of petty thievery and 
bal neglect---but the good which they 
accomplished, just at the time when 
their aid WB8 most needed, can never be 
overestimated. Many a young man who 
afterward. attained success and perhaps 
achieved distinction in some of the 
higher walks of life WB8 awakened 
to nobler aspirations and endeavors 
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through the reading of books thus made 
accessible to him. 

In Indiana., during this same period 
of literary awakening, if we may apJ?ly 
that term, nearly two hundred libranes, 
known as Workingmen's Libraries, were 
founded in dift'erent parts of the State. 
The funds for the purchase of these 
libraries were provided by one William 
Ma.cl.ure, a wealthy Scotch philanthrop
ist, who bequeathed what was then con
sidered a very large fortune for their 
support. It was Maclure who had 
endeavored to establish manual. labor 
schools in the West, forty years before 
the subject of hand-training had become 
a matter for inquiry and discuasion in 
educational circles; and through his in
fiuence the methods of PestaJozzi had 
been made known also in this country 
a quarter of a century previous to their 
general acceptance by the more progres
sive teachers. 

Through the induences and aids 
which have been enumerated, the peo
ple of the West became a reading 
people, and the dift'usion of knowledge 
among the masses remained no longer an 
unsolved problem. The great political 
questions which about this time began 
to press forward for solution increased 
the general desire for knowledge. News
papers representing every phase of 
political opinion found their way into 
the remotest country places, and if 
they did nothing more, they stirred up 
thought; and when the crisis of war 
came, the people of the West were as a 
body able to act intelligently, and ready 
to act promptly. The war seemed not 
in the least to check the progress of in
tellectual growth, but rather to hasten 
it, by presenting new subjects for 
thought and by opening up wider fields 
for action. The men of these States, 
coming into contact with citizens of 
other sections, were able to measure 
their own strength by comparing it with 
that of others; they discovered by prac
tical experiment what was the probable 
extent of the attainments within their 
reach, and their faith in the West grew 
stronger than ever before. With the 
return of peace, grand projects were set 
on foot and carried to successful realiza.
tion. The idea of popular education re
ceived new encouragement j the public 

schools and colleges, as we have &heady 
shown, at once advanced to the front, 
and took rank among the most eflicient 
in the world; and the taste for good 
reading, already awakened, was fostered 
and directed to the attainment of im
portant resnlt.s. 

There are now being published in this 
section more than three thousand neWB
papers and other periodicals, the aggre
gate circula.tion of which, per issue, is 
over seven million copies. In addition 
to these indigenous pUblications, the pe
riodicals devoted to literature, art, and 
religion, the more famous political or
gans, and the great magazines of New 
York and Boston, find liberal patronage 
-so liberal, in fact, that we may safely 
place the aggregate circulation of a.ll 
classes of periodicals at nearly fourteen 
million copies per issue, or one copy for 
every man, woman, and child in the five 
States. But, that the reading of ala.rge 
proportion of the people is not confined 
to matter of an ephemeral kind, we have 
ample proof. There are now in this 
section more than twelve hundred pub
lic libraries, containing over three hun
dred volumes each, to say nothing of 
perhaps a triple number of smaller but 
valuable collections. Besides these, there 
are innumerable large private libraries, 
and libraries belonging to clubs and as
sociations. .All these cannot fail to ex
ercise an important in1luence in favor 
of mind and heart culture, and the ad
vancement of liberal and enlightened 
ideas. 

In the cities and larger towns, socie
ties for literary culture and enjoyment 
have for many years been maintained by 
persons of leisure and the younger class 
of professional men. Perhaps none of 
these are more famous or have done 
more valuable work than the Detroit 
Young Men's Society, which at dift'erent 
times enrolled among its members some 
of the ablest and most famous states
men and jurists of this country. With
in a more recent period., the organiza
tion of literary clubs and reading circles 
has extended, not only into the towns, 
but into the sma.ller villages and num
bers of country communities remote 
from any of the great educational cen
tres. The cha.ra.cter of the work accom
plished by these associations varies, of 
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course, with the tastes, capabilities, and 
desires of their members; but, as a rule, 
they eschew that which is simply frivo
lous or superficial, and devote their en
ergies to the study of subjects requiring 
thought and patient investigation. I 
have before me the programmes for the 
current year of a large number of ass0-
ciations of this kind. I take them up 
hastily and at random. The first is that 
of a Woman's Reading Club in a small 
town in the midst of a rich agricultural 
region; and the subject to which its 
members devote the entire year's study 
is United States history, with a series of 
readings and discussions on matters re
lating to the science of government. 
The next is the programme of a certain 
Afternoon Club-also a society of ladies 
-and indicates subjects for the consid
eration of its members which are of a 
more ambitious cast, such as " Socrates 
and the Socratic Method," "Bacon's 
Philosophy," "Goethe:' "Dante," "Swe
denborg." The third - still another 
woman's club--contains a plan for a 
year's work on the history of Anglo
Saxon England, including the reading 
of "King Lear," "Cymbeline," and Ten
nyson's "Idylls of the King." The fourth 
comes also from a country town remote 
from an}' college, and is the programme 
of the tjpencer Class, a society of gen
tlemen and ladies who have devoted one 
evening of each fortnight to the study 
of the "Data of Ethics" and Schlegel's 
" Philosophy of History." Then follow 
the cards of numerous Shakespeare 
Clubs, some located in the cities. but 
more in country places, and all seeming 
to be deeply interested in the pursuit of 
knowledge conceming the bard of Avon 
and his works. Next I find the circulars 
of certain Browning Clubs and Brown
ing Societies, some of which have devot
ed months and years to the enjoyable 
reading and study of their favorite au
thor, and are still continuing the work 
with ever-increasing ardor. These are 
simply illustrations of the kind of study 
and the character of the reading which 
is being done in this year of our Lord 
one thousand eight hundred and eighty
eight all over that country which but a 
short time ago was an uncultivated wil
derness. Nor is this all. There are nu
merous professional associations whose 

members are pursuing certain prescribed 
courses of reading for the purpose of 
inte1lectnaJ improvement and culture. 
Prominent among these latter are the 
Teachers' Beading Circles, organized 
under the auspices of State educational 
associations, and controlled by them 
through the agency of committees and 
boards of local managers. At the pres
ent time these circles have an aggregate 
membership of more than fifteen thou
sand persons, and these are engaged in 
the systematic study of such works as 
Green's" History of the English People," 
Tame's " English Literature," or Sully's 
" Psychology." Examinations are held 
at stated times, and certificates or diplo
mas are awarded to such as complete the 
prescribed course of reading in a man
ner satisfactory to the board of JD8.1l&o 
gers. 

While these movements have been go
ingon in the direction of mental improve
ment and literary culture, the West has 
produced not a few original thinkers 
and writers of its own, and has done 
much toward the upbuilding of our 
national literature. There are numbers 
of individuals who, either being natives 
of the West or writing under the in8u
ence of long residence there, have made 
valuable and permanent contributions to 
the literature of America. In the de
partment of prose fiction, the number 
of Western writers is by no means small, 
and includes some of the most celebrat
ed novelists of to-day. Of poets and 
versifiers, the name is legion; nor is their 
work altogether confined to productions 
of an ephemeral character; genuine po
ems of a sterling character, including two 
recent translations of Virgil, attest the 
character of Western taste in poetry. 
Of historians, at least a dozen might be 
named, the authors of works of every 
shade of scholarship from a history of 
American literature to a discussion of 
the claims of Columbus as the true dis
coverer of America. Of writers on phi
losophy and ethical subjects, a brilliant 
array of names might be presented. Of 
contributors to the literature of educa
tion, no other section of the Union can 
boast so many and so able. Of sci
entists, many of the most notable in 
America are or have been residents of 
these States, and have accomplished a 
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large part of their work while there. 
In the field of literary criticism, there 
is an increasing number of able writers. 
The mere mention of the names of men 
and women in the West who have en
riched our national literature by their 
contributions would exceed the limits 
of this paper. Enough has been said 
to show that the trend of thought, even 
in rural communities, is in the direction 
of enlightenment, refinement, and men
tal culture. Should the present rate of 
progress continue for another quarter 
of & century, who can say whether the 
East or the West shall occupy the first 
position as regards intellectual attain
ments, the triumphs of literature, and 
the graces of social life ? 

IX. 

SBVEBAL years ago, the Hon. William 
H. Seward, in a speech before a Western 

audience, ventured the prediction that 
"power would not much longer linger 
on the narrow strip between the Atlan
tic and the slopes of the Alleghaniee, 
but that the commanding field would 
soon be in the upper Mississippi Valley, 
where men and institutions would speak 
and communicate their will to the na
tion and the world." The centennial 
anniversary of the passage of the Ordi
nance respecting the Northwestern Ter
ritory witne88es the fulfilment of that 
prediction. That section of our coun
try which one hundred years ago was 
regarded as barely worth the attention 
of our national legislators, has become 
the most important element in the su
perstructure of our government. In 
respect not only of position, but of 
wealth, of natural fertility, of political 
influence, of intellectual strength, of 
literary promise, it may well assume 
the right to be regarded as the Cen
tre of the Republic. 

MORNING IN VENICE. 

By /Jessie Gray. 

'GAJlIIST the dusk-gold of morn's candescent sky 
Strike dome and campanile, sharp and clear, 
Jangling sweet bells on the still city's ear. 

Strange scents of musk and myrtle hover nigh; 
The frail pomegranate-blo880ms, hanging high 

Above the dark canal, drop straight and sheer, 
Drift on, a crimson fleet, then disappear. 

High-heap'd with sun-kiss'd fruits, the boats go by 
With cadenc'd oar to the gay market-place, 

Where purple, bloomy grapes, for very stre88 
Of swollen sweetne88, burst and spill their wine ; 
Where bronzed melons lie, in shade and shine, 

And the Sea City's definite impreBS 
Glows in swart splendor from each dusky face. 



Morning in Venice. 



THE DECORATION OF VASES. 

By William P. P. Lo"gffllou'. 

~il~=~~ HE whole subject of 
decoration is made 
difficult for us and 
its practice con
fused by a loose ha
bit in the use of the 
words decorate and 
decoration. In 

strictness, to decorate is to add beauty to 
something by adding to it ornament, or 
perhaps color, and implies something to 
be decorated. It is all inconvenience 
to have no better name than trinket, 
knick-knack, gewgaw, for a thing that 
exists for its prettiness alone; and so 
we stretch the more reputable word 
to cover such thing~. So, IJlso, people 
speak of decorating a slab of wood or 
stone by painting or carving something 
on it, when the slab, if it exists only for 
the sake of what is on it, is no more 
decorated by this than the painter's can
vas is decorated by his picture. Let 
us use the word now in its true sense, 
by which decoration exists for the sake 
of the thing to which it is applied. The 
distinction concerns us, for neglect of it 
has led decorators into serious faults. 
It is easy, in the desire to do something 
called decorative, to think only of the 
charm of what we are doing. without re
gard to the thing to which we are doing 
it. This is a besetting sin of amateur 
decorators, and we have to acknowledge 
that many clever professional artists, 
painters, and sculptors, who have lately 
been tempted into decorative work, must, 
in this aspect, be regarded as amateurs. 
There is an army of their followers who 
are not professional, but have a certain 
artistic interest I\Dd capacity. These do 
work which ofteu pleases by its native 
feeling, but necessarily lacks the COlll-

mand of color and effect which the skil
ful painter can give, while both together 
are apt to disappoint by poverty in dec
orative material and ignorance of deco
rative law. 

It is easy to be misled by forgetting 
that pictorial and decorative qualities 
are distinct - not irreconcilable, but 
never to be confounded. A picture ex
ists for itself and is supreme. A. decora
tion, existing for the sake of the thing 
to which it is applied, is subordinate. 
You may paint a picture on a towel, 
but it does not decorate the towel; it 

Fig. I.-From Audll.y', Keromic Art of Jopon. 

simply turns it into a canvas, and makes 
a very poor towel of it. The result is 
not artistic, but incongruous. The like 
distinction holds between independent 
sculpture and ornamental carving. In 
both arts, it is true, the two kinds, the 
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independent and ornamen
tal, run into each other. It 
is 88 hard to draw the line 
between them 88 between 
the animal kingdom and the 
vegetable; but the distinc
tion is just as real, though 
the classes touch at their 
boundary and interlace . 
Mural painting, for instance, 
is both pictorial and deco
rative. It cannot be treated 
like easel painting, for the 
pictorial qualities must be 
restrained to make room for 
the decorative-it must be 
so painted as to be becoming 
to the flat wall and look like 
part of it, whereas the easel 
picture is made to give dis
tance, and is isolated from 
the wall by a strong frame. 
How far in any kind of work 
the pictorial element may 
prevail, and how far the dec
Ol'ative, is to be determined 
by that sense of harmony 
and fitness which is the ar
tistic conscience, and like the 
moral conscience needs the 
enlightenment of discipline. 
The beauty of a fine vase 
should be respected by its 
decorator, who should not 
by his painting or carving 
contradict or override it, 
but enhance it. The Selt
zer jug which the young 
lady amateur elects to dec-
orate, and which has no 
beauty, is properly to be looked at, not 
as a decorated object, but as a picture
frame, in which aspect we must regard 
it as far from satisfactory. 

Briefly, then, in applying sculpture or 
painting to any object, the pictorial or 
sculpturesque elements and the decora
tive should be proportioned to the inde
pendent importance of the object. If 
the object has beauty, the office of dec
oration is to bring out that beauty, not 
to divert attention from it. If it has 
beauty of shape, the decoration is to be of 
a kind to ally itself to that and empha
size its excellence; its greatest offence 
is to seem hostile and unsympathetic to 
it. It has been the fashion lately to use 

Fi,. 2.-From Audlley. 

natural forms for decoration, especially 
plants and flowers. It is a wholesome 
thing to draw and paint plants, if it is 
done with faithfulness. They are good 
for ornament if they are used in a way 
that suits them and the thing to which 
they are applied, but this is not to be 
accomplished by simply throwing them at 
it. A painter once said to me: "Aftel· 
all, there is no way in which you can ar
range a handful of flowers so well 88 by 
simply dropping them on the table, and 
letting them lie as they fall" This is 
true enough, if you are looking merely 
for natural ease of arrangement, and 
want to make a picture of the flowers for 
their own sake, taking your chance of an 
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unlucky juxtaposition. But thiF! iF! not by foreF!horlening whatever is lai<l upon 
decoration, nor do flowers applied in this them. There are portions of their sur
manner become the object that wears face where this distortion is excessh-e, 
them. The fOlm thatis chosen for oma.- and breaks of continuity which dislocate 
mental use must give up something of and ruin any natural form that crosses 
its freedom, must be seen to regard, as them. One might think that these COD-

Fi,. 3.-From AudllOy. 

ditionF! would hardly need insisting OD, 

yet they are constantly violated. 
There is, however, a whole arsenal of 

forms which men have invented for these 
uses, and which therefore are suited to 
them. The supply is inexhaustible : new 
ones can be added as fast as decorators 
have the skill to invent them. A circle 
or a cusp, a rosette or an anthem ion is 
not injured by foreshortening, or by 
bending over the shoulder of a vase. 
WhereaF! a leafy spray, still more a hu
man or animal figure, loses all itF! chann 
by distortion, these simpler forms are 
only varied into new and harmonious 
shapes. Their serried arrangement gives 
a series of closely related forms which 
offer a new charm, like skilful variations 
on a melodic theme. Such material, 
therefore, makes a better decorative de
Rign than finer natural forms. A flat 

it were, the looks of the thing that it 
ornaments. It is like a woman's dress. 
The finest gown does not look well un
less it fits the wearer, and, what is more 
important, the wearer does not look well 
in it. We all know persons whose 
clothes look, in the common phrase, as 
if they were pitchforked on to them, and 
this is just the fashion in which a great 
deal of decoration is applied. The real 
aim being pictorial, the decorations are 
put on wherever there is room for them, 
and the result has the dowdiness of an Fi,.4.-From Lau ', 0'0 G".ch,,,hen V ... n. 

elaborately ill-dressed woman. Natural 
forms are the most troublesome in this plaque may be painted with pretty much 
respect: they have a stubbornness which any kind of subject, being not a dec
makes them refuse to adapt themselves orated object, but a picture, and to be 
readily to the figure of anything else. judged as a picture. Most vases have 
The surfaces of almost all decorated ob- portions of comparatively flat surface 
jects, and especially those of vases, are where decorative restraints are not se
so curved and modelled that they distort verely felt, and where natural forma, 
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• 

Fi,. S.-From a Va .. in the Munich Collection. 

carefully chosen and applied, may be 
used with more or less of the freedom 
of pictorial treatment. Other parts of 
their surface, sharply modulated or nar
rowly limited, require a strictly dec
orative handling, Ilnd from these such 
forms must be banished. Some-many 
Chinese and Japanese vases, for instance 
-with simple shapes and little or no 
articulation, lay but little constraint on 

the decorator, at the same time that 
they give small scope for his decorative 
skill. Others, like Greek vases, with 
carefully articulated forms and sharply 
defined divisions of surface, hold him 
severely to his task, while they stimu-. 
late the hest exercise of his power. 

Carefully decorated antique vases will 
prove that these distinctions have been 
felt by their painters (compare Figs. 7, 
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9, 14:, and 20), and a little consideration 
will show that the tendency of decorators 
nowadays is to ignore them. Enthusiasm 

Fi,. 6.-From Audll.y. 

for the Oriental arts, especially for the 
Japanese; admiration of their color, sym
pathy with their freedom, have, I think, 
especially misled us Americans, who have 
no tradition to steady us. It is danger
ously easy to confuse the application of 
a foreign art, as where we divert the 
decorative forms and methods of a Per
sian rug to a dinner-plate or a stained 
window: to emulate its excellences is 
not so easy. We can cat.ch the negative 
qualities of the Japanese artists-their 
disregard of symmetry, their noncha
lance, neglect of the qualities of abstract 

get enormous quantities, has, for the 
most part, no shape to speak of; and 
though it is painted with a survival of 
skill which is far beyond what we can 
command for like work, there is the least 
possible relation between the ornament 
and the object to which it is applied. 

But if we look back at the earlier and 
more careful work of Japanese potters, 
we shall find that they were as careful 
of the laws of real decoration as the 
Greeks themselves. They never cared 
so much for pure form as the Greeks, 
and in this, therefore, they have never 
succeeded so well. Fondness for nat
uralism and for picturesqueness of 
treatment has always been more or lees 
their characteristic, and here is the most 
conspicuous of the differences between 

form, insensitiveness to proportion-but Fi,. 7.-The v ... of Solibios. 

we cannot sit down at our tables and 
emulate offhand their superb draughts- Greek art and Japanese. But it is in
manship, their wonderful skill in ren- teresting to note that in the kind of art 
dering the essential and eliminating the which we are considering, the system of 
non-essential, their exquisite naturalism, design has been very much the same, 
charm of color, union of elegance and and the order of changes much alike 
ease. Moreover, we have taken our les- in spite of great divergence of char
sons mostly from the lower stratum. acter. In both the development ranges 
Weare flooded with cheap and hasty from an early period of formalism to a 
productions from Kioto, Tokio, and oth- late one of freedom,-with the Japan
er cities where the Western commercial ese to one of great license. In both, at 
spirit is replacing the native artistic the finest period, neither freedom nor 
conscience. The pottery, of which we formality has been absolute master. I 
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think we may safely say that the culminating point of every naturally developed 
art, following a time of severe formality, has been a time of restraint, marked by 
an even balance between orderliness and freedom, and that the smothering of 
order in freedom is always a sign of decadence. American art, it is true, is at 
present in an acce88 of extreme freedom, and yet we hope that it is on its way to-

Fi,. 8.-From Raciner, Ornament Polychrome. 

ward its culmination, not falling away from it. But our art, which has its begin
ning necessa.rily in eclecticism, and not in spontaneous ·invention or primal tradi
tion, cannot be said to follow the line of natural development. The natural steps 
may be reversed in its career; the conditions of its nurture are abnormal, and we 
watch its growth with the same solicitude with which we follow the development 
of a foundling, deprived of nature's sustenance and brought up on the bottle. 

H we examine two of the four illustrations of Japanese vases here given (Figs. 2 
andS), and compare them with the Greek examples, we sba.ll see that the distribution 

and application of the deco
ration are essentially the same. 
I think we can see that the 
Japanese cared a little more 
in proportion for his adorn
ment per se, and the Greek a 
little more for his vase, or that 
the Japanese thought more of 
its pictorial aspect and less of 
its shape than the Greek. Nev
erthele88, the one was as careful 
as the other to limit his picto
rial adornment to the broader 
surface, where the representa
tions would be least distorted. 
Obviously the principal deco
ration was entitled to the prin
cipal place, but this is not all. 
It will be seen that the mar-

_ gins, the junction of members, 
the positions where curvature 
is abrupt and the applied orna
ment liable to great foreshort
ening, are covered with forms 
of a very different kind, which 
do not suffer, but rather gain, 

F'g. 9.-From • Vue In the Multo Archeolo,ico, Floren... by their disposition (Figs. 2 
and 3). 

While the broader surface of the body of the vase is in each case covered with 
a free representation of natural forms, the articulations of the rim and foot, 
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or the base line, where in Fig. 3 there 
is no foot-even the union of the 
body and neck, though this is not ar
ticulated-are scrupulously defined by 
conventional ornament so chosen that 

purpose. We may notice also the care 
which is taken in the Satsuma vase to 
introduce a transition from the severity 
of the convention," ornament to the 
freedom of the picture b~' interposing 

the cusped line at 
the bottom, and the 
more marked band 
of like character at 
the junction of the 
neck. 

it adapts itself to 
the swell or con
tra!!tion of the out
line. The spring
ing lines about the 
base, the drooping 
f r i n g e upon t,he 
neck, mark the up
right tendency of 
the mse: the radi
ation given to these 
lines by foreshort
ening enhances the 
effect of the mod
elling; the perspec
tive crowding of 
the ornamental 
forms against the 
outline, right and 
left, gives a charm

Fig. !O.-From Mo.o • . 

}'ig.6 shows a jar 
of a more archaic 
type, on which 
there are no natu
rnl forms, but only 
conventional orna
ments carefullY ad
justed to its lines. 
The effect of the 
w llOle is curiously 
Egn)tian in color, 
treatment, and de
tail. Fig. 1 gives 
the opposite ex

ing variety to their arrangement, nnd 
displays the shape of the VBse by ac
centing its roundness. The strong 
band about the throat of the Satsuma 
vase (Fig. 2) is needed to bear out its 
inordinate neck. It has also, I suspect, 
a raison d'atre in the survival of a band 

treme of 100seneBB in treatment. It is 
a modern cOlmterfeit Satsuma jar; and 
very well represents the phase of Japan
ese art to which we are most accustomed. 
The painting is excellent in its kind, and 
the kind is that which is most often taken 
for a model. The forms have no rela-

Fig. !I.-From Engloflold. 

which in other vases of the same ware tion whatever to the YBSe, except that 
marks the attachment of two rings in they are laid upon it. If they could be 
place of handles, these being themselves, stripped off they might be just as appro
as I again suspect, survivals of the rings priately laid upon any other piece of a 
attached to bronze vases for a similar whole dinner-set. The jar, to be sure. 



THE DECORATION OF VASES. 609 

bas no form to speak of, and so is not 
subject to much injury from the con
tempt with which its shape was treated. 
For clear judgment we need to dis
tinguish between the picturesque qual
ity of the painting and the feeblene88 
of the decoration. We may ascribe to 
the painting, imperfectly shown here, 
the excellences of Japanese draughts
manship-freedom, directness, sureness, 
and picturesqueness of drawing, and 
charm of color. Considered as a deco
ration, as a clothing for the vase, it is 
el'eminate and insipid. The two to
gether do not make a design. But for 
the single eft'ort at adjustment shown in 
making the picture re-enter into itself 
as it comes round the jar, it might as 
well be snipped out of a sheet of printed 
gelatine and glued to it. We buy such 
things and look at them with satisfaction, 
pleased with their skill and picturesque
ness, and sinking their decorative short
coming, 88 we forgive the peacock's voice 
for the splendor of his plumage. But 
when we are considering what true de
coration is, or are looking for models to 
imitate, we owe ourselves an account of 
the shortcomings. 

Even the Oriental nations to whom 
we should be least inclined to look for 
severity of example have the same les
son for us. For instance, if a Persian 
artist bas to design a stu1l' amenable 

Fi .. 13._From Lau. 
f 

to the scissors, he may allow himself the 
full license of all-over ornament (Fig. 
8,'). But if he bas in hand a plate, 

VOL. Ill.-MI 

with its firmly circumscribed outline, its 
rim and its hollowed centre, this is the 
way in which he adapts his ornament to 
it (Fig. 8,'). 

Lef us now look at the decoration of 
Greek vases. The principles I have 
been discussing are applied even in the 
very old, so-called archaic style. In
deed, when men first beF to paint 
their pottery their single aun was to set 
it oft' to the best advantage, and they 

Fir. .2.-F,om Lau. 

learned to decorate well before they 
learned to draw well. In Figs. 16 and 17 
we see the base already set oft' by a 
radiating ornament like the corolla of a 
flower, which asserts the swelling form 
and upward spring of that part of the 
vase. The likeness to the Japanese vases 
we have examined cannot be overlooked. 
This ornament varies in detail, and is 
most persistent, by virtue of its special 
appropriateness, enduring from the ear
liest period till the latest, when the 
spread of the black glaze obliterated all 
painted ornament. It is apparently de
rived from Egypt, and may be seen 
springing about the bottom of the shaft 
of the lotus columns, in a form which 
curiously resembles the lower ornament 
on the Japanese bottle (Fig. 3). In the 
late carved vases it is usually replaced 
by a reeding or fluting (Figs. 7, 18, and 
19), which still follows and illustrates 
the meridian lines of the body 88 they 
spring from the foot, and gives buoyancy 
to the form. 

The most important articulation or 
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division is the junction of the neck, and 
to this, accordingly, the decorator gives 

Fi,. 14.-From Lau. 

special care. Just as it has been the in
stinct of women in all ages to clasp their 
necks and wrists with necklaOOs and 
bracelets, and to put girdles about their 
waists, 80 the decorator seized upon the 
articulations of his amphora or his leky
thus as the natural resting-place of his 
ornament. The shoulder, where the 
body of the vase is gathered in and the 
great change of form occurs, is again 

the place where 
the meridian 
lines become of 
value. Accord
ingly there is a 
common disp0-
sition to sur
round it with a 
band of radiat
ing ornament 
which spreads 
downward over 
the shoulder, 
and marks these 
lines as they 
have been mark
ed at the base 
(Figs. 9 and 19). 

FI,. 1C5.-FlOm Lau. Natu.rally this 
drooping orna

ment is not given the same elastic spring 
as that at the base. Here again there is an 
analogy to the natural tendency of wom-

en to lay about their necks a spreadina' 
collar of lace, or a necldaoe of headwork 
or pendants, which falls over the bust and 
shoulders. The shoulder ornamenta of 
many amphorm 80 resemble the forms of 
antique necklaces and collarets as to 
suggest that the painter copied upon 
his vase the same ornament with which 
he adorned his mistreIIs, and with some
thing of the same affection. Fig. 20, 
repeated from a previous article, is a 
charming example of this collar deoora
tion. 

We should not fail to notice also the 
further office of these two radiating 
bands, in leading the eye, one upward 
and the other downward, to the middle 
surface of the vase, 80 turning attention 

Fl&. 15.-From Uu. 

to the central J.>ictme, which isrresmn
ably the most unportAnt part 0 the ar
tist's work, and concentrating the in
terest of the whole in the domjnating 
part. It is an excellent quality in a bor
der to be 80 designed as to turn atten
tion to the thing which it encloses, and 
this is a reason why borders with radi
ating lines are very becoming, when 
there is a central decoration or picture 
to be set oft', while running borders 
are most telling when they surround an 
unoccupied centre. But there is often 
a distinct banded ornament running in • 
cincture about the shoulder of the taee, 
as if to bind it firmly together. This may 
mark, especially in later vases, the level ~ 
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which the handles are set on, as in Figs. 
7, 12, and 13. Such bands are often used 
in other positions, whenever the design 
seems to need strengthening or support, 
and is alm08t universal, till a very late 
period, as a base or standing ground for 

the figures which 
form the central 
picture. In this 
last position the 
fret was used to 
typify the solid 
ground, and im
plies a landscape 
view (Figs. 5 and 
12), whiletheserolI, 
or wave ornament, 
as is well known. 
was the accepted 
type of the sea, and 
accompanied a sea 
picture, or a scene 

Fi, .• 7.-From Lau. m which the divin-
ities of the sea were 

present. But apparently this typical 
usage was not established till a some
what late period, and often gave way to 
purely decorative considerations. 

The neck itself 
was naturally set 
apart for a special 
ornament. This 
is apt to be a dense 
band of anthe
mion symmetrical 
about a central 
line, the elements 
of which point 
alike upward and 
downward (Figs. 
11 and 21). lthas 
given German 

Fi, •• 9.-From MOI.I. critics an oppor-
tunity to argue 

that this double direction of the orn .... 
ment is to indicate the double function 
of the neck in the inpouring and out
pouring of liquids. The explanation 
commends itself to the spirit of philos
ophy ; but the artistic mind does not 
work in this way nowadays, and I doubt 
if it ever did. It is safer to explain the 
form by the purely artistic considera
tion that it connects the members above 
and below. 

In later vases we often find the neck 
ornamented with elose cinctures of lau-

reI, ivy, or other wreaths (Figs. 20, 23}, 
or with free palmetto ornament (Fig. 23 , 
or with a group of figures (Figs. 13, 1'. 
In the late 
Apulian wide
mouthed am
phol'lB, or high 
craters, it be
came the fash
ion to apply 
a panel~rna
ment of rich 
and complicat
ed scroll work 
(Fig. 35). We 
may stop to 
notice how 
awkwardly, in 
Figs. 'and 13, F". ,8.-From M_I. 
the panel with 
its acute angles emfhasizes what is the 
fault in the shape 0 the vases, the sharp 
bulge in the curvature at the widest 
point, an effect which would be modified, 
but not lost, in a perspective view. The 
disposition, which showed itself during 
the transition from red Tases to black, 
to present the picture on the body in a 
squarish panel with a red ground while 
most of the vase was black, was a natural 
step in development, but perhaps not the 
happiest. Yet there was endless variety 
and an opportunity for much vigor and 
richness of effect, when once the parti

colored division 
was accepted, in 
disposing and pro
portioning the 
masses of light and 
dark; and many of 
the vases decorat
ed in this way are 
among the most 
elegant as well as 
the richest in effect 
that have survived 
to us. Fig. U is a 
good example, 
though our drawing 
is unhappily incom
plete. 

Fi .. 20.-From M_.. From a very early 
period it was the 

habit to distinguish the foot, rims, and 
handles by covering them with the black 
varnish in which the ornaments were 
painted, and this covering was contin-
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division is the junction of the neck, and 
to this, accordingly, the decorator gives 

Fi,. 14.-From &..u. 

special. care. Just 88 it has been the in
stinct of women in aU ages to clasp their 
necks and wrists with neck1aces and 
bracelets, and to put girdles about their 
waists, 80 the decorator seized upon the 
articulations of his amphora or his leky
thus as the natural resting-place of his 
ornament. The shoulder, where the 
body of the vue is gathered. in and the 
great change of form occurs, is again 

the place where 
the meridian 
lines become of 
value. Accord
ingly there is a 
common disp0-
sition to sur
round it with a 
band of radiat
ing ornament 
which spreads 
downward over 
the shoulder, 
and marks these 
lines as they 
have been mark
ed at the hue 
(Figs. 9 and 19). 

Fl-. 16.-From UtI. Naturally this 
drooping orna

ment is not given the same elastic spring 
as that at the base. Here again there is an 
ana10gy to the natural tendency of wom-

en to lay about their necb a spreading 
collar of lace, or a necklace of headwork 
or pendants, which falls over the bust and 
shoulders. The shoulder ornament. of 
many amphorm 80 resemble the forma ol 
antique necklaces and collarets 88 to 
suggest that the painter copied upcm. 
his vue the same ornament with which 
he adorned his mistress, and with ~ 
thing of the same affection. Fig. 10, 
repeated from a previous article. is • 
charming example of this collar deoom
tion. 

We should not fail to notice a1ao the 
further office of these two = 
bands, in leading the eye, one 
and the other downward, to the mic1cDe 
8111'face of the vue, 80 turning attentioa 

FIe- 15.-From &..u. 

to the central picture, which islresam
ably the most lDlportant part 0 the ar
tist's work, and concentrating the in
terest of the whole in the dominating 
part. It is an excellent quality in a b0r
der to be 80 designed as to turn atten
tion to the thing which it encloses, and 
this is a reason why borders with radi
ating lines are very becoming, when 
there is a central decoration or picture 
to be set oft', while running borders 
are most telling when they surround an 
unoccupied centre. But there is often 
a distinct banded ornament running in a 
cincture about the shoulder of the ..... 
as if to bind it firmly together. This may 
mark, especially in later vases, the level d 
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ued in most cases, unbroken, down to the 
latest examples. It was the most nat-

Fi,. 21.-From \.au. 

ural treatment for parts which by their 
position required to be the strongest, for 
every one feels how much stronger the 
dark J::;ts of any structure seem to the 
eye the paler parts. This habit 
has been ascribed to an early desire to 
imitate the aspect of metal work, and to 
~gest the strengthening of the clay by 
reinforcing the blackened members with 
bronze. However this may be, the nat
ural desire to make these slenderer parts 
look strong, and the artistic impulse to 

emph&8lZe the 
limiting mem
bers of the de
sign are justifi
cation enough 
for the method. 
In some vases, 
where the rim, 
the handles, 
even the foot, 
are left bare, or 
covered with 
light ornament, 
as we see in Fig. 
22, it is with 
some sacrifice of 
decision in the 
effect of the de

Fi,. 23.-From MOM .. 

sign. It is only the elaborate florid 
vases that seem to give reasonable temp
tation, by the lavish scale of their orna-

ment, to carry it out to these members. 
We see this in Fig. 5, where the pervad
ing richness is carried out to the ar
chitectural decoration of the rim. But 
even here the foot is kept plain-it is 
indeed so small that if it were not left 
as a solid mass it would count for noth
ing-and still the charm of the outline 
and the sumptuousness of the effect do 
not prevent us from wishing that there 
were some contrast of plain surface at 
the top. The forms of the handles and 

Fi,. 22.-From Lau. 

the rim do show here, by the way, as the 
handles do in many vases, the influence 
of what Germans call Metallotechnilc: 
they might have been more elegant if 
they had been of purely plastic design, 
but at least they lend themselves well 
to the general contour of the vase. 

The attaching of the handles was al
ways a critical matter. We have seen 
in the previous article - that the beauty 
of contour was much influenced by it : 
in the decoration pains was taken to 
make their adaptation as close as p0s
sible. To this end a special ornament 
was used to unite the handle to the 
body, either springing from it or 
radiating about the junction. It was 
commonly a group of palmettos and 
buds grouped on winding stems (Figs. 
15, 24, 25), sometimes a single antha
mion planted like a seal (Fig. 26) just 

• Bee "Tbe Greek v ....... In ScJlDlllZ." KAGUIIR t~ 
April, 1888. 
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at the bottom of the handle. The same 
purpose led the designers of the earved 
vases occasionally to shape the handles 
into a vine-etem whose branching twigs 
clung to the bowl and encircled it as 
in the Warwick vase (Fig. 27). But 
this conceit over-reached i~ 
self; for the handles, neatly 
fitted to the vase though 
they are, simulating a for
eign growth and a dUrerent 
substance, look always ready 
to pull away from their en
forced union. As to the 
serpent handles, the leBS we 
say for them the better. 

H we turn to vases of the 
simplest form, the shallow 
cup or patera for instance (Fig. 10), we 
shall find the conditions 1888 complex, 
but carefully regarded. The decoration 
here is extremely well done. The limit 
of the design and the outline of the bowl 
are firmly defined by a border. In a 
purely decorative design the centre 

would naturally 
be marked either 
by a central or
nament or by the 
radiation of the 
ornament about 
it, but in pictori
al treatment this 
is impracticable. 
Nor, p!oper~y 
speakIng, IS 
there any up and 
down in a circu

'Iar disk, such as 
we have here, to 
justify covering 

Fi,. 25.-From Lau. it with a figure 
composition, 

which shows properly in only one as
pect. But an excuse is found in the 
position of the handles, otherwise use
less, which are planted directly on the 
rim, as our drawing indicate&. They 
fix a horizontal axis, a horizon as it were 
for the picture; and that, I suspect, was 
the real motive for transferring them to 
that position, which is not specially be
coming to the shape of the bowl The 
figure composition itself is remarkably 
compact-adjusted to its space with 
wonderful skill. No more of the ground 
is shown than is necessary for due relief 

to the figures. They indeed slightly 
transgreBS the border here and there, a 
liberty which does not displease when 
the lines of the figures are as obedient 
to their limit as these, but rather em
phasizes by its freedom the power of 

FI,. 24.-From Lau. 

the composition. When, however, this 
is done for the sake of doing it, as we 
constantly see it nowadays, it becomes a 
stale and wearisome trick. This density 
of composition, a peculiar gift of the 
Greeks, and as noteworthy in their orna
ment (Figs. 28, 30), is one of the chief 
characteristica of their unri'flilled power 
of design. It gives vigor and richn688, 
like close harmony in music, and is 
really as dUlicult to manage. But the 
very closeness makes it imperative that 
the design should be firmly circum
scribed. H the outer wreath of laurel 
leaves were suppressed, the composition 
would seem ready to l1y asunder. A 
radiating border, such as the shape of 
the dish invites, would not be tense 
enough to hold the 
design together, nor 
would a loosely knit 
running border; but 
the wreath here used 
is firm enough for its 
office. Its analogous 
use will be seen in 
several other vases 
among our illustra
tions. . 

H we examine 
Greek pottery in 

I 
;::;1 .: 

I':: 

I' 
Ii Ii 

UUU"LFL' 

~ m 
historical sequence, FI,. 26.-From Lau. 

we see the surface 
gradually overspread, in the course of 
centuries, with a covering of black glaze 
or varnish. It would be courting disas
ter, in view of the precarious condition 
of chronology, to oft'er fixed dates. It 
is enough for us here that the artistic 
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development, from its first systemati
cally formed style to its final decline, 
may be roughly included within five 
centuries from the seventh to the second 

F,.. 27.-Thl Warwick. from MOMI. 

BoC. The fil'8t style, which has endured 
the various names of Corinthian, Doric, 
Egyptian, Phcenician, and from the Ger
mans of ABiatisirend, or Asiaticized, is 
represented by the Dodwell vase in our 
last number and Figs. 16, 17, 29 in this. 
The black coating has made its appear
ance on the foot, rim, and handles; the 
decoration in the same tint, enhanced 
with red or violet, and sometimes white, 
consists mostly of animals, Asiatic in type 
and arrangement, set about the whole vase 
in horizontal bands, the spaces between 
them filled up with rosettes and 1l0wers, 
one of the signs of a period when Greece 
had not yet escaped the domination of 
foreign ideas. Presently a more artful 
distribution was hit upon. Broad black 

bands began to ap
pear, dividing the 
surface into two or 
three contrasting 
zones. A pictorial 
group of human 
figures supplanted 
the Proce&8lons of 
animals and occu
pied the wide mid
dle surface. Finely 
designed conven
tional ornament 
bordered the pict
ures and marked 
the divisions, in 

FiC. 2!1.-From Lau. girdles of enrich-
ment, or grouped 

about the handles (Figs. 15, 21, 22). 
The black coating prevailed, and the 
pictures were soon confined to panels 
left in the color of the clay. This 

was the period of what are called black
figured vases. The figures were still 
drawn in black with archaic awkward
ness, but the ornament was developed 
with exceeding richness and beauty 
(Figs. 21, 32, 34). 

Then there came over the painting .. 
change as great as the change from .. 
photographic negative to a positive. 
When the painter acquired knowledge 
and freedom in drawing the figure it 
was natural that black silhouettes crossed 
by a few scratched lines should cease to 
satisfy him. What the great paintel'8 
were doing all this time we do not 
know; but the vase-painter, though he 
drew his outline with freedom and pre
cision, seems never, through this period, 
to have accepted spaces enclosed by 
an outline for his faces, limbs, or dra
peries, as we do. He would not see 

Fli. 28.-F rom Lau. 

things in outline only, but as masses of 
color." So when he would distinguish 
the faces and limbs of his women by 
greater fineness from the black silhou
ettes of the men, he did not leave them 
in the color of the clay, but filled them 
in with white; he would color the hair 
and beards of old men white or red, 
while the faces were black. The change 
was made by drawing the figures in out
line first; and then, apparently because 
he could not forget his silhouette, or 
from mere pleasure in the opposition of 
masses of tint, the painter filled in the 
ground solidly about them with the 
black glaze. This was an absolute meta.
morphosis. Instead of black silhouettes 
on a ground of red clay, the paintings 
became at once pictures in red on a 
black ground, and the artist was free to 
add to his figures and objects as much 
detail as he chose to give. He himself 
seemed also to be transformed. His 
drawing, sti1J and archaic before, be-

• A marked exception to till. habit ap-" Iatw In I!Je 
Attic white lekythl (Fla. 81). In which a ... blte Ifl"OIUId II 
laid for the whole picture, and fhl",... are oketcbed npoll 
It. often In mere outline, .. we Ketch them DO"ondA)'L 
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came free, natural. and graceful, his at- white on their black ground. The pro
titudes varied and picturesque, his com- file of the great craters or amphone 
position skilful. The draughtsmanahlp of this period (Fig. 6) is often very 
01 the red-figured vases of this period, fine; their decoration is overcharged 
called by the English the Fine Period, and has lost many of the characteristics 
is remarkable; considering the technical which give what we call style to the best 

,~,~,~ 
.~rf).~~~. ~ 

Fi,. 30.-From Lau. 

exigencies 01 the work, the best of it is 
astonishing. 

The vase was by this time turned from 
a red one to a black one: the glazed 
coating bad taken po88e88ion 01 it. At 
first a band or two of red was reserved, 
to be covered with lines of black orna
ment (Figs. 9, 13, I'), but these soon 
disappeared, and all the ornament was 
enclosed like the figures. This was la
borious, and the purely ornamental part 
01 the work,lrobably abandoned to an 
inferior ban soon deteriorated. The 
<jU&ntity 01 ornament dimjnished, the 
figure composition was simplified, till 
we find only a black vase with one or 
two freely treated figures in red on the 
sides, and at last the glaze overspread 
the whole, pictures and decorations dis
ap~d, and there was an end of vase
pamting. 

Before the final eclipse there was a 

- Fi,. 3a.-From Lau. 

revival in what are called the florid 
vases, especially characteristic of the 
colonies in Magna Gnecia. They were 
very large, sometimes lour or five feet 
high. covered with an elaborate compo
sition, or juxtaposition, of figures, and 
sumptuous in red, yellow, orange, and 

Greek work; but, in all their exuberance, 
clearness and propriety in the distribu
tion of the ornament and its due rela
tion to the vase were never lost sight of. 

Behind all theories of decoration the 
decorator's treatment of his pottery de
pends really on how 
much he cares for it. 
The jar as it comes 
from the kiln bas noth
ing to commend it but 
its form. If that is 
poor and uninterest
ing, he will not labor 
bard to display it If 
it bas beauty that he 
cares nothing for, he 
will still take no pains 
to set it oft: The Greek 
artist loved his vase: 
he showed his admira
tion by his treatment 
of it. He fitted a 
dainty garment to it, 
and hung a fair collar 
about its neck. Our 
contemporary decol'&- Fla. 3,.-From Lau. 
tor looks on a vase 
with the tenderness which a bill-sticker 
feels for the fence on which he posts a 
play-bill. Forms delicately modelled 
and articulated are rather an impedi
ment than an incitement to him. He 
prefers the tlattest surfaces and the 
plainest shapes, as the bill-sticker takes 
more pleasure in a wide spread of tight 
boarding than in the finest architectural 
f~ade. 

There is no reason to denounce him 
with severity. His work is often very 

--
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clever and pleasing, 88 clever as if it 
were decorative: it is only misplaced. 
Being out of place it suffers, and the 

Fie. 33. 

object to which it is applied BUft'ers also. 
It should be confined to plaques, pan
els, and other positions or objects for 
which such treatment is suited. For
getting this, he looks about for any ob
ject which gives him a convenient and 
conspicuous lodgement, and settles on 
the vase as a fly lights on a plaster cast. 
Here, for instance, is a design (Fig. 33) 
made for publication, and oft'ered as a 
model. It is called a decoration for a 
jar; but the artist had no particula.r jar 
in mind. It might as well be a design 
for a tidy or a sp1asher. The lines which 
he has laid about it have no value, and 
it does not fit anything. It is not a 
decorative design, but only a drawing 
of a bunch of pansies, cut oft' square 
at the bottom because it must stop. 
This 80rt of design has made its way 
everywhere. We may see in our finest 
churches, even in the august series in 
Memorial Hall at Harvard College, win
dows resplendent with exquisite color, 
which yet, when we study them, seem 
to be designed by the yard and clipped 
to fit their frames. You cannot design 
a decoration for a vase in general. Such 
things are like the cuts which cheap 
newspapers keep on hand, and label as 
portraits of whatever notorious person 
comes uppermost. They fit nothing 
and are used for everything. Behind the 

shortcomings of the so-called decorator 
lies his indifference to the thing to be 
decorated, and the root of this indi1l'er
ence is, I am convinced, a lack of aensi
bility to the qualities of form. 

And 80 we are brought back to the 
thoughts with which we started at the 
beginning of these papers-the impor
tance of the study of pure form. The 
art of this century has made in 80me 
respects a marked advance beyond that 
of the last. The study of landscape, 
which is its special prerogative, while it 
has helped to nurse our preference for 
the picturesque over the formal and se
vere, has wonderfully enlarged the pal
ette of our painters, and 80 of our c1ec
orators. We of this day need not be too 
shamefaced to claim what belongs to us. 
The enthusiasm for color of the present 
generation, reacting from the pallor of 
the generation before, is without a par
allel since the BenaiBMDce. We may 
dare to say, I think, that the history of 
the Occident, so far as we know it, does 
not show 80 great a mastery of color as 
that of the best modem artists, except 
in the great Venetian coloris~and m 
the Dutch painters, who learned their 
color by much the same schooling 88 we 
-to which we may add that the range 
of to-day is much wider than that of 

Fi,. 34.-From Lau. 

either of these. Americans have their 
share in this attainment. In certain 
kinds of decorative work the best men 
here have done things of which, 80 far 
88 color goes, there is reason to be proud, 
and even some things which we have a 
right to believe have not been equalled 
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elsewhere. Also, the sense for color of every excess begets reaction, the ann
the army of '&IIUl.teur decorators has ety of the artist who loves art in its 
gained wonderfully within a few years. completeness, who delights both in color 
But this improvement in color of our and form, must be lest the present ex
painted decoration, of our stained glass, cess should beget a reaction beyond 
of the work of our Societies of Decora- bounds in the other direction. Already 
tive Art, makes their shortcoming in there are symptoms of the change. 
other respects the more conspicuoU& Rich as we are in the United States, 
There is a tinge of the barbaric in it. it is not likely that we shall give over 
It wakes the kind of admiring dissatis- decorating: the danger is that in the 
faction with which one always sees art weariness of satiety we shall revolt from 
that supplements conspicuous beauties color, throwaway one incomplete art 
with conspicuous defects. When we go for another as incomplete, and exchange 
below the best of it, and look at the an art of color without form for an art 
things which fill the common shops and of form without color. No artistic 
attract cheap buyers, we are disheart- earnestness can in these days stem the 
ened, and long to barter the gaudy full tide of fashion when once it sets in. 
ugliness of our day for the quiet ugli- The way to preserve the good qualities 
ness of our fathers'. Of course the which we have been for some time past 
present condition of things will not sedulously developing, and to bring 
last. AB color becomes popular it also them to bear thoroughly good fruit, is 
becomes vulgar in any people which has to engraft upon them the missing quali
not a hereditary instinct for it. Since ties of form before it is too late. 

FiC. 3s.-F1orld Ornamant. From Leu. 

ARRAIGNMENT. 

By Helen Gray Cone • 

.. NOT ye who have stoned, not ye who have smitten us," cry 
The sad, great souls, as they go out hence into dark, 
.. Not ye we accuse, though for you was our passion borne; 

And ye we reproach not, who silently passed us by. 
We forgive blind eyes and the ears that would not hark, 
The careless and causeless hate and the shallow scorn. 

'C But ye, who have seemed to know us, have seen and heard; 
Who have set us at feasts, and have crowned with the costly rose; 
Who have spread us the purple of praises beneath our feet; 

Yet guessed not the word that we spake was a living word, 
Applauding the sound,-we account you as worse than foes 1 
We sobbed you our message; ye said, C It is song, and sweet 1 ,,, 
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By F. }. Stimson. 

CHAPTER XVL 

A CULTIVATOR OF TmllTLB& 

had come. 
Theatres were full
er, the opera not 80 

full; d&ncing par
ties were leas fre
quent, &Ild there 

~~ ... __ ~1 began to be talk of 
races &Ild of coun

"-'-=::>........:...~:.---" try parties; it was 
no longer a rule without exception that 
the men wore dreas suits who were din
ing at Delmonico's. Besides this, there 
were also the green buds, &Ild the cro
CUBeS, &Ild the twitter of the birds in 
Central Park. 

Arthur Holyoke looked like the spring, 
as he sauntered down the steps of his 
lodgings with a light stick &Ild betook 
himself, swinging it, to that temple of a 
modem J&IlUB, the railway station. Ah, 
you may talk to me of rialtos &Ild 
bridges of sighs, of moonlit pavilions 
&Ild of temples, court-rooms, &Ild shrines ; 
but the great stage of hum&nity, of catas
trophes, partings, &Ild denouementB--is 
it not now the railway station? Here 
the jaded head of a family, tired of 
struggling, beheads himself by ab&ll
doning his middle-aged wife &Ild her 
six children; here Jack, fresh from col
lege, goes down to that country party 
where he shall meet Jill, &Ild proposes 
to her, the very next night but one, on 
the piazza above the tennie-ground. 
Here mamma comes home, or papa goes 
away; or we leave for India, or Grinnell 
Land, or school This is the portal to 
pleasant long vacations, &Ild to dreary 
working days; here Edwin &Ild Angelina 
begin their new life, &Ild murderers ea
cape; &Ild old men come home. 

Arthur had gained decision, alertness 
in his m&Ilner ; he wore a spring suit of 
a most beautiful delicate coloI'; if he 
had luggage, it was all disposed of, iUld 
he looked like a poet hovering above 
earthly cares. In the one h&nd he held 

&Il Evening Post, in the other a ciga
rette; &Ild as he took his seat in the 
parlor~ he opened the one &Ild lit the 
other in a manner that betokened his 
content with himself, &Ild, consequently, 
with the world. For he was going on a 
week's visit to La Lisiere, the country
seat of the Levison-Gowers, at Catfish
on-the-Hudson. 

Arthur looked about to see if &Ily of 
his fellow-guests were on the train; but 
there was no one who looked like a 
likely member of 80 select a party as aU 
of Mrs. Levison-Gower's were known to 
be. <me m&ll alone seemed possibl&-a 
broad1lhouldered fellow of middle age, 
whose suit of rather larger check &Ild 
somewhat sturdier way of carrying it 
bespoke him English. The other mem
bers of the party were a maiden with a 
gold ornament at her neck &Ild a pot
hatted &Ild paunchy personage with a 
black coat &Ild tie--both quite impoa
sible. Arthur gave them up &Ild buried 
himself in his newspaper. 

At Catfish he alighted, &Ild st&nding 
with his luggage, on the outer platform, 
looked about him inquiringly. Agroom, 
who was st&nding by a pretty little dog
cart with a nervous horse, touched his 
hat. Arthur walked up to him. " Can 
you tell me how to get to Mrs. Levison
Gower's?" 

.. Mr. Holyoke?" said the groom, 
touching his hat again. "This is to be 
your horse, sir," &Ild placing the reins 
in Arthur's h&nds, he lifted the leather 
trunk &Ild overcoats in behind. Arthur 
got in front and the horse started .t. 
jump, the groom catchin~ on as they 
turned. .. Beg pardon, S11'--first turn 
to the left, sir," said he, as Arthur held 
in the horse &Ild hesitated at the fi.M 
dividing place of roads. Thus directed, 
they soon came to a high stone gate, 
clad with ~'!Y' each post surmounted by 
a stone griffin which Arthur recognized 
as belonging to the Leveson-Gower arms. 
(The Amerie&n family, said Mrs. Gower, 
spelt it with &Il i.) Through this they 
passed &Ild by a lodge with a couple of 
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children at the door, who courtesied as 
he drove bl. ; and then through quite a 
winding mile of well-kept park and green 
coppiced valley. At last they reached 
the house; in front of it was a level lawn 
and terrace bounded by a stone balus
trade, and beneath this lay the blue 
Hudson and the shimmering mountains 
beyond. 

Arthur was given a small room, in the 
third story; but it had a view of the 
river and a comfortable dressing-room; 
from the window of which he caught a 
view of a most glorious sky as the sun 
went down behind the purple moun
tains. This passed the time very pleas
antly; for it took him only a few min
utes to dress, and he had a certain deli
cacy about appearing below, while it 
was yet sunlight, in his dress suit. The 
scene even suggested a short poem to 
him, the gradual fading of one mountain
crest after another as the sun left them 
all in turn: something about the sun of 
love illuminating and then leaving pur
ple and ashen-gray the successive ages 
of man. But the clangor of a gong in
terrupted his first stanza; and he went 
down-stairs. 

Here, too, they were admiring the beau
ties of nature. Several of the guests 
were assembled on the lawn-terrace be
fore mentioned, and talking in subdued 
tones about the scenery; among them 
two or three lovely women, 1Iaunting 
their fair heads in evening dreBS and 
laces. Arthur recognized Miss Farnum, 
and Mrs. Malgam, and who was that 
lovely creature in the comer with Char
lie Townley' A most radiant and per
fect blonde, whose yellow hair was lumi
nous in the twilight. He would ask his 
hostess. She was standing in the cor
ner of the terrace, leaning over the stone 
balustrade and looking into the still 
depths of the forest beneath; a man 
was beside her. She turned as Arthur 
approached, and held out her hand 
frankly to him. 

.. So glad to see you, Mr. Holyoke," 
said she. .. Mr. WemyBS I think you 
know." 

Arthur did know Mr. Wemyss; and 
admitted as much to that indift'erent 
gentleman. .. A beautiful place you 
have here, Mrs. Gower," was all he could 
think to say. 

"Perfect," added Wemyss. "Look at 
that mountain-not the first one, but 
the second, half lost in the gloom, be
yond the bay of bright water-I have 
rarely seen a mountain placed with more 
exquisite taste. .. 

"You are very kind," replied Mrs. 
Gower with a slight smile. .. I think I 
may say, with Porthos, that my moun
tains are very fin~'mon air est tree
beau,' you know." 

"Tell me, Mrs. Gower," said Arthur, 
"who is the lady talking with the man 
I do not know; the dark man, with 
broad shoulders'" 

"Don't you know him, That is Lio
nel Derwent, the great English trav
eller-writer-soldier-soci&list-what 
shall I say' And she is Mrs. Wilton 
Hay. You must indeed know her, for 
you are to take her in to dinner. Shall 
I introduce you'" 

Mrs. Hay was one of those apparent 
and obvious beauties of whom all young 
men a're rather afraid. How could his 
poor attentions content 80 experienced 
a shrine' Still, it was in a state of 
rather pleasurable panic that he went 
up to her, was presented, and made his 
due obeisance. Mrs. Hay did not snub 
him ; her mission was to fascinate; and 
from this and other points about her, 
Arthur divined that she was English. 
English beauties are leBS coy than ours, 
and more eager to please; all profes
sional manners must be equable. And 
even Mrs. Flossie Gower's photographs 
were not sold on Broadway; though 
perhaps she sighed for that distinction. 

" I am told I am to have the pleasure 
of taking you in to dinner," said Arthur. 
Mrs. Hay had dazzled him a little, and 
he could think of nothing better to say. 

"What a pity you had to be told 1 " 
laughed she. .. It would be 80 much 
nicer if one could choose partners, you 
know. It's almost as bad as marriage, 
isn't it' All the spontaneity of the 
companionship is destroyed; and you 
haven't any esca~at least, until after 
dinner." Now, this was a clever device 
of the siren by which she bound Arthur 
to her band of adorers for the whole 
evening. He was nothing loath. 

"Marriage I" he answered vaguely. 
He started to tell her she would rob the 
grave of its terrors, let alone matrimony; 
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but it seemed rather sudden. So he 
laughed; and swore to himself as he 
felt that he had laughed sillily. Was 
he such a country-boy as to be afraid of 
this woman because she was handsome 
and he saw it? 

Dinner was announoed.; so he offered 
her his arm and said nothing until they 
were seated. Then they both looked 
around; and it was the occasion for 
those whispered confidences about the 
general coup d'CBil and the appearance 
of their fellow-crea.ture& whicli form 80 
quickly the little bonds of mutual likes 
and dislikes. 

.And, truly, it is a fine and a suggestive 
sight-a dinner party-custom cannot 
stale, to the thoughtful guest, its infi
nite variety; however age may wither it. 
For are not here collected, in one care
fully arranged bouquet, the single 1l0w
era of our vast society? The newest 
varieties, the brightest tints and rarest 
hybrids. Here are twelve of the few 
who have wealth to bloom and give 
fragrance, leisure to cultivate, develop, 
and adorn; they are fretted with no 
cares until the morrow; their duty but 
pleasure, to be happy their one endeav
or, to please and to be pleased. I am 
afraid to say how many folk have labored 
that this hour should be a pleasant one 
to these; shall we say, a thousand? The 
table is snowy and sparkling; about it sit 
these six men, whose chief virtue seems 
conformity, those six women, whose mer
it seems ~lay. They do not eat, they 
dine; a daily sacrament of taste and 
studied human life. So, far above the 
cares of earth, feast leisurely the careless 
gods-do they not? 

Who are our gods and goddesses? 
Well, first, there is Mrs. Levison-Gower i 
she is in gray silk and silver, petillante 
with esprit (how does it happen that she 
always makes one go to the French for 
epithets ?). On the right, a certain Lord 
Birmingham, who looks bored; next 
him, majestic Kitty Farnum. Then 
John Haviland i then Mrs. Malgam; 
then Caryl WemyBS at the end, looking 
irritable. (Mr. Gower was away.) On 
his right, Mrs. Wilton Hay (black velvet 
is her dress, without lace or collar, from 
which her blond neck bursts, like a hot
house bud)-then Arthur; nen him, 
little Pussie Duval and a stranger i be-

yond him, Miss Marion Lenoir, a dinner 
beauty, and Lionel Derwent, on his hoa
teBS'sleft, and scowling at Lord Birming
ham. Five-yes, six beautiful women; 
half a dozen picked men. A veritable 
round table, with women's rights, in this 
castle by the storied river. "Tell me, 
who is that nen you-a fine-Jooking 
man?" said Mrs. lIay. 

II I believe his name is Van Kull, .. said 
Arthur, indift'erentll. 

II 011. indeed?" Bald she, with interest ; 
and honored our old acquaintance with 
her eyeglass. "I heard he was such a 
favorite with the Prince." .And as we 
have not seen Kill Van Kull for some 
years, a hint as to his past would not be 
amiss. Only, you mustn't refer to his 
recent past, beyond the last two months. 
The fact is, Van Kull had a way of dis
appearing, under complicated circum
stances; but as he always returned 
alone, after a few months, society par
doned it. Particularly when he came 
back with a man, a lord, or fresh from a 
visit at Sandringham-New York tries 
hard to be virtuous; but what can it do 
when an offence is condoned by London? 

"I tell you, you should read your 
Bibles," broke in a voice, very penetrat
ing, though deep and ringing, like a 
haa..,. bell The sentiment seemed ",al 
d propos j but the voice was Lionel 
Derwent's, and it continued spea.kiDg 
without the slightest tremor of con
sciousness that it was producing a senaa
tion. "You are none of you Christians 
-not one." Derwent was addressing 
Mrs. Gower; but, in the sudden silence, 
his remark seemed addressed. to the 
entire company. The remark did not 
seem to offend anybody, coming from 
80 handsome a man with 80 sweet a 
voice i but there was quite a little chorus 
of shocked diBSent. 

"Do you suppose," said Derwent, 
gravell, "that the Christian church, 
when It reorganized society. meant--this 
sort of thing? " .And with & sweeping 
glance, that was as definite as a wave of 
the hand, but not so discourteous, Der
went indicated the table and its brill
iant occupants. No one seemed quite 
ready to defend herself, as there mani
fested; as for the men, they sat all with
drawn from the fray, with the feeling 
that, as they made no religious pre-



FIRST HARVESTS. 621 

tenoes, it did not concern them. Per
haps Miss Lenoir's reply served the pur
pose as well as any other . 

.. But surely, Mr. Derwent, we are all 
church members," said she, simply. 

"The church itseH is not Christian," 
said he, as simply. "I doubt if it ever 
has been, since it got established in 
Rome, it or its Eastern and Western 
successors. The fact is, the only two 
high religions of the world have both 
rested on the abnegation of self: the 
Buddhist, by quietism and annihila.tion ; 
the Ohristian, by action and sacrifice. 
But the Jews and Mahomet&ns founded 
their ethics ~n the development of 
self, upon visJ.ble rewards, slaves and 
lIocks and herds, personal aggrandize
ment; and these things they obtained 
by wars of conquest, by the church 
militant, as rewards of the holy zeal 
that made converts by/hysical victory. 
Then Ohrist came ; an it was his only 
work to remove this idea, to change this 
life, not as a king of a victorious people, 
but as a vessel of divine !'P~t. But this 
one work and faith of Ohrist, this only 
thing that made his teachings new, re
generative of the world, is just alone 
what all our churches, Protestant and 
Oatholic, unite in evading, in dodging, 
in interpreting away. The one thing 
~~ not follow Ohrist in is his un-

ess." 
"But we cannot all be saints and 

martyrs," said Mrs. Gower. 
.. If we were all Christians, there 

would be no martyrs," said Derwent. 
.. I think," said Wemyss, softly, as if 

he were studying the painting of a fan, 
.. I think that Mr. Derwent is histori
cally right. Such was undoubtedly the 
pure doctrine, the face of the pale 
Ohrist as it first appeared, palsying the 
hand of art and civilization, unnerving 
the arm of war, bleaching life of all 
color and 1I0wer, whelming the sunlight 
of Greece in the pale artificial cloister, 
quenching the light of the world in an 
unsane, self-wrought asceticism. 

• When for ohant of Greeks the wail of Gall· 
leans 

Hade ol1e whole world mO&l1 with hymns of 
wrath and wrong.' 

We may know the gods are but a 
beautiful fancy; but it would almost 

prove a devil's existence, that humanity 
had hardly found itself at ~ with it
self in a fair and fertile earth, fanned 
by sea-winds and warmed by summer 
suns, when some devil's instinct made 
it fashion for itseH a cruel fetich, op
press its brief mortal hours with night
mares of immortal torture, curse itself 
with grotesque dreams of Oalvaries and 
hells." And Mr. Wemyss snuffed at the 
rose-bud in his hand, as a Oatholic 
might sprinkle holy-water. 

"But, my good sir," answered Der
went, and his voice rang with the dis
dain of the athlete for the aesthete, 
"Ohrist has not taken from you the 
1I0wers of the field nor the breezes of 
the sea, although his curse be on your 
factories and mints, your poison-stills 
and money-mills, your halls and courts 
and prisons. He has given you the soul 
of a man for the life of a dog. Any pig 
may possess, an ape can dress itself in 
trinkets; but only souls can dream, think, 
do, be free. Assert your souls in free
dom, not weight them down with things. 
Think you that beauty, glory, love, and 
light come from possessing tangible ob
jects?" 

Caryl Wemyss made no reply; but 
raised a glass of Yquem to his lips and 
sipped it slowly. The rest were not in 
it at all, as Van Kull good-naturedly 
whispered to Pussie Duval. In his 
simple way, Kill Van Kull suspected 
that he would some day be damned; 
but he took it in good part. John 
Haviland made answer. " You, too, 
think Christianity is communism? " said 
he. 

"Not necessarily that," said Lionel 
Derwent; "and much more than that. 
The New Testament makes no direct 
attack on property but as the root of 
other evils. Property would be harm
less, if it did notfoster the self-idolatry ; 
this is the true curse. Even that poor 
cynic, La Rochefoucauld, saw that amour
P1'Of':8 was the principle on which our 
social fabric rests. The truth is, that 
the moment you have counters, every
body makes getting counters all the 
game. Now, the true game is emulation 
of the soul, or, even, of the body; of the 
real self, not the factitious one. Let us 
have healthy bodies, brave men, heroes, 
and poets; beautiful women, kind hearts, 
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noble souls; not dukedoms and visiting
lists, landed-estates and money-apprais
als. If diamonds are intrinsically beau
tiful, wear them, paste or real; but do 
not wear them because they are things 
difficult for the country curates' daugh
ters to get. But Sowere are prettier, 
after all And even then, it is the beauty, 
not the trinket, we are right to seek. 
God made a woman's neck; the devil 
made the diamonds upon it." 

"It is a far cry from the New Testa
ment to women's fashions," said Mrs. 
Wilton Hay, maliciously. Mrs. Hay was 
a hunting woman and followed the 
hounds; and her neck had frequently 
been praised in the society newspapers. 
But Derwent took the reminder in good 
part. 

.. True," said he, simply; .. and I say 
our churches do not dare to preach the 
words of Christ, but awkwardly fashion 
them into parables and symbolisms; 
in effect, they say, 'Christ said it, but 
did not mean it.' The Roman church, 
too, enriches itself; but this is nearer 
Christ, for she gives a part away. But 
our dissenting churches encourage their 
director-deacons, and produee-exchange 
elders, in taking what they can unto 
themselves, and even whitewash their 
methods for ever so slight a share of the 
plunder. But when Christ made that 
remark about a rich man, a camel, and 
the eye of a needle, he meant a needle's 
eye, and not a paddock-gate. And when 
he said, • Sell that thou hast, and give 
to the poor,' he meant now and here, 
not in some future state of civilization, 
nor yet by charitable devise. And when 
he said, 'take no thought for the mor
row-for where your treasure is, there 
w'ill your heart be also-and your father 
knoweth you have need of these things,' 
he had in mind both the future course 
of stocks, and the necessity of brown
stone fronts and widows' life-assurance. 
But our churches imply to us, 'Christ 
was a good man ; but he was no political 
economist. He did not foresee these 
things. Life has grown a more complex 
art than he could comprehend.'" 

Mrs. Gower had shown signs of rapid
ly increasing distreB8 throughout this 
harangue; and now she gave the signal 
for the women to depart. " It is so in
teresting I " whispered Mrs. Ma1gam, as 

she swept in front of Derwent. .. Do 
tell me more about it after dinner.· 
Derwent bowed; and the six men re
sumed their seats; Van Kull and Bir
mingham talking horse; Arthur and 
Wemyss near Haviland and Derwent. 

"I do not object to your conclusions, 
Mr. Derwent," began Wemysa. languid
ly, .. but to your remedy. Christianity 
is 80 far from being this, that it is the 
cause of that decadence we both see. 
And what more natural than that Chris
tianity, having destroyed civilization, 
should perish, like another Rienzi, in the 
conflagration itself has kindled?" 

.. And 1," said Haviland, impatiently, 
" object not to the remedy, but to your 
conclusion. That, I take it, is com
munism. Now, communism is no part 
of Christianity." 

.. Neither," said Derwent, .. is prop
ert1. Christ, from his principle of non
remstanee, admitted. property in others; 
but his own disciples were to do without 
it. There have been two great religions 
-religions in the true sense religion, 
transcendental faiths, looking from this 
world to the next-and each was fol
lowed by a so-called religion which was 
really not religion, but looked to this 
world alone. Both the two religions 
aimed at the annihilation of the indi
vidual; the Buddhist by passive abne
gation, the Christian by active emula
tion in the doing of good to others. 
The one is the negation of self; the 
other is its apotheosis. Therefore. 
Christianity has naught to do with prop
erty, which is the accentuation of self, 
by aggrandizement, by appendages. 
Christ recognized persons, not person
ages. Christianity came with a com
mercial civilization, and as an antidote 
to it. It was the Jewish religion which 
asserted a divine recognition Qf prop
erty; which set up an earthly kingdom, 
which had to do with Socks and herds 
and landed estates. And, later, Islam 
came, with wars and conquests. So the 
Jews never recognized the Messiah; 
they looked not beyond into the next 
world." 

.. And as a compensation," interposed 
Wemysa. .. they seem likely to obtain 
all that there is of this. But we are 
told that tinaUy the Jews, too, shall be
come Christians-which lends a terror 
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even to the millennium." There was a 
general laugh ; of which Derwent seemed 
to be unconscious. 

"So the gospels," Derwent added, 
"recognize no property save in the 
soul. This is what we are adjured to 
preserve, though we lose the whole 
world beside. A man's truth and love, 
his sense of goodneBS and beauty, his 
courage and his pity, are his alone. 
Even his bod:r. is only his secondarily, 
and temporarily; his broad acres, his 
trees and rivers, are no part of him at 
all" 

"But it remains ;pro~rty-even if 
you sell it all and give It to the poor," 
said Haviland. 

"Not if they give it over again to 
whomsoever has immediate need," an
swered Derwent. " In this broad world 
there is room for all; and there are 
fruit.a in plenty, ample food, and rai
ment always ready. Let each one take 
what he needs, and have no fear of get
ting no more when these are gone. 
Why, the labor of all men for some few 
minutes a day will suffice to bring them 
all things they can need and use. Prop
erty is unnecessary. But they are like 
rude children at a public feast: each 
one fearing that he shall not get enough, 
they trample one another forward, and 
the foremost few lay hands upon it all." 

.. No one of us who thinks," said 
Haviland, "would object to communism 
if it were practicable. But I must have 
an overcoat, or a roof, or a horse; is 
anyone coming along who prefers my 
coat, my roof, to his, or to none, to take 
it? And, in the second place, men are 
not unse11ish enough to work, even 
those few minutes a day, that all hu
manity may live." 

"They are, if they have souls," said 
Derwent. "And if not, we are beasts ; 
and let us perish like them. And as 
for the first objection, it is a trivial one, 
soon forgotten in practice. There will 
naturally grow up an unwritten respect 
for one's personal belongings; so far as 
it is necessary that there should be. If 
a man needs a coat so much as to filch 
mine, it is better he should have it. 
Free men will no more stoop to take a 
neighbor's coat, or roof, or hat, than 
a prince will steal a pocket-handker
chief. And as to great values like stat-

UeB, paintings, libraries, they are for all 
the world, and not to be monopolized 
by a vulgar money-maker. He truly 
owns a picture who enjoys it; not he 
who buys it. The pleasure in these, by 
divine law, is not se1fish. not individual; 
only when a man loses himself in the 
contemplation of a beautiful picture 
does he really enjoy it, really make it 
his; it is of as little moment who has 
the title to the canvas and frame, as it 
is who owns the wide prairies and the 
mountains that the poet roams over. 
So there need be no vulgar property in 
these things; and they are all that is 
worth enjoying. As to exotics, and 
waste land, and dozens of houses, and 
yachts, and palaces, and game-preserves 
-these are social crimes." 

" Exactly," said W emyss, with a well
bred sneer in his inflection. " You 
wish, like all the rest, to abolish civi1iza.. 
tion. All communists hate excellence ; 
because they do not themselves excel 
They say, since we cannot all be princes, 
let us all be savages." 

"What they say, Mr. Wemyss," cried 
Derwent, fiercely, .. is this: Instead of 
the vulgar democracy of crass posses
sion, let us have the noble aristocracy of 
merit, mind and soul. Let no man excel 
by owning the souls and bodies, the 
waking and the sleeping, the getting up 
and the lying down of his fellow-men. 
And this whether it be done directly, 
by chattel slavery, or more secretly and 
dangerously, by corporate control, mo
nopoly of land, monopoly of that fate
ful thing that men call capital. Money 
is the devil's counters; a treasure ac
cursed, thrice cursed when welded into 
the ring of power, like that fabled Rhine
gold, whicli only he may win who for 
it lays aside all love, both human and 
divine. Let men enjoy the light of the 
earth, the noble teachings of art and 
letters, the health of the body and the 
freedom of the soul; but these with
out the virus of self-appropriation. It 
is this that makes barbarism; it is 
not civilization. Look at your Yankee 
money-grubbers; they give, and greed
ily, ten thousand dollars for a common 
painting, which they may ostentatiously 
make their own; they would hesitate to 
give a dollar for Dante's Divine Comedy, 
if he wrote to-day, because-of course, 
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they do not care for it-and they can
not lock it up as theirs and bar it from 
their fellow-men. And even if, as you 
insinuate, the future were to be what 
you call barbarism, the moming chase 
of the free savage alter the wild creature 
on whom he feeds is more ennobling than 
the grimy greed of a stunted humanity 
for these counters·that are worthless in 
themselves. I have seen Australia and 
Hawaii, and I have seen Sheffield aud 
East London; and I say. better a thou
sand-fold the heathen savagery than such 
Christian civilization as are these." 

"I have hitherto failed to observe, 
among socialists or knights of labor, or 
their wives,'· said Wemyss, dryly, "any 
newer or other impulse than a rising 
desire for these same counters that you 
scoft' at, or the gin and brass jewellery 
that they may purchase with them." 

" Aye," cried Lionel Derwent, "you 
have seen little yet but a blind, instinc
tive striving for the drugs and poisons 
you have fed them on ; for the treasure 
you have kept, and welded to the ring 
of tyranny that kept them down. So, 
when you lift a stone from the ground, 
or hurl the roof from some long-lived-in 
Bastile of humanity, the sudden BUD
light streams in, and the prisoners. 
poor insecta that they are, crushed by 
a thousand years of oppression, blinded, 
dazzled by the light of heaven, grope 
vainly and mechanically for the things 
of earth they have been wonted to, and 
which want and custom and your own 
example have taught them, too, to prize. 
No, they are not better than you are, 
yet; not until their souls have come to 
life that you so long have robbed them 
of. But give us light and love, and the 
word of Christ, and we will see. But, 
as I said in the beginning, your priests 
have tortured even this to suit their 
ends." 

"Well, Mr. Derwent, I wish you suc
cess in your mission. Civilization has 
got to go, one way or another; and I 
don't know that it matters much which. 
I confess that your way strikes me as 
rather a novel one. Most of your radi
cal friends, however, if what you say be 
their true aim, show a singular predi
lection for atheism, free-Iove, and omit
ting their daily baths." With which cli
max and a slight yawn, Wemyss walked 

over and joined the group in the other 
comer. 

John Haviland had for a long time 
been silent; but now he spoke. " I am 
afraid, Mr. Derwent," said he, "that I 
so far agree with Mr. Wemyss as to feel 
that three es&eDtials of civilization are 
so bound up together that with leaving 
either one we may lose the reet-I 
mean, my right to my property, mv 
right to my wife, and my riglit to per.. 
sona! liberty. The same radicalism 
which, on the one hand, seta up a tyr. 
anny of majority government to tell 
me what I shall think, what I shall eat, 
what I shall Bp8!ld, is that which, on the 
other hand, tends to the age of reason 
and the regulation of property out of 
existence, and women's rights to lose 
themselves as women, and absolute lib
ertyof divorce. Propertyand marriage 
and persona! liberty-they go together. 
There is no argument for freedom but 
the inner light of the mind; none for 
monogamy but that it seems farther 
from the beasts ; none for ~roperty but 
that man createa it for bJmself. And 
the age of reason, which denies a divine 
sanction, will yet require a divine sanc
tion for all that it does not destroy." 

"Man does not create the air, nor the 
ocean, nor the Blll'face of the earth," 
said Derwent. 

" No; and man does not hold the 
surface of the earth for himself, but for 
all humanity. Is it not better that you 
should make a garden of a hundred 
acres, than that it should lie a common 
waste? You hold it, not for yot1l'Belf. 
but in general trust; sooner or later. if 
you fail to make the land bear fruit for 
all of us, it will be taken from you. If 
you are not a good steward for the pe0-
ple, you will, sooner or later, fail. Christ 
said, 'Sell that thou hast, and give to the 
poor;· but is it not doing the same thing 
to keep what I have, and use it for the 
poor? " 

Derwent paused a moment; and be
fore he could reply, Wemyss came back. 

" Shall we join the ladies?" said he. 
All the gentlemen got up. some has

. tily finishing their coft'ee, others taking 
a last whift' of their cigars. 

" He paid twenty thousand," said Van 
Kull, hurriedly, to Birmingham. " He 
bought him for the Duval stables." 
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CHA.PTEB xvn. 

A.BTB1JB awoke the next morning with 
a confused coDBCiousneaa of splendors 
and regret; a mood which seemed su
perinduced by some forgotten dream. 
His 1i.rst perceptions, however, were of 
the glory of the morning and the bud
ding, bursting season. The shade had 
been drawn up by a servant; and from 
his bed he saw through the open win
dow mile after mile of the country-side, 
and beyond it the broad, gay river, 
wearing, like a new gown, the blue of 
early summer. What dests of men 
might be in sight were lost in the 
white glow of bIOl!8ODlB; but the birds 
made their presence vocal, singing in 
the close bo~hs unseen. 

No man Wlth a trace of sap left in 
him could lie inert at such a time; and 
Arthur rang the bell and asked the ser
vant when they ~ht have breakfast. 

II There is no bell, sir," said he; "the 
ladies mostly breaJdasta by eleven, and 
the gentlemen when they like. Have 
you found your things, sir?" 

As everything of Arthur's had been 
laid out and brushed in most attractive 
order, he had; and he dressed and 
sought the breakfast-room. Here was 
no one but Mrs. Malgam, who, attired 
in a diaphanous material of many folds 
and pale tea-rose ribbons, was standing 
at the window like a thing bereft. But 
as Arthur came in, her face mantled 
with smiles that could have hardly 
"been much sweeter for the blush be
tween." "Oh, Mr. Holyoke, I am so 
glad you've come," said she. "It is so 
poky, breakfasting alone." 

Mis. Ma1gam sat down to make the 
tea; and Arthur sat down beside her. 
"What pretty hands she has," thought 
Arthur; "I never noticed them before." 
And just as he thought this, her blue 
eyes fixed his, looking soddenl1 up from 
the tea. " One lump or two?' said she. 
" One," said Arthur, gravely. 

A. word should be given to Baby Mal
gam, as many thought her likely to be 
FloBBie Gower's rival; that is, at some 
day, for 88 yet our heroine still dis
tanced her. It is true, Flossie was a 
nobody, by birth; but so W88 Mrs. Mal-

VOL. m-eo 

gam; but her fi.rst husband had been 
Mr. Ten Eyck. Flossie was rich, but 
so at this time was Mrs. Ma1gam; 
FlOBBie was no longer young, nor very 
pretty, while Baby's cheeks still glowed 
and her eyes glistened and her white 
teeth shone with youth and health and 
~ines8 that comes from pleasure and 

of care. Baby had been very, very 
poor; and now she had three houses and 
four horses and forty ball-dresses and a 
young and fashionable and careless hus
band and an opera-box, and the grace and 
cachet of her own to properly adorn all 
these things-a grace which had been 
almost a trial to her when, already con
scious of it, she had feared. it was to be 
never used, but born like a blOSBOm of 
the fields, to die there, and not in a china 
vaae. But now she had her china vase, 
and was happy, and fast forgetting the 
fields, and him who had wandered with 
her in them. And it was very cosey and 
charming for Arthur, to be sitting with 
her so prettily at breaJdast. 

II Is nobody else up?" said he. But 
he did not say it in regret; and C&r11 
Wemyss would not have said it at all, 
88 Arthur tho~~t_with a pang just af
terward. Mrs. lI/lalgam smiled a little, 
but she said : 

"Mr. Derwent has been up' and dis
appeared lo~ since. Mr. Haviland baa 
gone to the CIty. Flossie never appears 
untilluncheon. A.bout the rest, I don't 
know." 

"What are we to do to-day?" said 
he" by way of conversation. 

.. Anything we like-that is Mrs. Gow
er's rule. I fancy she aud Mr. Wemyss 
will take a drive;" and she laughed a 
little again. "Mr. Van Kull and Mrs. 
Hay thought of riding. That is, Mr. 
Van Kull spoke of it to Mrs. Hay; and 
Mrs. Hay proposed it to Lord Birming
ham. But I lancy his lordship will ride 
with Kitty Farnum." And again did 
pretty Mrs. Ma1gam laugh a little. 

" Are there horses for all of us?" said 
Arthur. 

II Oh, yes. Mrs. Gower baa a way of 
providing for us, you see." 

"In that caae," said Arthur, "will not 
you ride with me?" 

Mrs. Ma1gam would and did; and a 
lovely drive they had of it in the fresh 
May morning, over the range of billa 
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back in the high country behind the 
Hudson. Mrs. Malgam's conversation 
was most eharmin~, and instructive, too, 
to a young man; It is unfortunate that 
so much of its merit consiSted in the 
manner and personality of its owner as 
to be quite incapable of transcription. 
They talked of the day; of the place; 
of :Mrs. Gower, of Mrs. Gower's friends ; 
of love; a good deal of himself; a little 
of herself; of the time for luncheon; 
and of the immediate future. This last 
~~ was called up by :Mrs. Malgam's 

. g whether Arthur was invited to 
the coaching party; and it turned out 
that Mrs. Gower had in immediate con
templation a drive in a coaeh-and-four 
from Catfish-on-the-Hudson up to Len
ox. Lucie Gower was coming up from 
town to drive them; and :Mrs. Mal
gam, though she had not yet receh·ed 
her invitation, was in hopeful expecta
tion of one. It must be confessed that 
the prospect was enviable; and Arthnr 
most ardently joined in the wish, so 
kindly expressed by the pretty woma.n. 
who was his companion, that he might 
be one of the party. 

Civilization has cruelly made up for 
making our luncheon regular and cer
tain by depriving us often of any desire 
for it; but one of the brightest attrac
tions of the upper circle of humanity, in 
which our hero now moved, is perhaps 
its return to this primitive condition. 
It is a pity that fresh air and idleness, 
cleanliness and exercise, do not neces
sarily bring with them health for 'the 
soul; but they bring health for this 
world, which is already something. .Ax
thur and the pretty woman returned at 
two, impelled chielly by a desire for 
food; and found others of the compa.n.y, 
similarly inspired, already sitting at the 
table. Wemyss alone, whose dyspepsia 
seemed to be the last relic of his inher
ited puritan conscience, was not hUD
gry. 

"I do not know what we can do for 
you lovely Jills this aftemoon," said 
Flossie. "Three of our Jacks have dis
appeared. Mr. Haviland and Charlie 
Townley are in town, and Mr. Derwent 
has gone to the Mills village. Pus
sie, where's your young man' Your 
acknowledged one, I mean-Jimmy De 
Witt'" 

Miss Duval blushed and smiled. .. Mr. 
De Witt is in town, I suppose. His ad
dress is the Columbian Club.» 

"Yes, dear," said Flossie, laughing. 
"Well, I've written to him. Then theze's 
Sidney Sewall coming to dinner," Flos
sie went on, ss if she were counting her 
chickens. Sewall was the famous editor 
of one of the great papers of the day. 

"He's awfolly clever, and improving 
and all that," continued the critical 
:Mrs. Malgam; "but he's no good in the 
country. What's become of Mr. Der
went, did you say' " 

"He's paBBing the day at the Mills 
down in the town, studying the condi
tion of the laboring classes, I suppose. 
He's always doing that kind of thing." 

"Much more likely he's found a pret
ty face there," said Van Kull. "Those 
cranks are all humbugs." 

Miss Farnum looked at Van Kull 
while he spoke, and then looked about 
as if for someone to answer. Her eye 
fell upon Marion Lenoir. And Miss 
Lenoir was magnetized to speak. 

"Oh, how can you say so, Mr. Van 
Kull? .. she cried. "When' he talks so 
earnestly, and fixes his eyes upon you 
so, they bore you through and through. 
I could fall in love with a man like that, 
I am sure." 

Miss Farnum rose and walked to the 
window. "Yes, and he bores me through 
and through," Van Kull had retorted; 
but there was a general noise of rising 
and sliding back chairs, and no one no
ticed his little joke. Jokes were rare 
with this big fellow; a fact to which he 
owed much of his popularity. 

Arthur stood at first with Miss Far
num for a minute; but she seemed UD
responsive, and he was soon swept out 
in the wake of Mrs. Wilton Hay. The 
broad terrace was bathed in the pleas
ant May sunlight; but over the end op
posite the house was a broad awning, 
slanted down to the stone balustrade. 
The great river lay still; far to the 
south, where the light blue vanished in 
the gleaming, was a solitary sail. 

The air was full of the singing of 
birds and the fragrance of spring blos
soms ; it was like a scene from Boooac
cio, thought Arthur, the stone terrace 
and the Bowers, and the distant view. 
Caryl Wemyss seemed to have like 
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thoughts. " If life were only this, how 
simple it would be I" said he. But 
even this speech was too a.nalytica1 for 
the company in its present mood. 

"It only rests with us to make it so," 
he added, as if eXpecting an answer. 

.. I don't see what you mean," said 
Mrs. Hay. And she did not. Wemyss 
smiled bitterly, or smiled as if he meant 
it so. FlOBBie laughed. Lord Birming
ham came up and leaned over Mrs. Hays 
chair; then Van Kull came up on the 
other side, and Arthur had to go over 
to Miss Farnum, who was standing 
alone, looking over the parapet into the 
deep gorge in the forest, that led down 
toward the river. Mrs. Malgam and 
the other two girls were laughing to
gether, standing at the other end of the 
terrace. Miss Farnum seemed to Ax
thur more blaBu than any girl he 
knew. 

" Why does your friend Mr. Haviland 
come here so much?" asked she, sud
denly. Now, Arthur could certainly give 
no answer to this. 

" It is a delightful house to visit, " said 
he. " Did you have a pleasant ride this 
morning?" 

" I hate Englishmen and foreigners," 
said she, inconsequently; and just then 
Birmingham came up. "Lovely day, 
Miss Farnum," said he. "Ab, would 
you not like a bit of a walk ? The park, 
down there, looks most inviting." 

"I don't know," said she, listlessly. 
.. What are the others going to do? " 

.. They're playing tennis, I dare say, 
or something like," said he. .. I got o~ 
you bow." 

Miss Farnum turned toward the 
house; and just then the others joined 
them .• "You play, Mr. Holyoke, I know, .. 
said Marion Lenoir, "and Mr. Van Kull 
is such a dab at it." Van Kull looked 
anything but a dab at it, but rather an 
oddly sophisticated lamb being led to 
the slaughter; but then Miss Lenoir 
was, as she expressed it, .. a tennis girl" 
And certainly she looked it, when .Ax
thur met her on the lawn, her lithe young 
figure robed in a blue and white tennis 
dress, her black hair shining in a tight 
coil. 

.. Fie, what would Jimmy say?" said 
Mrs. Gower to Miss Duval as they passed 
her. " Jimmy may say what he pleases," 

said that young woman, with a shrug of 
her shoulders. 

They had played several sets, and Miss 
Lenoir so well that she and Arthur had 
won most of them, when there was a rip
ple of excitement among the two mar
ried women, who had been sitting on a 
shady bench watching the game. Mrs. 
Gower had disappeared; Mr. Wemyss 
had sauntered up from time to time, to 
say a word and disappear again. "I do 
believe it's the men come back I" cried 
Mrs. Hay, as a carriage stopped at the 
door of the house. 

The game came to an end; and Ar
thur walked back with his partner to the 
terrace. Charlie Townley was there, 
and a middle-aged man who was Mr. 
Sewall, as Miss Lenoir told him ; and 
a stout man with a red face, who bore a 
little clumsily his introduction to Mrs. 
Hay, and then turned with a "Well, old 
fellow-what do you know?" to Kill 
Van KulL It was our old friend S. How
land Starbuck. He had changed more 
than Van Kull, and seemed ten years 
older, with a bloated look in his (ace. 
Van Kull, as he stood there in his light 
acarlet tennis-jacket and white ftannels, 
was still a model of manly strength, with 
features pale and clear-cut, and a look of 
race about him. Probably he had led a 
far worse life than simple Buck Star
buck, as his friends still ca1led him ; but 
his beauty was deathless, like a fallen 
angel's. "So good of you all to take pity 
on us lone women," said FlOBBie Gower, 
as she approached with Mr. Wemyss. 
"Mr. Sewall, thanks for leaving the ad
ministration so long unwatched. How 
are you, Si? Tell us what to do, Mr. 
Townley. Shall we take a sail ? " 

" A sail would be delightful, I think," 
said Sewall, affably. "Mrs. Hay, I hope 
you got safely home the other night? 
Lord Birmingham, I am very glad to 
meet you; I had the pleasure of know
ing your father, the late Earl" 

" Come, young women I" cried Flossie, 
.. run and get your things on. rve or-. 
dered the launch to be ready at five." 

Arthur was much impressed at the 
prospect of going on a pleasure-jaunt 
with so great a man as Sidney Sewall . 
He was one of those who really seem to 
shape the fortunes of the country; his 
newspaperwas a political power through-
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out the land, and he made and unmade 
candidates at will. People of wealth 
and fashion were getting famjJjar to our 
hero ; but the companionship of men of 
power was a social summit he had never 
yet climbed. Flossie Gower liked to 
get such men about her, as a child plays 
with chess-men. 

There was a break to take them to the 
river; but most of the company pre
ferred to walk. Mrs. Gower led the way 
with Mr. Sewall, and Arthur was close 
behind with Marion Lenoir. He was 
struck with the elaborate air of pleasure
seeking that Mr. Sewall assumed; he 
made himself a perfect squire of dames, 
for the nonce, and his talk was of other 
people and their misdoings. As they 
turned from the lower footpath-gate of 
Mrs. Gower's place into the main road, 
they met Derwent, striding homeward 
in his knickerbockers ; and Flossie in
troduced him to Mr. Sewall. Then they 
all went on and soon came to the river, 
where the Gowers' pretty little steam
yacht lay at a private wharf. Derwent 
was full of his dar. at the Mills ; and be
gan talking of It to the great editor. 
"They are nearly all French Canadians," 
said he, "not Americans at all; and their 
wages are quite as low-except the few 
skilled workmen aud foremen, as at 
Manchester." 

.. They were even lower last year," 
said Sewall, .. at the time of the worst de
pression. The mill has really no reason 
for being, except the tariff; and, of 
course, in the bad years the laborers are 
ten times worse off than if there were no 
tariff at aU. But it attracts Canadian 
cheap labor; and our ignorant work
men think they are being protected all 
the same." 

"Surely, you would not abolish the 
tariff and wipe out the mill entirely?" 
said Wemyss, who had taken a seat close 
by. Sewall shrugged his shoulders. He 
was the editor of a great protectionist 
newspaper. "There is no use riding 
against a herd of cattle," said he. " If 
you want to lead them, you must ride 
their way." Arthur opened his eyes at 
this, for Sewall's pa~r declared itself 
the great representative of the laboring 
classes ; but he soon found that " cat
tle" was a milder term than the popular 
editor usually applied to his constitu-

ency. "The secret of statesmanship," 
he went on, .. in representative govem.
ment, is to do nothing yourself until 
driven to it by the rabble, and in the 
meantime make capital out of the other 
fellow's mistakes." 

"Ay," said Derwent; "but it is not 
the people, but the sel1ish middle class 
that rules as yet. Anarchy, even tyran
ny, may be the mother of men, of hla'h 
thought and noble deeds; but the 
lights of the Manchester school are 
matter and greed, dry bones and death." 

Sewall looked at him quizzically. "Oh, 
dear," said he, good-naturedly, "here'. 
another terrible fellow who believes 
something I" 

"But," hazarded Arthur, with a bl1l8b, 
" will not representatives do something. 
and think something, when we make 
our politics something more than a game 
for party stakes?" 

"Young man," said Sewall, impressive
ly, "this country cannot be governed. 
without parties and organizatiOD& And 
if the organizers are not paid for their 
trouble, they won't organize. I've never 
known a man with a principle that was 
worth his salt in politics yet; how can 
you expect parties to have them? This 
~t country of ours is on the mak~ 
lust now; and it doesn't trouble iteelf 
about much else." And Mr. Sewall sud
denly dropped his professional tone and, 
turning to Mrs. Gower, resumed his air 
of an homme du monde. "Lovely coun
try, after all, is it not, Mrs. Gower? 
Look at that purple twilight ~ in 
under the western mountains; I've lust 
got a Daubigny with exactly that feeling 
in it. Only Frenchmen can paint in 
the half lights, the minor tones, after 
aU." 

Mrs. Gower still patronized art, 
though she successively had given over 
most of her special protections for the 
patronage of human life in general; but 
Sewall was an amateur, and was famed 
for his galleries, his cellars, and his or
chids. Derwent looked at him from the 
corners of his eyes, but kept silent; 
meantime Kill Van Kull, Si Starbuck. 
and Marion Lenoir, sitting forward, had 
brought out their banjos and struck up 
a Southern melody, very soft and sweet. 
"What a pity we have no folk-songs," 
said Wemyss. "Great art is, after aU, 
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impossible without the nursery songs men returning to Chicago or the great 
and tales of many generations, without - lakes. And in the bow and main deck 
the legends and delusions of the people." were groups of emigrants bound for the 

"I am glad to find you need the prairies; ploughs, sewing-machines, and 
people for something," said Derwent, bales of Eastern goods. The great 
dryly. steamer swept by them with a certain 

"Butthey have self-educated itaway," majesty; and the little yacht lay for 
said Wemyss. "They have driven beau- some seconds, rolling and tossing in its 
ty out of the world with the three Be; wake. 
and now are about to cut one another's 
throats for its mere goods and raw IDa
terials." 

.. True," said Derwent. .. But is it 
they that have done it? or we that have 
taught them? " 

"Speaking of the people," laughed 
Flossie, "there they are." And she 
pointed to an excursion-boat coming 
up the river; it was filled with a holi
day party-olerks, upper mechanics, 
small-tradesmen, and their womankind. 
The latter were resplendently dressed 
in new bonnets and bright shawls; 
the husbands looked dingy and jaded. 
Wemyss took out his opera-glass and 
scanned the decks for a minute or more, 
then laid it down wearily as if exhaust
ed. .. I have no doubt they are most of 
them virtuous," said he. "But they all 
wear glass diamonds in their ears." 

"Nay," said Sewall, without cynicism, 
but as if merely stating an • obvious 
fact. "There are the people." And he 
pointed to a huge three-decked barge, 
coming slowly down stream before two 
tugs. It was covered with long stream
ers; the largest bearing, in 1Iaring white 
lette~ "The P. J. MeGarragle Associa
tion ;" and on smaller ones, "6th W &rd." 
All the decks were black with people; 
and all the people were waltzing to the 
loud rhythm of several brass bands. A 
few dozen of the younger men on the 
lower deck yelled at the little launch as 
it went by; they were tipsily singing an 
obscene song. "Mr. MeGarragle has 
just been elected to Congress; and he is 
giving a free picnic to all his supporters 
in his district." 

" You were one of his supporters, Mr. 
Sewall, I believe?" said Derwent, calmly . 
.. But you are both wrong. These are 
the American people, if I understand 
them right." And he pointed to the 
night boat. The upper decks were 
crowded with men, intent on their news
papers, regardless of all e1se-business-

It was after seven o'clock when they 
got back from the sail; and all the la
dies hurried into the break, lest they 
should lose that calm leisure before din
ner which a perfect toilet demands. 
Mr. Sewall and Lord Birmingham and 
Caryl Wemyss were further specially 
honored with seats therein; the others 
walked, Townley with Van Kull and 
Starbuck, Arthur with Lionel Derwent. 
"What a dift'erent man is Sewall from 
what one would suppose," said Arthur. 

"Sidney Sewall is the most guilty 
criminal in America," said Derwent, ve
hemently. Arthur started a little at so 
superlative a characterization; which 
Derwent went on to explain. .. There 
is a man with all the birthright of light; 
with the inherited instinct of truth, the 
traininf1 of character, the charm of breed
ing i with power of intellect and culti
vation of the finest that your country 
gives i and if there is a malignant lie to 
be disseminated, a class hatred to be 
stirred up, a cruel delusion to be spread, 
a poisonous virus of any subtler sort 
ready to be instilled into the body pub
lic and politic-there stands Sidney Sew
all, of all men, ready and willing to do 
the devil's work. And he does it with 
the genius of a Lucifer; and all to get 
his personal luxury, and his orchids and 
his wines, and a little power, and re
venge for personal spites. Mephistoph
eles himself was not so quick at see
ing the evil side of any human error, 
the wrong that may be wrought from 
any chance event. And yet it does not 
even pay; or pay any more than if he 
chose the good and served it with half 
that intellect of his that now seeks to 
sap his country's soul I " 

Poor Arthur had not thought to reap 
such a whirlwind with his little conver
sational seed, and stood aghast. 

" And he doesn't really care for money 
either i he knows its worthlessness, deep 
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down, as well as I do. And he hasn't 
even, or says he hasn't, the devil's motive 
of ambition to make a reason for his 
wrong. And he's married a rich woman, 
like any common adventurer. I tell you 
I have spent years in this country of 
yours; and the people have a heart, and 
a soul, and in their clumsy way they 
blunder ahead upon the right. But 
Sewall 1 He has no heart, nor soul, but 
only stomach and cerebral matter, like 
a jelly-fish. In his intellectual Frank
enstein way, he was once a communist; 
just as he might be to-morrow a dyna
miter or a prohibitionist. But if to
morrow there comes to the polls a well
meaning, honest man, and against him a 
very figurehead of that greed and cyni
cal materialism. which bids fair to blast 
your country in its bud, this man will 
hasten to bid the people to choose Ba
rabbas, that Cain and Abel's strife may 
be on earth once more." 

By this time they were walking up 
the avenue to the house, and on the ter
race they met their hosteM, already 
dreBSed and waiting for them. " Ah. 
you philosophers I" said she. " You 
must make haste. By the way. you 
know I count upon you, Mr. Holyoke, 
for our coaching part11 Mr. Derwent 
has already promised: Arthur was, of 
course, delighted. 

"I am so glad--" he began. 
"There, there," said she, "you must 

run and dress or you will be late to din
ner. And Mr. Sewall is very particular 
about his dinners, I know." 

After Derwent's outburst, Arthur went 
in to his dinner with some trepidation; 
but Derwent had too often dined and 
lodged with Arab chieftains, or other 
persons who had designs upon his life 
the next morning, to show his personal 
feelings in his demeanor. Arthur took 
in Miss Duval ; and she asked him if he 
had been invited on the coaching party. 
She was going, and Mrs. Hay, and Kitty 
Farnum. Mrs. Ma1gam. had not been 
asked, after alL " She is perfectly furi
ous," said Pussie; .. and wanted to go 
home to-night." And Arthur himself 
felt a slight pang at the absence of his 
fair companion, such a mitigated pang 
as one must feel at the exclusion of oth
ers from a paradise open to one's self. 

.. What men are going?" he asked. 

"Oh, Lord Birmingham, and Hr. 
Wemyss, and Mr. Van Kull-and-and 
'111_ " 
JUC. --

" Derwent," said Arthur. " I know:' 
"Mr. Derwent? dear me," said Miss 

Duval. "I wonder what he's going 
for I" 

"But where's Mr. Gower?" asked 
Arthur. 

"I don't know," said ,she. "He can't 
come, I believe. Kill Van Kull is going 
to drive." 

" You can't fancy what terrible things 
Mr. Derwent has been telling us, Mr. 
Sewall. We quite needed you last night.. 
He has been saying we are none of us 
Christians." It was Mrs. Ma1gam who 
spoke. 

" We are not," said Sewall " Chris
tianity is a very fine thing; but, like 
many another, quite too fine for this 
world. If people could practise it, there 
would be no need of it; it would be 
heaven here and now, and a divine rev
elation quite superfluous." 

.. And are you really going to drive, 
Mr. Van Kull?" said Mrs. Hay. "You 
are such a dangerous man, I shall not 
trust myself with you-on the box seat.. .. 
And she cast down her eyes, while Van 
Kull gave her one of the dark glancee 
that made his pale face so famous. 

" Would you confess as much in your 
paper, Mr. Sewall?" said Derwent, in 
answer to his speech. 

" Certainly not," said the great editor. 
"You know the natural failing of the 
middle classes is hypocrisy; and we still 
have a large constituency with them. 
They like to think they are Christians, 
while they make their money; just as 
they like to have full reports of divorce 
cases, and call it neW&" 

"Hypocrisy, in the end, is of all vices 
the one least suffered by gods and men," 
said Derwent.. 

"Quite so; and sooner or later the 
people will arise and wipe out the mid
dle class in this country, and leave noth
ing between them and us," said Sewall, 
placidly. "That is why I am anxious 
to have my paper appeal more and more 
to the masses." 

" But when that day comes, we-that 
is, the people-will destroy you, too," 
said Derwent.. 

Sewall looked again at Derwent, with 
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his ~xl>re~on of polite curiosity, aB at 
a miBplaced mummy. " Our grandchil
dren, you mean," said he. "I haven't any." 

"All t,binking men are agreed aB to 
the coming decheance," put in Wemyaa. 
.. They only dift'er aB to the feelings with 
which thel regard it." 

"Wel.l,' said Sewall, in a tone of final
ity, .. we can get a good time out of this 
world aB it is; those to come may amuse 
themselves aB they like. What do you 
think, Mrs. Gower? OJ 

.. I think you are all peaBimiBts," said 
she. " Surely we live in a moat enlight
ened age; consider the progress that 
has been made in a few years 1 Why, in 
my grandfather's old house they hadn't 
even carpets. Now the very poorest 
can have everything." 

.. Everybody has a chance to make 
money now," said Baby Malgam. .. Just 
think how many self-made men you 
meet in aociety I" 

.. You wouldn't have us go back to 
those days, surely," said FlOSBie. "Just 
think how narrow people were 1 And 
everybody thought almost everybody 
else WaB going to be damned. But we 
are growing more liberal every day." 

.. Ay," grunted Derwent. .. We are 
above the revelation of Christ; but our 
clever women talk glibly of theosophy, 
and go into faahionable crazes over im
ported Buddhist priests." 

.. What is theosophy, Mr. Derwent?" 
said Marion Lenoir. .. Something to do 
with spirit-rapping, isn't it ?-or palmis
try?" 

.. I am sure," said Mrs. Malgam, .. I 
was always brought up to go to church ; 
but since I've been married, Jack doesn't 
care for it." 

.. The only advantage should be, that 
the general smash gives us at least a 
chance at personal liberty. But most 
of these fads start in my place; and in 
Boston the masses are more philistine 
than almost anywhere," said Caryl 
Wemyss. 

"There is some strength in PhiliB
tiniBm," said Sewall, curtly. "What I 
can't stand is the critical crowd, the 
cousins of the nephews of the friends of 
Emerson, who now talk sagely of the 
fine art of their boarding-house litera
ture of the tea-table realiBm sehool
what Poe called the Frog-pond weakly 

school They are too delicate to take 
life straight, at most they can only 
stomach a criticism of a critique of 
humanity, aB we give babies peptonized 
preparatioDS of refined oatmeal. Their 
last fad is pure government. Pure gov
ernment 1 " repeated Sewall, with a snort. 
of disgust. 

" It is the literature of the decadence, 
of course," said Wemyss; "an emasculat
ed type, product of short-haired women 
and long-haired men, gynanders and an
drogynes. I have often myself thought 
of writing another novel-if only for the 
sake of putting agreat, horrid man into it. 
But gentlemen should all the more have 
courage to reaasert their essence. It is 
an age, after all, when one may lead a 
fnlllife. There is a fine passage some
where in Zola, where the lips of two 
lovers are 'I1DII88l.ed at the approaeh. of 
death. So we, on the eve of the destruc
tion of society, are free to live our lives 
elementally ; enforced to idlen9B8, like 
patricians in the fall of Rome." 

"Mr. Wemyss, do you know my defi
nition of a Boston man?" cried Sewall, 
who had an evident struggle to repress 
himself during this long speech . 

"No," said Wemyss, respectfully sip
ping a ~ of Yquem. 

"An l8oya.t Life," said Sewall, hurl-
ing the words at Wemyss like a miBsile. 

There was a certain pause and then 
Derwent WaB heard softly quoting 
Dante's" gran rifiuto." 

" So there is nothing for us, you both 
think, but to make 'the grand refusal,'" 
said he, sadly. "To take no office in 
our human life, but wait for death; 
amusing ourselves aB best we may." 

After which, Lord Birmingham was 
heard saying to Miss Farnum, .. I should 
so like to show you Noakes Park." 

"No," said Sewall, taking up the thread 
of the conversation again, "what's the 
use of breaking lances on windmills? 
The simple fact is, that everybody wants 
about a hundred times his individual 
proportion of the world's labor; and 
some few fellows have got to have it. 
and the other ninety-nine be deprived 
of that little which they have. There
fore the more toys we give the rabble to 
play with the better. When they find 
them out, they'll break the toys and our 
heads with them!' 
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.. I'm sure," said Mrs. Ma1gam, .. I 
don't see what there is so very terrible. 
I like real lace shawls; but my Irish ser
vants prefer red and green ones. And 
what would be the use of taking a scrub
woman to the opera? She wouldn't un
derstand it." 

.. It's astonishing how soon those same 
scrub-women catch on," said Charlie 
Townley, who sat next. .. I see two or 
three at the opera every night." 

Derwent muttered something about 
the lust of the eyes and the pride of life ; 
and Mrs. Gower said there was one in 
the box next her. .. She has red arms and 
diamonds as big as a hotel-clerk's," said 
she, with a fine scorn. .. But of course 
there must always be suoh people trying 
to get in." 

.. Kehew entered her; but she was 
scratched for the Derby," said Van Kull 
to Si Starbuck, who was on the other 
side of Mrs. Wilton Hay. .. De Mora 
told me she was safe for the Grand 
Prlx." 

.. Kehew? why, that's the very man 
who bas entered his wife, ~at the 
opera," laughed FlOfl8ie. 

.. He's a great friend of the Duc de 
Mora," said Si Starbuck to his sister. 
.. I don't see what there is bad about the 
old woman, and the daughter's capital 
lun." 

.. Kehew's a wonderful man," added 
Townley. .. He turned up from some 
road-hotel just out of Chicago, and the 
nerl thing we knew he put through that 
Wabash deal." 

.. What a name," sighed Wemyas
.. Kehew I . how it expresses the sharp, 
lean-faced Yankee of the day, who doses 
his dyspepsia with whiskey-cocktails, 
and bores you through with his dull, 
soulleBB eyes I • Brainy,' the newspa
pers oa1l them, I think." 

.. But they are making the country, 
and they make the government," said 
Sewall. " It's all very well to talk about 
the greatest good of the greatest num
ber; but government is going to be run 
in the interest of the suoceBBful man, 
and not for general. philanthropy." 

II Ah I" said Lionel Derwent, sadly. 
CCYouhave done a good deal, in your coun
try. You have done away with rank, and 
chivalry and the feudal system, estab
lished churches and bishops, priests and 

deacons-except, perhaps, the Pope of 
Rome. You are independent ofauthority 
and experience, and enforced respect-
A..riatotle's 'Ethios,' and Plato's '&pub
lic,' to say nothing of Montesquieu and 
de Tocqueville, have become' chestnuta.· 
as yourphrase is. 'You have eschewed 
a titled aristocracy and abolished pri
mogenitare; you elect all your officers, 
from judges up to President; your laws 
run in the name of the people, instead 
of in the name of a prince; your State 
knows no religion and your judges wear 
no wigs I '-and for King ~ you bow 
to King Stork; your God Baal is money, 
and you have lost individual h1>erty into 
the barRain." 

Mr. sewall chuckled to himself a lit
tle, but said nothing, like an Augur 
with a sense of humor; the collective 
individual liberties of the land made 
power, and power was his. It was left 
to Mrs. Malgam to respond. 

.. I am sure," said she, .. I think money 
is very nice ; and those who don't want 
it needn't get it." 

.. Money," said WemyBll, .. gives us the 
very individual liberty Mr. Derwent 
wants." 

"Money," said FlOfl8ie Gower, "is cer
tainly necessary to get married on; else 
married people would have to be to
gether all the time." 

.. Oh," said Marion Lenoir, "I think 
love in a cottage would be just charm
ing. Do you know I saw suoh a lovely 
household last winter in Florida--" 

But here Mrs. Gower gave the signal ; 
and the men were left to their own redac
tions. Derwent rose abruptly, took a 
cigar, and walked out the open window 
to the terrace above the river. Wemyas 
and Arthur followed; and the other four 
were left about the dining-table. 

Derwent was puffing his cigar viC)
lently, and did not speak to them ; but 
after a minute or two he took the path 
leading down into the valley and disap
peared in the wood. Wemyss and Ar
thur sat down in one corner of the ter
race and lit their cigars comfortably. 

"Derwent," said Mr. Wemyas, .. is 
one of those fanatics who do more 
harm, from their position and educa
tion, than any leader of the proletariat. 
But all women rave about him; for 
women are all hero-worshippers." 
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.. Mrs. Gower has asked him to go people do. For these do not comment, 
on the coaching-party," said Arthur, Be- in diaries or print, upon such things, 
cretly 1Iattered -at being thought by nor analyze the moods they bring. But 
Wemyss worthy of hearing that gentle- most of the women who were stirring 
man's opinion. He made no reply to made only a convenience of the moon
this, but frowned obviously. hetty light, lighting the uncertain hazards of 
soon the others came out and joined the dirty street; and the youn~ men, 
them, and they had cognac and coft'ee; smoking and drinking, were qmte un
the ladies, too, were out on the terrace, conscious of it, for tobacco and whis
at its other end, attracted by the beauty key had more direct action upon their 
of the night; and gradually the two consciousness, besides having a money 
groups came together and intermingled. cost, which the beauty of the night had 
But it was the man's hour; and they not. But here, too, were some few 
made bold to keep their cigars, even young men wandering afield with young 
when, as soon happened, each one joined women, and perhaps upon these the 
his fair one and took to walking with moonlight had its unconscious el'ect. 
her. Wemyss walked with Mrs. Gower, Up at Mrs. Gower's the love-making, 
Birmingham with Miss Famum, Van though not inartistically done, was rath
Kull with Mrs. Hay, Charlie Townley er like a play; here it was more earnest. 
with Miss Duval, and Mrs. Malgam with Yet, as it seemed to Lionel Derwent, 
Si Starbuck. there was not so much dil'erence be-

Arthur found himself with Miss La- tween these two places, laying aside 
noire She was a pretty girl, with fine mere dress and manner, as there should 
black hair and gray eyes, and an ivory- have been. . 
like complexion; and her dress was the But to Arthur, the softness and good 
perlection of style and enlightened civ- taste and beauty of framing seemed ~ 
ilization. It was the most glorious spiration fit for any poet. If the even
night; a night made for the imagina-' ing was not one of true happiness, it 
tive and idle, for those who have read was an excellent worldly counterfeit. 
the world's literature and looked at .After Miss Lenoir went in, he stayed 
paintings, and whose women are fair out alone, watching the river. The 
ladies, bravely dressed. The great path- other guests, successively, sought the 
way of the river lay open to the dark drawing-room; and soon he heard Mrs. 
sky, walled by ebon mountain-masses; = voice, singing a simple Scotch 
to the east the azure shaded into blue, and singing it very well Now, 
where the stars were sown less freely, any cultivated foreman's daughter, in 
tremulous, luminous with the rising the factory village, would have sung in 
moon. The moon's light was pleas- bad Italian, and not sung well. 
ant, too, on the figure of the pretty girl As Arthur stood leaning over the 
beside him ; and the others, as they balustrade in the terrace, he heard low 
passed and repassed, seemed like the voices; and looking down, he recog
gay ladies of Boccaccio's garden, and nized, in the moonlight, Mr. Oaryl 
looked, each pair, as if they had been Wemyss and his hostess. Their talk 
lovers. seemed to have come to an end; for as 

Down in the factory village, too, the she rose, he seized her white hand and 
night was fine ; perhaps a few old men, imprinted (as the dime novels say), with 
smoking, enjoyed it, dumbly, as such studied grace, a kiss upon it. 



COMRADESHIP. 

'By James Herbert lMorse. 

YES, he is gone, and did I say 
I loved not toil, but chose content? 

His steps have hardly died away 
Ere I repent j-

Forego the sylvan neighborhood, 
The whispering boughs, the brawling stream, 

And I forego the easeful mood, 
The tempting dream: 

'Tis more to me-his human thought 
That glows with purpose for the Kind, 

The eager eye that blanches not 
Yet is not blind; 

And I will bid my soul rejoice, 
Though on a desert's burning sand, 

If I may hear my brother's voice, 
And tout'h his hand. 

Though oft I feel a breath of soul
A human mood, in Nature's pIan. 

And half divine a sentient whole, 
It is not Man. 

Unanswered the enquiring eye j 
And tender love, in bliss or pain, 

Its childish hands to earth and sky 
Thrusts out in vain. 

A still and unresponsive thing, 
When deepll questioned by the heart 

Dear Earth will smile, dear Earth will sing
'Tis all her art. 

Nay, search the songl The instrument 
In all its shapely parts is there, 

But where the soul the music lent? 
The Master-where? 

I will not company with tools; 
I cannot love insensate song. 

The Master gone-the spirit cools, 
It loves not long. 

The principle within that feels, 
The secret soul that makes us fond, 

Disowns dumb Nature, and appeals 
To Soul beyond. 

o Man, my brother and co-heir 
In what we cannot rightly guess, 

Behold, I come, thy joys to share
Thy pains, no less. 



GENTLEMEN. 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 

L 

'"-~~I::~~~-HAT do we mean to
day by that common 
phra.se, a gentle
man? By the lights 
of history, from 
gens, gentili8, it 
should mean a man 
of family, .. one of a 
kent house," one of 

notable descent: thus embodying an 
ancient stupid belief and implying a 
modern scientific theory. The ancient 
and stupid belief came to the ground, 
with a prodigious dust and the col
:,s,se of several polities, in the latter 

of the last century. There fol
lowed upon this an interregnum, dur
ing which it was believed that all men 
were bom .. free and equal," and that it 
really did not matter who your father 
was. Man has always been nobly irra
tional, bandaging his eyes against the 
facts of life, feeding himself on the wind 
of ambitious falsehood, counting his 
stock to be the children of the gods; 
and yet perhaps he never showed in II. 
more touching light than when he em
braced this boyish theory. Freedom 
we now know for a thing incompatible 
with corporate life and a bleBBing prob
ably peculiar to the solitary robber; we 
know besides that every advance in rich
ness of existence, whether moral or ma
terial, is paid for by a 1088 of liberty; 
that liberty is man's coin in which he 
pays his way; that luxury and knowl
edge and virtue, and love and the fam
ily atfections, are all so many fresh fet
ters on the naked and solitary freeman. 
And the ancient stupid belief having 
come to the ground and the dust of its 
fall subsided, behold the modem scien
tific theory beginning to rise very nearly 
on the old foundation; and individuals 
no longer (as was fondly imagined) 
springing into life from God knows 
where, incalculable, untrammelled, ab
stract, equal to one another-but issuing 
modestly from a race; with virtues and 

vices, fortitudes and frailties, ready 
made; the slaves of their inheritance of 
blood; etemally unequal. So that we in 
the present, and yet more our scientific 
descendants in the future, must use, 
when we desire to praise a character, 
the old expreBSion, gentleman, in nearly 
the old sense: one of a happy strain of 
blood, one fortunate in descent from 
brave and self-respecting ancestors, 
whether clowns or counts. 

And yet ~lainly this is of but little 
help. The mtrieaey of descent defies 
prediction; so that even the heir of a 
hundred sovereigns may be bom a brute 
or a vulgarian. We may be told that a 
picture is an heirloom; that does not tell 
us what the picture represents. All qual
ities are inherited, and all characters; 
but which are the qualities that belong 
to the gentleman? what is the charac
ter that earns and deserves that honor
able style? 

II. 

To current ideas vary with every 
class, and need scarce be combated, 
need searce be mentioned save for the 
love of fun. In one class, and not long 
ago, he was regarded as a gentleman 
who kept a gig. He is a gentleman in 
one house who does not eat peas with 
his knife; in another, who is not to be 
discountenanced by any created form of 
butler. In my own ease I have learned 
to move among pompous menials with
out much terror, never without much 
respect. In the narrow sense, and so 
long as they publicly tread the boards 
of their profeBBion, it would be difficult 
to find more finished gentlemen; and it 
would often be a matter of grave thought 
with me, sitting in my club, to com
pare the bearing of the servants with 
that of those on whom they waited. 
There could be no question which were 
the better gentlemen. And yet I was hur
ried into no democratic theories; for I 
saw the members' part was the more dif
ficult to play, I saw that to serve was 

n 
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a more graceful attitude than to be 
served, I knew besides that much of the 
servants' gentility was ad hoc and would 
be laid aside with their livery jackets; 
and to rut the matter in a nutshell, that 
some 0 the members would have made 
very civil footmen and many of the ser
vants intolerable members. For all that, 
one of the prettiest gentlemen I ever 
knew was a servant. A gentleman he 
happened to be, even in the old stupid 
sense, only on the wrong side of the 
blanket; and a man besides of much ex
perience, having served in the Guards' 
Club, and been valet to old Cooke of 
the Saturday Review, and visited the 
States with Madame Sinico (I think it 
was) and Portugal with Madame Some
one-else, 80 that he had studied, at least 
from the chair-backs, many phases of s0-
ciety. It chanced he was waiter in a 
hotel where I was staying with my moth
er; it was midwinter and we were the 
only guests; all aftemoons, he and I 
passed together on a perfect equality in 
the smoking-room; and at mealtime, he 
waited on my mother and me as a ser
vant. Now here was a trial of manners 
from which few would have come forth 
successful. To take refuge in a frozen 
bearing would have been the timid, the 
inelegant, resource of almost all. My 
friend was much more bold; he joined 
in the talk, he ventured to be jocular, 
he pushed familiarity to the nice margin, 
and yet still preserved the indefinable 
and proper distance of the English ser
vant, and yet never embarrassed, never 
even alarmed, the comrade with whom 
he had just been smoking a pipe. It 
was a masterpiece of social dexterity
on arti1iciallines no doubt, and dealing 
with difficulties that should never have 
existed, that exist much less in France, 
and that will exist nowhere long-but a 
masterpiece for all that, and one that I 
observed with despa.i.ring admiration, as 
I have watched Sargent paint. 

I say these difficulties should never 
have existed; for the whole relation of 
master and servant is to-day corrupt 
and vulgar. At home in England it is 
the master who is degraded; here in the 
States, by a triumph of inverted tact, 
the servant often so contrives that he 
degrades himself. He must be above 
his place; and it is the mark of a gen-

tleman to be at home. He thinks per
petually of. his own dignity; it is the 
proof of a gentleman to be jealous of 
the dignity of others. He is ashamed 
of his trade, which is the essence of vul
garity. He is paid to do certain ser
vices, yet he does them 80 gruftly that 
any man of spirit would resent them 
if they were gratuitous favors; and 
this (if he will re1lect upon it tenderly) 
is 80 far from the genteel as to be Dot 
even coarsely honest. Yet we must not 
blame the man for these mistakes; the 
vulgarity is in the air. There is & tone 
in popular literature much to be de
plored; deprecating service, like a dis
grace; honoring those who are ashamed 
01 it; honoring even (I speak not with
out book) such as prater to live by the 
charity of poor neighbors instead of 
blacking the shoes of the rich. Black
ing shoes is counted (in these works) a 
thing specially disgrac8ful. To the phil
osophic mind, it will seem a less excep
tionable trade than to deal in stocks, and 
one in which it is more easy to be honest 
than to write books. Why, then, should 
it be marked out for :reJ>robation by the 
popular authors? It 18 taken, I think, 
for a type; inoffensive in itself, it stands 
for many disagreeable household duties ; 
disagreeable to fulfil, I had nearly said 
shameful to impose; and with the dul
ness of their tribe, the popular authors 
transfer the shame to the wrong party. 
Truly, in this matter there seems a lack 
of gentility somewhere; a lack of re
finement, of reserve, of common mod
esty; a strain of the !"?irit of those 
ladies in the past, who did not hesitate 
to bathe before a footman. And one 
thing at least is easy to prophesy, no' 
many years will have gone by before 
those shall be held the most .. elegant .. 
gentleman, and those the most .. re
fined" ladies, who wait (in a dozen 
particulars) upon themselves. But the 
shame is for the masters only. The 
servant stands quite clear. He has one 
of the easiest parts to play upon the face 
of earth; he must be far misled, if he 80 

grossly fails in it. 

m 
IT is a fairly common acoomplishmen' 

to behave with decency in one char-
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acter and among those to whom we are 
accnstomed and with whom we have 
been brought up. The trial of gentility 
lies in some such problem as that of my 
waiter's, in foreign travel, or in some 
sudden and sharp change of class. I 
once sailed on the emigrant side from 
the Clyde to New York; among my 
fellow-passengers I passed generally as 
a mason, for the excellent reason that 
there was a mason on board who hap
pened to know j and this fortunate event 
enabled me to mix with these work
ing people on a footing of equality. I 
thus saw them at their best, using their 
own civility; while I, on the other hand, 
stood naked to their criticism. The 
workmen were at home, I was abroad, I 
was the shoe-black in the drawing
room, the Huron at Versailles; and I 
used to have hot and cold fits, lest per
chance I made a beast of myself in this 
new environment. I had no allowances 
to hope for; I could not plead that I 
was .. only a gentleman after all," for I 
was known to be a mason; and I must 
stand and fall by my transplanted man
ners on their own intrinsic decency. It 
chanced there was a Welsh blacksmith 
on board, who was not only well-man
nered himself and a judge of manners, 
but a fellow besides of an original mind. 
He had early diagnosed me for a mas
querader and a person out of place ; and 
88 we had grown intimate upon the voy
age, I carried him my troubles. How 
did I behave? Was I, upon this crucial 
test, at all a gentleman? I might have 
asked eight hundred thousand black
smiths (if Wales or the world contain so 
many) and they would have held my ques
tion for a mockery; but Jones was a man 
of genuine perception, tho~~t a long 
time before he answered, looking at me 
comically and reviewing (I could see) the 
events of the voyage, and then told me 
that .. on the whole" I did "pretty well." 
Mr. Jones was a humane man and very 
much my friend, and he could get no 
further than .. on the whole" and "pretty 
well" I was chagrined at the moment 
for myself; on a larger basis of expe
rience, I am now only concerned for my 
class. My co~uals would have done 
but little better, and many of them 
worse. Indeed, I have never seen a 
sight more pitiable than that of the cur-

rent gentleman unbending; unless it; 
were the current lady I It is these 
stift'-necked condescensions, it is that 
graceless 888UJD:ption, that make the 
diabolic element m times of riot. A man 
may be willing to starve in silence like 
a hero; it is a rare man indeed who 
can accept the unspoken slights of the 
unworthy, and not be embittered. There 
was a visit paid to the steerage quarters 
on this same voyage, by a young gentle
man and two young lAdies; and as I 
was by that time ~retty well accustomed 
to the workman s standard, I had a. 
chance to see my own class from below. 
God help them, poor creatures I As 
they ambled back to their saloon, they 
left behind, in the minds of my com
panions, and in my mind also, an image 
and an inB.uence that might well have 
set them weeping, could they have 
guessed its nature. I spoke a few lines. 
past of a shoe-black in a drawing-room; 
it is what I never saw ; but I did see that 
young gentleman and these young ladies. 
on the forward deck, and the picture re
mains with me, and the offence they 
managed to convey is not forgotten. 

IV. 

Am> yet for all this ambiguity, for all 
these imperfect examples, we know clear
ly what we mean by the word. When 
we meet a gentleman of another class, 
though all contrariety of habits, the es
sentials of the matter stand confessed: 
I never had a doubt of Jones. More 
than that, we recognize the type in 
books; the actors of history, the char
acters of fiction, bear the mark upon 
their brow; at a word, by a bare act, 
we discern and segregate the mass, this. 
one a gentleman, the others not. To. 
take but the last hundred years, Scott, 
Gordon, Wellington in his cold way, 
Grant in his plain way, Shelley for all 
his follies, these were clearly gentlemen ; 
Napoleon, Byron, Lockhart, these were
as surely cads, and the two first cads of' 
a rare water. 

Let us take an anecdote of Grant and 
one of Wellington. On the day of the 
capitulation, Lee wore his presentation 
sword; it was the first thing Grant ob
served, and from that moment he had 
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but one thought: how to avoid taking your excellency had been wounded." 
it. A man, who should perhaps have And you see what a pleasant position 
had the nature of an angel, but assured- he had. created for the Marshal, who had 
ly not the special virtues of the gentle- no more to do than just to bow and smile 
man, might have received the sword, and take the stage at his leisure. But 
and no more words about it: he would here we come to our problem. The 
have done well in a plain way. One Duke's answer (whether true or false) 
who wished to be a gentleman, and created a pleasant position for the Mar
Jmew not how, might have received and shaL But what sort of position had the 
returned it: he would have done infa- Marshal's question created for the Duke? 
mously ill, he would have proved himself and had not Marmont the manmllVl"er 
a cad; taking the stage for himself, once more manmuvred himself into a 
leaving to his adversary confusion of false position? I conceive so. It is the 
countenance and the ungraceful posture man who has gained the victory, not the 
of the man condemned to offer thanks. man who has suffered the defeat, who 
Grant, without a word said, added to finds his ground embarrassing. The vaIl
the terms this article: .. All officers to quished has an easy part, it is easy for 
retain their side-arms;" and the prob- him to make a handsome reference; but 
lem was solved and Lee kept his sword, how hard for the victor to make a hand
and Grant went down to posterity, not some reply I An unanswerable compli
perhaps a fine gentleman, but a great ment is the social bludgeon; and Har
one. And now for Wellington. The mont (with the most graceful intentions 
tale is on a lower plane, is elegant in the world) had propounded one of 
rather than noble; yet it is a tale of a the most desperate. Wellington escaped 
gentleman too, and raises besides a pleas- from his embarrassment by a happy and 
ant and instructive question. Welling- courtly inspiration. Grant, I imagine, 
ton and MarshRl Marmont were adver- since he had. a genius for silence, would 
sarles (it will not have been forgotten) have found some means to hold his peace. 
in one of the prettiest recorded acts of Lincoln, with his half-tact and unhappy 
military fencing, the campaign of Sa1a- readiness, might have :placed an appro
manca: it was a brilliant business on priate anecdote and ratSed a laugh; not 
both sides, just what Count Tolstol an unkindly laugh, for he was a kindly 
ought to study before he writes again man; but under the circumstances the 
upon the inutility of generals; indeed, best-natured laugh would have been 
it was so very brilliant on the Marshal's death to Marmont. Shelley (if we can 
part that on the last day, in one of those conceive him to have gained a battle at 
extremes of clevemess that come so near all) would have blushed and stammered, 
stupidity, he fairly overreached himself, feeling the Marshal's false position like 
was taken "in tl.agrantdelict,"was beaten some grossness of his own; and when 
like a sack, and had his own arm shot off the blush had communicated itself to 
as a reminder not to be so clever the next the cheeks of his unlucky questioner, 
time. It appears he was incul'8oble; a some stupid, generous word (such as I 
more distinguished example of the same cannot invent for him) would have found 
precipitate, ingenious blundering will its way to his lips and set them both at 
be present to the minds of all-his ease. Byron? well, he would have man
treachery in 1814; and even the tale I aged to do wrong; I have too little sym
am now telling shows, on a lilliputian pathy for that unmatched vuIga.rian to 
scale, the man's besetting weakness. create his part. Napoleon? that would 
Years after Salamanca, the two generals have depended: had he been angry, he 
met, and the Marshal (willing to be would have left all competitors behind 
agreeable) asked the Duke his opinion in cruel coarseness: had. he been in a 
of the battle. With that promptitude, good humor, it might have been the 
wit, and willingness to srare pain which other way. For this man, the very 
make so large a part 0 the armory of model of a cad, was so well served with 
the gentleman, Wellington had his an- truths by the clear insight of his mind, 
ewer ready, impossible to surpass on and with words by his great though 
its own ground: "I early perceived shallow gift of literature, that he has 
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left behind him one of the most gen
tlemanly utterances on record: "Ma
dame, respectez Ie fardeau." And he 
could do the right thing too, 88 well 
88 say it; and any character in history 
might envy him that. moment when he 
gave his sword, the sword of the world-
8ubduer, to his old, loyal enemy, :Mac
donald. A strange thing to consider 
two generations of a Skye family, and 
two generations of the same virtue, 
fidelity to the defeated: the father brav
ing the rains of the Hebrides with the 
tattered begg~lad that was his right
ful sovereign; the son, ~J:ajfrincely 
house of Fontainebleau,' a m~ 
sbal of the Empire, receiving from the 
gratitude of one whom he had never 
feared and who had never loved him, 
the tool and symbol of the world's most 
splendid domination. I am glad, since 
I deal with the name of gentlemen, to 
touch for one moment on its nobler 
sense, embodied, on the historic scale 
and with epic circumstance, in the lives 
of these Macdonalds. Nor is there any 
man but must be conscious of a thrill 
of gratitude to Napoleon, for his worthy 
recognition of the worthiest virtue. Yes, 
that ,!as done like a gentleman; and 
yet in our hearts we must think that it 
W88 done by a performer. For to feel 
precisely what it is to be a gentleman 
and what it is to be a cad, we have but 
10 study Napoleon's attitude after Tra
falgar, and compare it with that beauti
fulletter of Louis the Fourteenth's in 
which he acknowledges the news of 
Blenheim. We hear much about the 
Sun-king nowadays, and Michelet is 
very sad reading abOut his government, 
and Thackeray was very droll about his 
wig; but when we read this letter from 
the vainest king in Europe smarting 
under the deadliest reverse, we know 
that at least he W88 a gentleman. In 
the battle, Tallard had lost his son, 
Louis the primacy of Europe; it is only 
with the son the letter deals. Poor 
Louis! if his wig had been twice 88 
great, and his sins twice 88 numerous, 
here is a letter to throw wide the gates 
of Heaven for his entrance. I wonder 

\ what would Louis have said to Marshal 
Marmont? Something inDnitely con
descending; for he was too much of a 
king to be quite a gentleman. And 

Marcus Aurelius, how would he have 
met the question? With some refer
ence to the gods no doubt, uttered not 
quite without a twang; for the good 
emperor and great gentleman of Rome 
was of the methodists of his day and 
race. 

And now to make the point at which 
I have been aiming. The perfectly 
straightforward person who should have 
said to Marmont, "I was uncommonly 
glad to get you baaten," would have 
done the next best to Wellington who 
had the inspiration of graceful speech; 
just 88 the perfectly straightforward 
person who Should have taken Lee's 
sword and kept it, would have done the 
next best to Grant who had the inspi
ration of the truly graceful act. Lee 
would have given up his sword and pre
served his dignity; Marmont might have 
laughed, his pride need not have suf
fered. Not to try to spare people's feel
ings is 80 much kinder than to try in a 
wrong way; and not to try to be a gentle
man at all is so much more gentlemanly 
than to try and fail I So that this gift, 
or grace, or virtue, resides not so much 
in conduct as in knowledge; not 80 
much in refraining from the wrong, 88 in 
knowing the precisely right.. A quality 
of exquisite aptitude marks out the gen
tlemanly act; without an element of wit, 
we can be only gentlemen by negatives. 

v. 
MOD and more, 88 our knowledge 

widens, we have to reply to those who 
ask for a definition: "I can't give you 
that, but I will tell you a story." We 
cannot say what a thing will be, nor 
what it ought to be; but we can say 
what it has been, and how it came to be 
what it is: History instead of Defini
tion. It is this which (if we continue 
teachable) will make short work of all 
political theories ; it is on this we must 
fall back to explain our word, gentle-
man. 

The life of our fathers was highly cer
emonial ; a man's steps were counted; 
his acts, his gestures were prescribed; 
marriage, sale, adoption, and not only 
legal contracts, but the simplest neces
sary movements, must be all conven-
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tionaJIy ordered and performed to rule. 
Life was a rehearsed piece; and only 
those who had been drilled in the re
hearsals could appear with decency in 
the performance. A gentile man, one 
of a dominant race, hereditary priest, 
hereditary leader, was, by the Cll'CUID

stances of his birth and education, 
versed in this symbolic etiquette. What
ever circumstance arose, he would be 
prepared to utter the sacramental word, 
to perform the ceremonial act. For 
every exigence of family or tribal life, 
peace or war, marriage or sacrifice, fort
une or mishap, he stood easily waiting, 
like the well-graced actor for his cue. 
The clan that he guided would be safe 
from shame, it would be en8Ol'8d from 
1088 ; for the man's attitude would be 
always becoming, his bargains legal, and 
his sacrifices pleasing to the gods. It 
is from this gentile man, the priest, the 
chief, the expert in legal forms and atti
tudes, the bulwark and the ornament of 
his tribe, that our name of gentleman 
descends. So much of the sense still 
clings to it, it still points the man who, 
in every circumstance of life, knows 
what to do and how to do it gracefully; 
so much of its sense it has lost, for this 
grace and knowledge are no longer of 
value in practical affairs ; so much of a 
new sense it has taken on, for 88 well 88 
the nicest fitness, it now implies a punct
ualloyalty of word and act. And note 
the word loyalty; here is a parallel ad
vance from the proficiency of the gentile 
man to the honor of the gentleman, and 
from the sense of legality to that of loyal
ty. With the decay of the ceremonial ele
ment in life, the gentleman has lost some 
of his prestige, I had nearly said some of 
his importance; and yet his ~ is the 
more difficult to play. It 18 hard to 
preserve the figures of a dance when 
many of our partners dance at random. 
It is easy to De a gentleman in a very 
stiif society, where much of our action is 
prescribed; it is hard indeed in a very 
free society where (88 it seems) almost 
any word or act must come by inspira
tion. The rehearsed piece is at an end ; 

we are now lIounderiDg through an im
promptu charade. Far more of cere
monial remains (to be 8Ol'8) traditioD&l 
in the terms of our association, far more 
hereditary in the texture of brains, than 
is dreamed by the superficial ; it is our 
fortress against many perils, the cement 
of states, the meeting ground of cls=eIL 
But much of life comes up for the 
first time, unrehearsed, and must be 
acted on upon the instant. Knowledge 
there can here be none; the man mwrt 
invent an attitude, he must be inspired 
with speech; and the moat perfect 
gentleman is he who, in these uregu
lar cases, acts and speaks with most 
aplomb and fitness. His tact simulates 
knowledge; to see him so easy and se
cure and graceful, you would think he 
had been through it all before; you 
would thiDk he was the gentile man of 
old, repeating for the thousandth time, 
upon some public business, the sacra
mental wordS and ceremonial gestmes 
of his race. 

:r.stly, the club footman, 80 long 88 
he is in his livery jacket, appears the 
perfect gentleman and visibly outahines 
the members; and the same man, in the 
public house, among his equals, becomes 
perhaps plain and dull, perhapS even 
brutal. Be has learned the one part of 
service perfectly; there he has bowl
edge, he shines in the prepared perform
ance ; outside of that he must rely on 
tact, and sometimes 1l0unders sadly in 
the unrehearsed charade. The gentle
man, again, may be put to open shame 
88 he changes from one country, or from 
one rank of society to another. The 
footman was a gentleman only ad hoc j 
the other (at the most) ad haJc j and 
when he has got beyond his knowl~ 
he begins to 1l0under in the charade. 
Even so the gentile man was only gen
tile among those of his own gens and 
their subordinates and neighbors; in II 
distant city, he too was peregrine and 
inexpert, and must become the client of 
another,· or find his bargains insecure 
and be excluded from the service of the 
gods. 
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THE BUILDING OF A RAILWAY. 

By Thomas Curtis Clarke • 

•• ..-011 ...... HE world 01 to
day differs 1 rom 
that of Napoleon 
Bonaparte m 0 r e 
than his world dif
fered ~m that of 

__ .1- Julius CIllBIU'; and 
. - -. this change has 

chiefly been made by railways. 
Railways have been known since the 

days of the Romans. Their tracks were 
made of two lines of cut stones. Iron 
rails took their place about one hun
dred and fifty years ago, when the use 
of that metal became extended. These 
roads were called tram-roads, and were 
used to carry coal from the mines to the 
places of shipment. They were few in 
number and attracted little attention. 

The modern railway was created by 
the Stephensons in 1830, when they 
built the locomotive" Rocket." The de
velopment of the railway since is due 
to the den!lopmant of the locomotive. 
Civil engineering has done much, but 
mechanical engineering has done more. 

The invention of the steam engine, 
by James Watt, in 1778, attracted the 
attention of advanced thinkers to a pos
sible steam locomotive. Erasmus Dar
win, in a poem published in 1781, made 
this remarkable ~l'ediction : 

Trevithick, an erratic genius, who in
vented many things but perfected few. 
His locomotive could not make steam, 
and therefore could neither go fast nor 
draw a heavy load. This. was the fault 
of all its succeB80r&, until the competi
tive trial of locomotives on the Liver
pool and Manchester Railway, in 1829. 
'The Stephensons, father and son, had 
invented the steam blast, which, by con
stantly blowing the fire, enabled the 
"Rocket," with its tubular boiler, to 
make steam enough to draw ten pas
senger cars, at the rate of 85 miles an 
hour. 

Then was bom the modern giant, 
and so recent is the date of his birth 
that one of the unsucceBBful competi
tors at that memorable trial, Captain 
John EriCB80n, is still living and active
ly working in New York. Another en
gineer, Horatio Allen, who drove the 
first locomotive on the first trip ever 
made in the United States, in 1881, still 
lives, a hale and hearty old man, near 
New York. 

The earlier locomotives of this country, 
modelled after the "Rocket," weighed 
five or six tons and could draw, on a 
level, about 40 tons. After the Ameri
can improvements, which we shall de
scribe, were made, our engines weighed 
25 tons, and could draw, on a level, 

•• Soon shall thy arm, unconquered steam I afar some sixty loaded freiuht I'.a .... we'<J'hing 
Drag the slow barge, or drive the rapid car." -0 -..., -e 

1,200 tons. This was a wonderful ad-
The first locomotive of which we have vance, but now we have the "Consolida.

any certain record was invented, and tion" locomotive, weighing 50 tons, and 
put in operation on a model circular able to draw, on a level, a little over 2400 
railway in London, in 1804, by Richard tons. 

Copyright, l888, bJ Cha.rIee BoribDer's BoII8. All rltrhta reErVOd. 
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a mou?tain and BUppor~d by a retaining 
Willi, lDstead 01 piercmg through the 
mountain with a tunnel, as would have 
been necessary but lor the swivelling 
truck. The swivelling truak was first sug
ge ted byHoratioAlleD,for the outh Car
olina Railway, in 1 31, but the first prac
t ical use of it was made on tbe Mohawk 
and Hudson Railroad, in the same year. 
lt i suid to have b en invented by John 
B. J ervia, Chief EDgin er of that 1·000. 

The next improvement w th inven
tion of the equalizing berons or 1 vel·S, 
by which the weight of the engine is 
always borne by three out of four or 
more driving-wheels. They act like a 
three-legged stool, which can always 
be set level on any irregular spot. The 
original imported English locomotives 
could not be kept on the rails of rough 
tracks. The same experience obtained in 
Canada when the Grand Trunk Railway 
was opened, in 1854--55. The locomo
tives of English pattern constantly ran 
oft'the track; those of American pattern 
hardly ever did so. Finally, all their lo
comotives were changed by having swiv
elling trucks put under their forward 
ends, and no more trouble occurred. 
The equalizing levers were first used by 
Rogers, in 1844. 

These two improvements, which are 
absolutely essential to the success of 
railways in new countries, and have 
been adopted in Canada, Australia, 
Mexico, and South America, to the ex
clusion of English patterns, are also of 
great value on the smoothest and best 
possible tracks. The flexibility of the 
American machine increases its adhe-

Mountain Railroad. 

sion and enables it to draw greater 
loads than its English rival The same 
flexibility equalizes its pressure on the 
track, prevents shocks and blows and 
enables it to keep out of the ho~ital 
and run more miles in a year than an 
English locomotive. * 

Equally valuable improvements were 
made in cars, both for passengers and 
freight. Instead of the four-wheeled 
English car, which on a rough track 
dances along on three wheels we owe 
to ~ss Winan.s, of Baltimore. the appli
catIOn of a paIr of four-wheeled swivel
ling trucks, one under each end of the 
car, thus enabling it to accommodate it
self to the inequalities of a rough track 

• The .tati.tiC!! of ten Imrllng English and ten leading 
Amerlc:m lin .... given by Dnr(.("y •• how the following ..... 
onlta: 1. ThcCOllt JX'r Y.Arnf the ration., w-. fuel of an 
American locomotive i. ,5.590: of an EngUoh looomotive 
$:J,080. 2. Averoil. y~"rly number of traIn mil ... run by 
American locomotive. 28,9'.l8; English locomotive. 17.1IlIIi. 
3 .. Yearly eArnings: American locomotive. 114.880: Eo,.· 
hob locomotive, 110.940, althongh the Engliah freight 
chargee are milch greater than those of the United IltateL 
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Enain •• ,,· Camp 

and to follow its locomotive around the 
sharpest curves. There are, on our main 
lines, curves of less than 300 feet ra
dius, while, on the Manhattan Elevated, 
the largest passenger traffic in the world 
is conducted around curves of less than 
100 feet radius. There are few curves 
of less than 1,000 feet radius on Euro
pean railways. 

The climbing capabilities of a locomo
tive upon smooth rails were not known 
until, in 1852, Mr. B. H. Latrobe, chief 

engineer of the Baltimore and Ohio 
Railroad, tried a temporary zigzag gradi
ent of 10 per cent.-that is 10 feet rise 
in 100 feet long, or 528 feet per mil~ 
over a hill about two miles long, through 
which the Kingwood tunnel was being 
excavated. A locomotive weighing 28 
tons on its drivers took one car weigh
ing 15 tons over this line in safety. It 
was worked for passenger traffic for six 
months. This daring feat has never 
been equalled. Trains go over 4 per 
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cent. gradients on the Colorado system, 
and there is one short line, used to 
bring ore to the Pueblo furnaces, which 
is worked by locomotives over a 7 per 
cent. grade. These are believed to be 
the steepest grades worked by ordinary 
locomotives on smooth rails. 

Another American invention is the 
switch-back. By this plan the length 
of line required to ease the gradient is 
obtained by running backward and for
ward in a zigzag course, instead of go-

P ion 0' B'I Loop. 

ing straight up the mountain. As a full 
stop has to be made at the end of every 
piece of line, there is no danger of the 
train running away from its brakes. 
This deviae was first used among the 
hills of Pennsylvania over forty years 
ago to lower coal aars down into the 
Nesquehoning Valley. It was afterwards 
used on the Callao, Lima, and 01'Oya Rail
road in Peru, by Amel'ican engineer , 
with extraordinary daring and skill. It 
is now employed to carry the temporary 
traaks of the Cascade Division of the 
Northern Pacific Railroad over the 
II Stampede " Pass, with grades of 297 
feet per mile, while a tunnel 9, 50 feet 

first applied on the Denver and Rio 
Grande Railroad in Colorado, and has 
since been applied on a grand scale on 
the Saint Gothard road. the Black Forest 
railways of Germany, and the SeDlDler
ing line in the Tyrol This device is to 
connect the two lines of the zigzag by 
a curve at the point where they come 
together, 80 that the train, instead of 
going alternately backward and for
ward. now runs continuous1 o. I 
becomes possible for the line "to retUJ'll 

above i elf in ape 
form, 80m tim 

[0MnVWII, cro sing 0 er the 
lower level by 
tunnel, and m~ 
times b: 0. bridge. 
A notable instan 
of this kind of 10 
tion is een. on the 

Tehachapi Pass of the uthern PacifiC; 
where the line ascends 2.674 fe t in 25 
miles, with eleven tunnels, and a spiral 
3,800 feet long. 

The II Big Loop," as it is call d. Oil 

the Georgetown bra.nch of the nian. 
P!l.(Jific, in Colorado, between G o~ 
town and a mining CIlDJp cnlled il er 
Plume, bas been chosen to illu hut this 
point. The direct distance up th al
ley is I t miles and the elevation 600 leet. 
requiring a gradient of -1 0 feet p mile. 
But by curving' the line Ilround in 
spiral, the length of the line i in re 
to4miles and the gradient reduced to 100 
feet per mile. Zigzags wero u cl tint 

fOl' foot pa.th , theu 
for common 1'Oads, 
lastly for mil 
Their Datural 
quence, spuu!a. 

.~ ~1H1T~tr+1~+*~~~~~ 

-TII~iH-H-r+~-mr+tm.-+-4-4;+.~~~ 

a railway deyic n. 
tirely, a.nd confirms 
the saying of one of 
our engineers: 
" 'There II. mule can 
go, I can make a. 

P,o';I. 0' the s.m •• 

long is being driven through the moun
tains. 

With the improvement of brakes and 
more reliable means of stopping trains 
upon. steep grades, came a farther devel
opment of the above device, which was 

&Mornt, l ocomotive go. 
This may be called 
the poetry of en

gineering, as it requires both imagina
tion to conceive and skill to execute. 

There is one thing more which distin. 
guishes the American railway from ita 
English parent, and that is the almost. 
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uniform practice of getting the road 
open for traffic in the cheapest manner 
and in the least po88ible time, and then 
completing it and enlarging its capacity 
out of its surplus earnings, and from the 
credit which these earnings give it. 

The Pennsvlvania Railroad between 
Philadelphia and Harris
burg is 8. notable example 

Rock Drill. 

of this. Within the past few years it 
has been rebuilt on a grand scale, and 
in many places re-Iocated, and miles of 
sharp curves and heavy gradients, orig
inally put in to save expense, have 
been taken out. This system has been 
followed everywhere, except on a few 
branch lines, and upon one monumen
tal example of failure-the West Shore 
Railroad, of New York. The projec
tors of that line attempted in three years 
to build a double-track railroad up to 
the standard of the Pennsylvania road, 
which had been forty years in reaching 
its present excellence. Their money gave 
out, and they came to grief. 

IT. 

WE have thus briefly reviewed the de
velopment of our railways to show what 

they are, and how they came to be what 
they are, before describing the proceeses 
of building, in order that the reasons 
may be clearly understood why we do 
certain things, and why we fail to do 
other things which we ought to do. 

In the building of a railway the first 
thing is to make the surveys and locate 
the position of the intended road upon 
tbe ground, and to make maps and 
sectious of it, so that the land may be 
bought and the estimates of cost be as
certained. The engineer's first duty is 

to make a survey by eye 
without the aid of instru
ments. This is called the 
.. reconnoissance." By this 
he lays down the general 
position of the line, and 
where he wants it to go if 
possible. Great skill, the 
result of long experience, 
or equally great ignorance 
may be shown here. After 
the general position of the 
line, or some part of it, has 
been laid down upon the 
pocket map, the engineer 
sends his party into the field 
to make the preliminary sur
vey with instruments. 

In an old-settled country 
the party may live in fami
houses and taverns, and be 
carried to their daily work 

by teams. But a surveying party will 
make better progre88, be healthier and 
happier, if they live in their own home, 
even if that home be a travelling camp of 
a few tents. With 0. competent commis
sary the camp can be well supplied with 
provisions, and be pitched near enough 
to the probable end of the day's work to 
save the tired men a long walk. When 
they get to camp and, after a wash in the 
nearest creek, find a smoking-hot sup~ 
ready-even though it consist of fried 
pork and potatoes, com bread and black 
coffee-their troubles are all forgotten, 
and they feel a true satisfaction which 
the flesh-pots of Delmonico's cannot 
give. One greater pleasure remains
to fill the old pipe, and recline by the 
co.mp fire for a jo11y smoke. 

A full surveying party consists of the 
front flag-man, with his corps of axe-men 
to cut away trees and bushes; the tran-
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Royal Gorl. Hanlinl Bridl •• D.nv.r and Rio Grand •• Colorado. 

Bit-man, who records the distanceB and 
angles of the line, assisted by his chain
men and flag-men; and lastly the lev
eller, who takes and records the levels, 
with his rod-men and axe-men. The chief 
of the party exercises a general super
vision over all, and is sometimes assisted 
by a topographer, who sketches in his 
book the contours of the hills and direc
tion and size of the water courses. 

One tent contains the cook, the com
missary, and the provisions; another 
tent or two the working party, and 

another the superior engineers, with 
their dra,ving instruments and boards. 
In a properly regulated party the map 
and profile of the day's work should be 
plotted before going to bed, so as to see 
if all is right. H it turns out that the 
line can be improved and easier grades 
got, or other changes made, now is the 
time to do it. 

After the preliminary lines have been 
run, the engineer-in-chief takes up the 
different maps and lays down a new 
line, sometimes coinciding with that 
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Ser,en Tunne'", Hoboken, N. J. 

surveyed, and sometimes quite different. 
The parties then go back into the field 
and stake out this new line, called the 
.. approximate location," upon which 
the curves are all run in. In difficult 
country the line may be run over even 
a third or fourth time; or in an easy 
country, the" preliminary" surveys may 
be all that is wanted. 

The life of an engineer, while making 

sW"'I'eys, is not an easy one. His 
U utie~ l'equir the ph, ical tren",<Ttb 
of a drllymun and th mental ac
curacy of u. professor, both exert
ed at th sam time, and during 
heat and old, min anu shine. 

An engineer, once on a tim~ 
tanding behind his instnun nt, 

W!lR surrounded by u. wd of 
I natives, anxious to 1m walla ut. 

it. Ho "'-plained his Pl'OO 
using many learned words, and 
Battered himself that he bad made 

a deep impression upon his hearers. At. 
last, one old woman spoke up, with an 
expression of great contempt on her 
face, "W all 1 If I knowed as much as 
you do, I'd quit ingineerin' and keep a 
grocery I" 

A large part of the financial difficul
ties of our railways results from not tak
ing time enough to properly locate the
line. It must be remembered that a. 
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cheaply constructed line can be rebuilt, 
but with a badly located line nothing 
can be done except to aban
don it entirely. 

It is well therefore to con
sider carefully what is the 
true problem of location. It 
is so to place and build a 
line of railway that it shall 
get the greateBt amount of 
business out of the country 
through which it passes, and 
at the same time be able to 
do that business at the least 
cost, including both ex
penses of operating and the 
fixed charges on the capital 
invested. The mere state
ment of this problem shows 
that it is not an easy one. 
Its solution is different in a 
new and unsettled country from that 
in an old-settled region. In the new 
country, the shortest, cheapest, and 
straightest line possible, consistent with 
the easiest gradients that the topog
raphy of the land will allow, is the best. 

orado, the problem is how to reach the 
important mining camps, regardless of 

Old Burr Brid, • . 

the crookedness and increased lel1gth 
given to the line. The Denver and Rio 
Grande has been compared to an octo
pus. This is really a compliment to its 
engineers. It sucks nutriment from ev
ery place where nutriment is to be found. 

Klnzua Viaduct; Erie Railway. 

To do this it has 
been forced to 
climb moun
tl\ins, where it 
was thought 
locomotives 
could never 
climb.· In one 
place, called the 
Royal Gorge, 
the difficulties 
of blasting a 
road bed into 
t\le side of the 
mountain were 
so great that it 
was thought ex
pedient to carry 
the track upon 
a bridge, and 
this bridge was 
hung from two 
rafters, braced 
against the 
sides of the 

The towns will spring up after the road 
is built, and will be built on its line, and 
generally at the places where stations 
have been fixed. 

In a mountainous country, like Col-

gorge (see p. 651). In surveying some 
parts of the lines the engineers were 

• An 8rt1cle by Mr. John Bogart. State Engineer 01 New 
York. deocr\bing In detail" DUlDber 01 wonderful eDgineer. 
Ing leeta lu rallw., CODltractloD, will ap~ later In thla 
&eli .... 
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suspended by ropes from the top of the 
mountains and made their measurements 
swinging in mid-air. 

The problem of location is different in 
an old-settled country, where the posi
tion of the towns as trade-centres has 

Kinzua Viaduct . 

been fixed by natural laws that cannot 
be overruled. In this case the best 
thing the engineer can do is to get the 
easiest gradient possible consistent with 
the topography of the country, and let 
the curves take care of themselves; 
always to strike the important towns, 
even if the line is made more crooked 

and longer thereby; to so place the line 
in these towns as to accommodate the 
public, and still be able to buy plenty 
of land ; also to locate for under or Ol'er, 
rather than grade crossings. 

Now that the Westinghouse system of 
power-brakes on freight 
trains does away with the ne
cessity of allowing head-room 
for brakesmen on the tops of 
the cars, two roads can cross 
each other with a vertical 
distance apart of but 13 or 
14 feet, instead of 20 feet, 
and there is now no excuse 
for not adopting crossings at 
separate levels. In all coun
tries, old and new, mountain
ous and level, the rule should 
be to keep the level of track 
well above the surface of the 
ground, in order to insure 
good drainage and freedom 
from snow-drifts. 

The question of avoidance of ob
stmction by snow is a very seriou8 
one upon the Rocky Mountain lines, 
amI they could not be worked with
out the device of snow-sheds--an
other purely American invention. 
There are said to be forty miles of 
sllo w-sheds on the Canadian Pacific 
tJ.nd sixty miles on the Central Pa
cific railway. [Pp. 656-657.] The 
q unntity of snow falling is enor
ruous, sometimes amounting to 250,-
000 cubic yards, weighing over 100,-
000 tons, in one slide. It is stated 
1 y the engineers of the Canadian 
Pa.cific, that the force of the air set 
in motion bv these avalanches has 
mown down I8rge trees, not struck by 
the snow itself. Their trunks, from 
one to two feet in diameter, remain, 
split 8S if struck by lightning. 

After the railway line has been 
finally located, the next duty of the 

engineers is to prepare. the work for let
ting. Land-plans are made, from which 
the right of way is secured. From the 
sections, the quantities are taken out. 
Plans of bridges and culverts are made; 
and a careful specification of all the 
works on the line is drawn up. 

The works are then let, either to one 
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large contractor or to several smaller of our railroads, and has been brought 
ones, and the work of construction be- to great perfection. It is worked by a 
gins. The duties of the engineers are to small boiler and engine, and gives its 
stake out the work for the contractors, blows with great rapidity. It drags the 
make monthly returns of its progress, piles up to leaders and lifts them into 
and soo that it is well done and accord- place by steam power, so that it is work
ing to the specifications and contract. ed by a small gang of men. Finally, it 
The line is divided into sections, and an is as portable as a pedler's cart, and as 
engineer, with his assistants, is placed 800n as it has finished one job it is taken 
in charge of each. Where the works are to pieces, packed upon wagons, and 
heavy, the contractors build shanties moved on to the next job. 

for their men and teams near the heavy 
cutting'S or m bankm n ts. "" 

On the prairies of the West the road
bed is thrown up from ditches on each 
side, either by men with wheelbarrows 
and carts, or by means of a ditch
ing machine, which can move 3,000 
yards of earth daily. In this case the 
track follows immediately after the 
embankment, and the men live in cars 
fitted up as boarding-shanties and 
moved forward as fast as requir€d. If 
the country contains suitable stone, the 
culverts and bridge abutments are built 
by gangs of masons and stone-cutters, 
who move from point to point. But 
the general practice is to put in tem
porary trestle-work of timber resting 
upon piles, which trestle-work is re
newed in the shape of stone culverts cov
ered by embankments, or iron bridges 
resting on stone abutments and built 
after the road is running. 

The pile-driver plays a very impor
tant part therefore in the construction 

• It I. tho cultom 10 take out h .. ~y cuttinl!" by means 
or the mftchlne called " slel1m .hovel. which wUl dig Il. 
maoy yard. in .. day". roo men. [P. 6(18.] 

Tun
nelaar 
11 ither 
SO long 
nor 80 
frequent upon American railways as upon 
those of Europe. The longest are from 
two to two and a half miles long, ex
cept one, the Hoosae, about four miles. 
Sometimes they are unavoidable. The 
ridge called Bergen Hill, west of Hobo
ken, N. J., is a case in point. This is 
pierced by the tunnels of the West 
Shore, of the Delaware, Lackawanna, 
and Western, and of the Erie, the last 
two of which, as shown on page 652, 
are placed at different levels to enable 
one road to pass over the other. 

It is by our system of using sharp 
curves that we avoid tunnels. It may 
be said, in general terms, that American 
engineers have shown more skill in 
avoiding the necessity of tunnels than 
could possibly be shown in constructing 
them. 'Vhen we are obliged to use tun
nels, or to make deep cuttings in rocks, 
our labors are greatly assisted by the 
uae of power-drills worked by com-
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pressed air and by the use of high ex
plosives. such as dynamite, giant pow
der, rend-rock, etc. Rocks can now be 

removed in less than half the 
time formerly required, when 

ordinary blasting
powder was used in 

hand-drill
ed holes." 

Sections of Snow Shlds. 

m 
FRoH data furnished by Mr. D. J. 

Whittemore, chief engineer of the Chi
cago, Milwaukee, and St. Paul system 
(which had a total length 
of 5,688 miles on Jan. I, 
1888), the length of open 
bridges on these lines was 
1151'011' miles, and of cul
verts covered over with 
embankmellt 39 h miles. 
"Everything," says Mr. 
Whittemore, "not covered 
with earth, except cattle 
guards, be the span 10 or 
400 feet, is ca.lled a bridge. Everything 
covered with earth is ca.lled a culvert.
Wherever we are far removed from suit
able quarries, we build a wooden culvert 
in preference to a pile bridge, if we can 
get six inches of filling over it. These 
culverts are built of roughly squared 
logs, and are large enough to draw an 

iron pipe through them of sufficient 
diameter to take care of the water. We 
do this because we believe that we lessen 
the liability to accident, and that the 
culvert can be maintained after decay 
has begun, much longer than a piled 

• Tbe writer baa obtained m.ny of tbe IltatiRlcs need In 
tbla article from A. H. Wellington' ... Economlo Tbeory of 
B.lh ... y Location.". perfect miDe of Yaluble Information 
upon .11 Incb mattera. 

VOL. DI.-62 

bridge with stringers to carry the track. 
Had we good quarries along our line, 
stone would be cheaper. Many thou
sands of dollars have been spent by this 
company in building masonry that after 
twenty to twenty-five years shows such 
signs of disintegration that we confine 
masonry work now only to stone that 
we can procure from certain quarries 
known to be good." 

Mr. Whittemore is an engineer of 
great experience, skill, and judg
ment, and there is food for much 
reflection in these words of his. 
First-that it is better to use tem
porary wooden structures, to be af-
terward renewed in good stone, 
rsther than to build of the stone of 

the locality, unless first-class. Second
that a structure covered with earth is 
much safer than an open bridge; which, 
if short and apparently insignificant, 
may be, through neglect, a most serious 
point of danger, as was shown in the 
dreadful accident of last year on the To-

ledo, Peoria, and Western road 
in Dlinois, where one hundred 

and fifty persons were killed and wound
ed, and by the equally avoidable acci
dent on the Florida and Savannah line, 
in March, 1888. Had these little trestles 
been changed to culverts covered with 
earth, many valuable lives would not 
have been lost. 

It is a safe estimate that there are 
208,749 bridges of all kinds, 
amounting in length to 3,

~~ 213 miles, in the United 
~ States." 

• The amcont of permanent wood .nd 
Iron tm.. brldK8.. .nd of temporary 

wooden treatIes on the Cblcago, HII .... nk ..... and 8t. Paul 
18 .. 10110 ... 0: 

Tmu brldgeo. '100 -" ............. 98 teet. 11 4/. mileo. 
Treetlo .. '1.196 If " 'Z'l" 103 1/'0 h 

Total, 7.896 1111 0, .... 

Tbe .pprozlmate total number of bridges In the United 
State& 18: 

Iron .nd wood tmu brIdl(el, 81,1I8911J11Wl1, 1.088 mil .... 
Wooden treott.... 147.187 1,117" 

Total, 108,749 8,118 .. 
Probably three-fourtba of the tnt .. ~ are D_ of 
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. The wooden bridge and the wooden These old bridge-builders were very 
trestle are purely American products, particular about the quality of their 
although they were invented by Leo- timber, and never put any into a bridge 

-~.--~-
_ 0 •• ,; 

-~ ._-+--.. " . 4 _ 

Manhattan Elevated Railway, New York. 

nardo da Vinci in the sixteenth century. 
From the above statistics it will be seen 
how much our American railways owe 
to them, for without them over 150,000 
miles could never have 
been built. 

The art of building 
wooden truss - bridges 
was developed by Burr 
& Wemwag, two Penn
sylvania carpenters, 
some of whose works I)re 

still in use after eighty 
years of faithful duty (p. 
653). A bridge built 6y 
Wemwag across the Del
aware in 1803 was used 
as a highway bridge 
for forty-five years, (J1f 
was then strengthened 
and used as a railway 
bridge for twenty-seven 
years ~ore, and was finally superseded 
by the present iron bridge in 1875. 

iron or .teol. and rna, be conoldered pet1ectl, .to 10 101lil 
AI the tralnl remain npon tbe ralla and <10 not otrfke the 
oIde tt11&.'!el. The wooden treot.leo are a constant oource of 
danger from "ecay or bumln, or from deralled train .. and 
thould be replaoed b, permanent .truotQlea AI faot AI time 
and moue, will allow. 

le88 than two years old. But when we 
began to build railways, everything was 
done in a hurry, and nobody could wait 
for seasoned timber. This led to the 

invention of the Howe t1'1JS8, by the 
engineer of that name, which had the 
advantage of being adjustable with 
screws and nuts, so that the shrinkage 
could be taken up, and which had ita 
parts connected in such a way that they 
were able to bear the heavy concen-
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trated weights of locomotives without 
crushing. This bridge was used on all 
railways, new and old, from 1840 to 
about 1870. Had it been 
free from liability to decay 
and burn up, we should prob
ably not be building iron and 
steel bridges now, except for 
long spans of over 200 feet; 
and as the table on page 657 
shows, the largest number of 
our spans are less than 100 
feet long. 

The Howe truss forms an 
excellent bridge, and is still . 
used in the West on new 
roads, with the intention of 
substituting iron trusses after tIl(! 
roads are opened. 

Besides the vast number of smoll 
wooden trestle-bridges, there were 
some of great size, such as the g'xeat 
tl't'Btle over the gorge of the. Gen esee 
River on the Erie road, 230 feet bigh, 
and about 1,600 feet long, built by Sila 
Seymour, C.E., which shows what can 
be done with ordinary square sticks of 
timber, when judiciously put togethar. 
This bridge met with the fate of all 

the designs of 

wooden bridges: it 
was set on fire by 
the sparks from a 
passing engine, 
burned down, and 
replaced by an iron 
trestle, built after 

Me881'8. Chanute·· . 
and Morison, in 
forty days after losing the old one. 

After 1870, the weights both of loco-

motivee and other rolling stock began 
to be increased very rapidly. This, to
gether with the development of the 

manufacture of iron, and especially the 
invention of rolled beams and of eye-bars, 
gave a great impetus to the construc
tion of iron bridges. At first cast iron 
was used for the compression members, 
but the development of the rolling-mill 
soon enabled us to make all parts of 
rolled iron sections at no greater cost, 

and rolled iron, being a le88 
uncertain material, has replaced 
cast iron entirely. Iron bridges 
came in direct competition with 
the le88 costly Howe truss, and 
during the first decade of their 
construction every attempt was 
made to build them with as 
few pounds of iron as "ould 
meet the strains. 

S. Whipple, C. E., published 
a book in 1847 which was the 
first attempt ever made to solve 

" the mathematical questions up
on which the due proportioning 
of iron truss-bridges depends. 
This work bore fruit, and a race 
of bridge designers sprang up. I 
The first iron bridges were I 

modelled after their wooden predeces
sors, with high trusses and short panels. 
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Riveted connections were avoided, and every part was 80 designed that it might 
be quickly and easily erected upon staging or false works, placed in the river. 
This was very necessary, for our rivers are subject to sudden freshets, and if we 
had adopted the English system of riveting together all the connections, the long 
time required before 
the bridge became 
self-sustaining 
would have been a 
serious element of 
danger .• 

Following the 
practice of wooden 
bridge building, 
iron bridges were 
contracted for by 
the foot, and not by 
the pound as is now 
the custom. To this 
accidental circum- Track Layin,. 

stance is greatly due 
the deve:opment of the American iron bridge. The engineer representing the 
railway company fixed the lengths of spans, and other general dimensions, and also 
the loads to be carried and the maximum strains to be allowed. The contract
ing engineer was left perfectly free to design his bridge, and he strained every 
nerve to find the form of truss and the arrangement of its parts that should give 
the required strength with the least number of pounds weight per foot, 80 that he 
could beat his competitors. When the different plans were handed in, an expert 
examined them and rejected those whose parts were too small to meet the strains. 
Of those found to be correctly yroportioned, the lowest bid took the work. 

By the rule of the survival 0 the fittest all badly designed forms of trusses dis
appeared and only two remained: one the original truss designed by Mr. Whipple. 

and the other, 
the well-known 
triangular, or 
" 'Varren" gir
der, 80 called 
after its Eng
lish inventor. 
It speaks wen 

for the skill and 
honesty of Am
erican bridge 
engineers that 
many of their 
old bridges are 
still in use, de
signed for 
loads of 2,500 
pounds per lin-

Bo,innin, I Tunnel. ea1 f 0 0 t, and 
now daily carry

ing loads of 4,000 pounds and over per foot. Sometimes the floor has been replaced 
by a stronger one, but the trusses still remain and do good service. The writer 
may be permitted to point to the bridge over the Mississippi River at Quincy, m. 
built in 1869, as au example. Most bridge-accidents can be traced to derailed trains 
striking the trusses and knocking them down. Engineers (both those specially COD

nected with bridge works, and those in charge of railways) know much better now-
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what is wanted, and the managers of 
railways are willing to pay for the best 
article. The introduction of mild steel 
is a great step in advance. This mate
rial has an ultimate strength, in the fin
ished piece, of 63,000 to 65,000 pounds 
per square inch, or forty per cent. more 
than iron, and it is tough enough to be 
tied in a knot, or punched into the shape 
of a bowl. while cold. With this material 
it is as easy to construct spans of 500 
feet as it was spans of 250 feet in iron. 

Bridges are now designed to carry 
much heavier loads than formerly. The 
best practice adopts riveted connections 
except at the junction of the chord-bars 
and the main diagonals, where pins and 
eyes are still very properly used. Plate 
girders below the track are preferred up 

t0600r70 
feet long, 

'-' then rivet-1-
; ed lattice 

nections of the parts of a truss, and 
many valuable experiments have been 
made which have greatly enlarged our 
knowledge of this difficult subject. The 
introduction of riveting by the power 
of steam or compressed air is another 
very great improvement. 

Valleys and ravines are now crossed 
by viaducts of iron and steel, of which the 
Kinzua. viaduct, shown on pages 653-4, 
is an example. A branch line from the 
Erie, connecting that system with valu
able coal fields, strikes the valley of the 
Kinzua, a small creek, about 15 miles 
southwest of Bradford, Pa.. At the point 
suitable for crossing, this ravine is 
about half a mile wide and over 300 feet 
deep. At first it was proposed to run 
down and cross the creek at a low level by 
some of the devices heretofore illus
trated in this article. But finally the 
engineering firm of Clarke, Reeves & Co. 
agreed to build the viaduct, here shown, 

for a much less sum than 
any other method of cross
ing would have cost. This 
viaduct was built in four 
months. It is 305 feet 
high and about 2,400 feet 
long. The skeleton piers 
were first erected by means 
of their own post."" andaf
terward the girders were 
placed by means dfa trav
elling scaffold on the top, 
projecting over about 80 
f et. No staging of any 

kind was used, 
nor even ladders, 
as the men climb
ed up the diag
onal rods of the 
piers, as a cat 
will run up a 
tree. 

The Manhat
tan Elevated 
Railway, about 
34 miles long, is 
nothing but a 

up to 125 feet. The wind 
stroins oJso are now pro
vided for with a consider
able excess of material, 
amounting in very long 

Splkin, the TrICk. long viaduct , 
and is as strong 

spans to nearly as much as the strains 
due to gravity. Observing the rule that 
no bridge can be stronger than its weak
est part, a vast deal of care and skill 
has been applied in perfecting the con-

and durable as iron viaducts on rail
ways usually are, while from the Slower 
speed of its trains it is much safer. 

It may not be out of place for the 
writer to state here what, in his belief, 
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is the next series of steps to be taken 
to ensure safety in travelling over our 
bridges: Replace. wherever p088ible, 
all temporary trestles by wood or stone 
culverts covered with earth. Where 
this cannot be done, build strong iron 
or steel bridges 
and viaducts 
with as short 
spans as pos
sible and hav
ing no trusses 
above the track 
where it can 
possibly be 
helped. Cover 
these and all 
new bridges 
with a solid 
deck of rolled
steel corrugat
ed plates coat
ed with as
phalt to pre
vent rusting. 
Place on this 
broken stone 
ballast, and 
bed the ties in 
it as in the or
dinary form of 
road-bed. 

By this means the usual shock felt in 
paBRing from the elastic embankment to 
the comparatively solid bridge will be 
done away. Has a crack formed in a 
wheel or axle, this shock generally de
velops it into a break, the car or engine 
is derailed, and if it strikes the truss 
the bridge is wrecked. The cost of this 
proposed safety floor is insignificant, 
compared with the safety resulting from 
it. 

The improvements in the processes of 
putting in the foundations of bridges 
have been as great as those above water. 
All have shortened greatly the time 
neceSBary, and have made the results 
more certain. The American system 
may briefly be described as an abandon
ment of the old engineering device of 
coffer-dams, by which the bed of the 
river is enclosed by a water-tight fence 
and the water pumped out. For this 
we substitute driving piles and sawing 
them 'oft' under water; or sinking cribs 

down to a hard bottom through the 
water. In both cases we sink the ma
sonry. built in a great water-tight box 
(called a caisson) with a thick bottom 
of solid timber, until it finally rests on 
the heads of the piles sawn to a level, or 

on the top of a crib which is fill
ed with stone, dumped out of a 
hl.wg. Sometimes it is filled 
with CODer te lowered through 

the water by special 
apparatus. 

Another process, 
developed within the 

last twenty 
years, is to sink 
cribs through 
soft or unre
liable material 
to a harder 
stratum by 
compressed 
air. This is an 
improvement 
on the·old div
ing bell The 
air, forced into 
the bell-shaped 
cavity, expels 
the water and 
allows the men 
to work andre

move the material, which is taken up by 
a device called an air-lock. The crib 
slowly sinks, carrying the masonry on 
its top. 

By this means the foundations of the 
Brooklyn bridge and of the 8t. Louis 
bridge were sunk a little over 100 feet 
below water. A recent invention is that 
of a German engineer, Herr Poetsch, 
who freezes the sand by inserting tubes 
filled with a freezing mixture, and then 
excavates it as if it were solid rock. 

The process of sinking open cribs 
through the water by weighting them 
and dredging out the material has 
been followed at the new bridge now 
building over the Hudson at Pough
keepsie, where the cribs are sunk 130 
feet below water, and at the bridge 
building over the Hawkesbury River, in 
Australia. The· Hawkesbury piers are 
sunk to a depth of 175 feet below water, 
and are the deepest foundations yet put 
in. The writer (who derives his knowl
edge from being one of the designing 
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an4 executive engineers of both these 
bridges) sees no difficulty in putting 
down foundations by this process of 
open dredging to even much greater 
depths. The compressed-air process is 
limited to about 110 feet in depth. 

IV. 

TuE most notable invention of latter 
days in bridge construction is that of 
the cantilever bridge, which is a system 
devised to dispense with staging, or false 
works, where from the great depth, or the 
swift current, of the river, this would be 
difficult, or, as in the case of the Niagara 
River, impossible to make. The word 
cantilever is used in architecture to sig
nify the lower end of a rafter, which 
projects beyond the wall of a building, 
and supports the roof above. It is from 
an Italian word, taken from the Latin 

weight, aided by a few stones, held them 
down, we should have a primitive form 
of the cantilever, but one which in prin
ciple would not differ from the actual caD
tilever bridges. This is another Amer
ican invention, although it has been 
developed by British engineers-Messrs. 
Fowler & Baker-in their huge bridge 
now building across the Forth, in Scot
land, of a size which dwarfs everything 
hitherto done in this country, the Brook
lyn bridge not excepted. 

The first design of which we have any 
record was that of a bridge planned by 
Thomas Pope, a ship carpenter of New 
York, who, in 1810, published a book 
giving his designs for an arched bridge 
of timber across the North River at 
Castle Point, of 2,400 feet span. Mr. 
Pope called this an arch, but his de
scription clearly shows it to have been 
what we now call a cantilever (pp. 665 

Erection of • Cantile •• ,. 

canti-labrum (used by Vitruvius), mean
ing the lip of the raper. If two beams 
were pushed out from the shores of a 
stream until they met in the centre, 
and these two beams were long enough 
to run back from the shores until their 

and 667). As was the fashion of the day, 
he indulged in a poetical description: 

"Like half a Rainbow rising on yon shore, 
While ita twin partner span8 the semi o'er. 
And makes a perfect whole that Jleed not part 
Till time has furnish'd U8 a nobler art." 
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The first railway cantilever bridge in the inclined portions, to where the bot
the world was built by the late C. Shal- tom chord of the cantilever is horizontal. 
er Smith, C.E., one of our most accom- At these points the junctions between 

Gene .. ' View of Pouehk.epsie Brldee. 

plished bridge engineers. This was a 
bridge over the deep gorge of the Ken
tucky River, and was SOO feet high, and 
had a centre span of SSO feet. The next 
was a bridge on the Canadian Pacific, 
in British Columbia, designed by C. C. 
Schneider, C.E. A very similar bridge 
is that over the Niagara River, designed 
by the same en
~neer in con
Junction with 
Messrs. Field 
& Hayes, Civil 
En gineers. 
This bridge 
was the first to 
receive the dis
tinctive name 
of cantilever. 

the spans are made, and arranged in 
such a way, by means of movable links, 
that expansion and contraction due to 
changes -of temperature can take place. 
The fixed spans are 525 feet long. Their 
upper chord, where the tracks are placed, 
is 212 feet above water. These spans 
required stagings to build them upon. 

The new 
bridge at 
Poughkeeps i e 

Thom .. Pope's Cantilever in Proc ... of Erection. (From hi. II Tre.ti .. on Brid,. 

will have three of these cantilevers, con
nected by two fixed spans, as shown 
in the above illustration. The fixed 
spans have horizontal lower chords, and 
really extend beyond each pier and up 

, 

Arch itecture." ) 

These stagings were 220 feet above water, 
and rested on piles, driven through 60 
feet of water and 60 feet of mud, making 
the whole height of the temporary stag
ing 882 feet, or within 30 feet of the 
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height of Trinity Church ~ple, in New accumulator;" the weight of this in de
York. The time occupied in building one scending is transmitted through tubes of 
of these stagings and then erecting the water, and its power increased by COD

steel-work upon it was about four monthB. tracting the area of pre88ure, until80me 
The cantilever spans are erected, as twenty tons can be applied to the head 

Makine an Embankment. 

shown in the illustration on page 664, 
without any stagings at all below, and 
entirely from the two overhead travel
ling scaffolds, shown in the engraving. 
These scaffolds are moved out daily from 
the place of beginning over the piers, 
until they meet in the centre. The 
workmen hoist up the different pieces 
of steel from a barge in the river below 
and put it into place, using suspended 
planks to walk upon. The time saved 
by this method is 80 great that one of 
these spans of 548 feet long is erected in 
less than four weeks, or one seventh of 
the time which would have been re
quired if stagings had been used. 

At the Forth bridge, all the projecting 
cantilevers will be built from overhead 
scaffolds, 360 feet above the water. When 
spans of this length are used, the rivets 
become very long-seven inches-and 
it would be impo88ible to make a good 
job by hand riveting. Hence a power
riveter is used in riveting the work 
upon the staging. A steam-engine raises 
up a heavy mass of cast iron, called" the 

of each rivet. One rivet per minute caD 
be put in with this tooL 

It will be seen that most of the great 
saving of time in modern construction 
of bridges and other parts of railways 
is due to improved machinery. The 
engineer of to-day is probably not more 
skilful than his ancestor, who, in peri
wig and cue, breeches and silk stock
ings, is represented in old prints super
vising a gang of laborers, who slowly lift 
the ram of a pile-driver by hauling on one 
end of a rope passed over a pulley-wheel 
The modern engineer has that useful 
servant, steam, and the history of modern 
engineering is chiefly the history of those 
inventions by which steam has been able 
to supersede manual labor-such as pile
drivers, steam-shovels, steam-dredgee, 
and other similar tools. 

After the roadbed of a railway is 
completed and covered with a good coat 
of gravel or stone ballast, and after all 
the temporary structures have been re-
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Vi.w of T. Pope', Cantil ••• , (1810). 

placed by pennanent ones, that part of 
the work may be said to be done, re
quiring only that the damages of stonns 
should be repaired. But the track of a 
railway is never done. It is always 
wearing out and always being replaced. 

Some of the early English engineers, 
not appreciating this, endeavored to 
lay down solid stone walls coped with 
stone cut to a smooth surface, on which 
they laid their rails. They called this 
"pennanent way," as distinguished from 
the temporary track of rails and croS8-
ties used by contractors in building the 
lines. But experience soon showed that 
the temporary track, if supported by a 
bed of broken stone, always kept itself 
drained and was always elastic, and re
mained in much better order than the 
more expensive so-called "pennanent 
way." When the increase in the weight 
of our rolling stock began to take place, 
dating from about 1870, iron rails were 
found to be wearing out very fast. 
Some railway men declared that the 
railway system had reached its full 
development. But in this world the 
supply generally equals the demand. 
When a thing is very much wanted, it 
is sure to come, sooner or later. The 
process of making steel invented by, 
and named after, Henry Bessemer, of 
England, and perfected by A. L. Holley, 
of this country, gave us a steel rail 
which at the present time costs less than 
one of iron, and has a life of five or 
six times as long, even under the heavy 
loads of to-day. We are now approach
ing very near the limit of what the rail 

will carry, while the joints are becom
ing less able to do their duty. Bad 
joints mean rough track. ROugh track 
means considerably greater expenditure 
both for its maintenance and that of all 
the rolling stock, as the blows and 
shocks do reciprocal damage, both to 
the rails and to that which runs on 
them. Hence all railway managers are 
now devoting more care and attention 
to their tracks. 

In laying track on a new railway, if it 
be in an old-settled country where other 
railroads are near and the highways 
good, the ties are delivered in piles 
along the line where wanted, and the 
haul of the rails is comparatively short. 
The ties are laid down, spaced and bed
ded, adzed oft' to a true bearing, and 
the rails laid upon them; the workmen 
being divided into gangs, each doing a 
different part of the work. After the 
track is laid, the ballast-trains come 
along and cover the roadbed with gravel 
The track is raised, the gravel tamped 
well under the ties, and the track is 
ready for use. 

The road is then divided into sections 
about five miles long. On each sec
tion there is a section-boss, with four to 
six laborers. Their duty is to pass over 
the track at least twice a dal in their 
hand-car, to examine every Joint, and 
where one is found low or out of line, 
to bring it back to its true position by 
tamping gravel under it and moving the 
track. They have also to see that all 
ditches are kept clear of water, a most 
essential point, as without good drain-
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age the gl'ound under grovel balln.st 
becomes oft, and the mud is churned up 
into the grave], and the hole OOD gets 
into bad order. 

Th y have to see that the fences are 
all right, thn.t trees and telegraph poles 
do not fall across the track, that wooden 
bridges do not burn down, that iron 
and stone bridges are not undermined 
by freshets, and always to set up danger 
signals to warn the trains. 

It is admitted, by competent judges, 
that the track of the Pennsylvania Rail
road is the best in this country, and one 
of the best in the world. It is kept up 
to its high standard of excellence by a 
system of competitive examinations. 

About the first of November, in each 
year, after the season's work has been 
done, a tour of inspection is made over 
all the lines, on a train of ears expressly 
prepared, consisting of two or more cars 
not unlike ordinary box cars with the 
front end taken out. Each car is pushed 
in front of an engine, and goes slowly over 
the line, by daylight only, so that the 
inspecting party may have a full view of 
the road. 

The Pennsylvania road is divided into 
Grand Divisions, Superintendents' Divi
sions, of about 100 miles long, Supervi
sors' Divisions, of about 30 miles, and 
Sub-divisions, of 2! miles. 

The examining committee for each 
Supervisor's Division consists of the 
supervisors of other divisions. As they 
pass along, they mark on a card. One 
sub-eommittee marks the condition of 

An Ice Railway. 

the alignment and surfacing of the rails ;: 
another the condition of the joints and 
the spacing of the ties; another the bal
last, switches, and sidings; another the 
ditches, road-crossings, station grounds. 
The marks range from 1 to 10, 0 being 
very bad, 5 medium, and 10 perfection. 
When the trip is done these reports are 
all collected and the average is taken for 
each division. 

As an inducement to the supervisors. 
and the foremen of the Sub-divisions to 
excel on their division, premiums are 
given as follows: 

$100 to the supervisor having the 
best yard on his Grand Division. 

$100 each to the supervisors having' 
the best Supervisor'S Division on each 
Superintendent's Division of 100 miles. 

$75 to the foreman having the best. 
sub-division of 2t miles on each Grand 
Division. 

$60 to each foreman having the best . 
sub-division on his Superintendent's Di
vision, including yards. 

$50 to the foreman having the best 
sub-division on each Supervisor's Divi
sion. 

In addition to the above there are two-
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premiums of honor given by the general 
manager, which bring into competition 
with each other those parts of the main 
line lying on either side of Philadelphia, 
viz. : 

$100 to the supervisor having the 
best line and surface between Pitts
burg and Je~y City. 

850 to the second best ditto. 
11 a supervisor or foreman of sub

division receives one of the higher pre
miums, he is not allowed to be a compe
titor for any other premiums, except 
the premiums of honor. 

The advantages of these inspections and 
premiums are these: Every man knows 
exactly what the standard of excellence 
is, and strives to have his section reach 
it. Under the old system, a man never 
got off of his own section, and had no 
means of comparison, and like all un
travelled persons, became conceited. 

The standard of excellence becomes 
higher and ~her every year. Perfect 
fairness prevails, as the men themselves 
are the judges. The officers of the road 
make no marks, but wmally look on and 
see that there is fair play. 

This brings the officers and men 
nearer together, and shows the men how 
all are working for the common good. 
An agreeable break is made in the mo
notony of the men's lives. They have 
something to look forward to better 
than a spree. 

It is by the adoption of such methods 
as these that strikes will be prevented in 
the future. It encourages an esprit de 
corps among the men, and educates 
them in every way. 

This system was first devised and 
put in operation on the Pennsylvania 
Railroad in 1879, by Mr. Frank Thom
BOn, General Manager, to whom the 
credit of it is justly due. 

v. 
I BAn: thus endeavored to trace the 

history of the building of a railway; 
and it must have been seen, from what 
has been said, that the evolution of the 
railway and of its rolling stock follows 
the same laws which govem the rest of 
the world: adaptation to circumstances 
decides what is fittest, and that alone 
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survives. The scrap-heap of a great 
railway tells its own story. 

Our railways have now reached a de
velopment which is wonderful. The 
railways of the United States, if placed 
continuously, would reach more than 
half way to the moon. Their bridges 
alone would reach from New York to 
Liverpool Notwithstanding the' num
ber of accidents that we read of in the 
daily papers, statistics show that leSB 
persons are killed annually on railways 
than are killed annually by falling out 
of windows. 

Railwa.ys have BO cheapened the cost 
of transportation that, while a load of 
wheat lOBeS all of its value by being 
hauled one hundred miles on a common 
road, meat and 1I0ur enough to supply 
one man a year can, according to :gr. 
Edward Atkinson, be hauled 1,500 miles 
from the West to the East for one day's 
wages of that man, if he be a skilled me
chanic. If freight charges are dimin
ished in the future as in the past, this 
can BOon be done for one day's wages of 
a common laborer. 

The number of persons employed in 
constructing, equipping, and operating 
our railways is about two millions. 

The combined armies and navies of 
the world, while on peace footing, will 
draw from gainful occupations 8,455,000 
men. 

Those create wealth-these destroy it. 
Is it any wonder tha.t America is the 
richest country in the world? 

The rapidity with which it is possible 
to build railways over the prairies of 
the West is extraordinary. It is true 
that the amount of earth necessary to be 
moved is much lese than on the railways 
of the East. In Iowa and Wisconsin, the 
amount runs from 20,000 to 25,000 yar& 
per mile, while in Dakota it is only 12,000 
to 15,000 yards per mile. After making 
all due allowance for this, the result is 
still remarkable. 

The Manitoba system was extended 
last year through ])akota and Montana 
a distance of 545 miles. A small army 
of 10,000 men, with about 8,500 teams, 
commanded by General D. C. Shepard, 
of St. Paul, a veteran engineer anu con
tractor, did it all between April 2 and 
October 19, 1887. All materials and sub
sistence had to be hauled to the front. 
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from the base of supplies. The army 
slept in its own tents, shanties, and cars. 
The grading was cast up from the side 
ditches, sometimes by carts, and some
times by the digging machine. 

Everything was done with military 
organization, except that what was left 
behind was a railway and not earth
work lines of defence. ABBUming that 
this railway, ready for its equipment, 
cost A15,OOO per mile, or $8,175,000, and 
if it be true, as statisticians tell us, that 
every dollar expended in building rail
ways in a new country adds ten to the 
value of land and other property, then 
this six months' campaign shows a solid 
increase of the wealth of our country of 
over eighty millions of dollars. Had it 
been necessary for our Government to 
keep an army of observation of the same 
size on the Canedian frontier, there 
would have been a dead 1088 of over 
eight millions of dollars, and the only 
result would have been a slight reduc
tion of the Treasury surplus. 

It must be remembered that this rail
way was built after the American sy. 
tem: when the rails were laid, so as 
to carry trains, it was not much more 
than half finished; the track had to be 
baUasted, the temporary wooden struct
ures replaced by stone and iron, and 
many buildings and miles of sidings 
were yet to be constructed. But it began 
to earn money from the very day the last 
rail was laid, and out of its earnings, 
and the credit thereby acquired, it will 
complete itself. 

And this is only one instance out of 
many. The armies of peace are work
ing all over our country, increasing our 
wealth, and binding all parts into a com
mon whole. We have here the true answer 
tb the Carlyles and the Buskins who ask : 
"What is the use of all this? Is a man 
any better who goes sixty miles an hour 
than one who went five miles an hour?" 
" Were we not happier when our fields 
were covered with their golden harvests, 
than now, when our wheat is brought to 
us from Dakota?" 

The grand function of the railway is 
to change the whole basis of civilization 
from military to industrial. The talent, 
the energy, the money, which is ex-

pended in maintaining the whole of 
Europe as an armed camp is here ex
pended in building and maintaining 
railways, with their army of two millions 
of men. Without the help of railways the 
rebellion of the Southem States could 
never have been put down, and two great 
standing armies would have been neces
sary. By the railways, aided by tele
graphs, it is easy to extend our Federal 
system over an entire continent, and thus 
dispense forever with standing armies. 

The moral e1fect of this upon Euro~ 
is great, but its physical e1fect is still 
greater. American railways have nearly 
abolished landlordism in Ireland, and 
they will one day abolish it in England, 
and over the continent of Europe. So 
long as Europe was dependent for food 
upon its own fields, the owner of those 
fields could fix his own rental. This he 
can no longer do, owing to the cheapnesa 
of transportation from Australia and 
from the prairies of America, due to the 
inventions of Watt, the Stephensons. 
Bessemer, and Holley. 

With the wealth of the landlord his 
political power will pass away. The 
government of European countries will 
pass out of the hands of the great 
landowners, but not into those of the 
rabble, 8B is feared. It will pass into 
the same hands that govern America 
to-day-the territorial democracy, the 
owners of small farms, and the man
ufacturers and merchants. When this 
comes to p8BB, attem.pts will be made to 
settle international disputes by arbitra
tion instead of war, following the eDlD
pIe of the Geneva arbitration between 
the two greatest industrial nations of the 
world. Whether our Federal system will 
ever extend to the rest of the world, no 
one knows, but we do know that without 
railways it would be impossible. 

When we consider the effects of all 
these wonderful changes upon the sum 
of human happiness, we must admit 
that the engineer should justly take 
rank with statesmen and soldiers, and 
that no greater benefactors to the hu
man race can be named than the Ste
phensons and their American disciples-
Allen, Rogers, Jervis, Winans, Latrobe, 
and Holley. 



A LONDON LIFE. 

By Henry James. 

PART FIRST. 

L 

DliiilllllGlliall!UqT was raining, ap
parently, but she 
aidn't mind - she 
would put on stout 
shoes and walk 
over to Plash. 

BI1l1ffilllll She was restless, 
and so fidgetty that 

I.IIWI.u,w:WW:lll it was a pain; there 
were sit'aDge voices, that frightened her 
-they threw out the ugliest intimations 
-in the empty rooms at home. She 
would see old Mrs. BerriIigton, whom 
she liked because she was so simple, and 
old Lady Davenant, who was staying 
with her and who was interesting for 
reasons with which simplicity had. noth
ing to do. Then she would come back 
to the children's tea-Bhe liked even 
bAtter the last half-hour in the school
room, with the bread and butter, the 
candles and the red fire, the little spasms 
of confidence of Miss Steet, the nursery
governess, and the society of Scratch and 
Parson (their nicknames would have 
made you think they were dogs), her 
small, magnificent nephews, whose lIesh 
was so firm yet so soft, and their eyes 
80 charming when they liStened to 
stories. Plash was the dower-house, and 
about a mile and a half, through the 
park, from Mellows. It was not raining, 
after all, though it had been; there was 
only a grayness in the air, covering all 
the strong, rich green, and a pleasant, 
damp, earthy smell, and the walks were 
smooth and hard, so that the expedition 
was not arouoU& 

The girl had been in England nearly 
a year, but there were some satisfactions 
she had not got used to yet, nor ceased. 
to enjoy, and one of these was the acces
sibility, the convenience, of the country. 
Within the lodge-gates or without them, 
it seemed all alike a park-it was all so 
intensely "property." The very name 
of Plash, which was quaint and old, had 

not lost its e1fect upon her, nor had it 
become inditferent to her that the place 
was a dower-house-the little red-walled, 
ivied ~lum to which old Mrs. Berring
ton retired when, on his father's 
death, her son came into the estates. 
Laura Wing thought very ill of the cus
tom of the expropriation of the widow, 
in the evening of her days, when honor 
and abundance should attend her more 
than ever; but her condemnation of this 
wrong forgot itself when so many of the 
consequences looked right-barring a 
little dampness; which was the fate, 
sooner or later, of most of her unfavor
able judgments of English institutions. 
Iniquities, in such a country, somehow 
always made pictures; and there had 
been dower-houses in the novels, mainly 
of fashionable life, on which her later 
childhood was fed. The iniquity didn't, 
as a general thing, prevent these retreats 
from being occupied by old ladies with 
wonderful reminiscences and rare voices, 
whose reverses had not deprived them of 
a great deal of becoming liereditary lace. 
In the park, half-way, suddenly, Laura 
stopped, with a pain-a moral pang
that almost took away her breath; she 
looked at the misty glades and the dear 
old beeches (so familiar they were now, 
and loved as much as if she owned them) ; 
they seemed, in their unlighted Decem
ber bareness, conscious of all the trouble, 
and they made her conscious of all the 
change. A year ago she knew nothing, 
and now she knew almost everything; 
and the worst of her knowledge (or at 
least the worst of the fears she had 
raised upon it) had come to her in that 
beautiful place, where everything was 
so full of peace and purity, of the air of 
happy submission to immemorial law. 
The place was the same, but her eyes 
were ditferent; they had seen such sad, 
bad things, in so short a time. Yes, the 
time was short and everything was 
strange. Laura Wing was too uneasy 
even to sigh, and as she walked on she 
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lightened her tread, almost as if ahe 
were going on tiptoe. 

A.t Plash the house seemed to shine in 
the wet air-the tone of the mottled red 
walls and the limited but perfect lawn 
to be the work of an artist's brnsb. 
Lady Davenant was in the drawing
room, in a low chair, by one of the win
dows, reading the second volume of a 
novel There was the same look of 
crisp chintz, of fresh 1l0wers wherever 
1l0wers could be put, of a wall-paper 
that was in the bad taste of years before, 
but bad been kept, so that no more 
money should be spent, and was almost 
covered over with amateurish drawings 
and superior engravings, framed in nar
row gilt, with large margins. The room 
had its bright, durable, sociable' air
the air that Laura Wing liked in so 
many English things-that of being 
meant for daily life, for long periods, 
for uses of high decency. But more 
than ever, to-dal.' was it incongruous 
that such an hab1tation, with its chintzes 
and its British poets, its well-wom car
pets and domestic art-the whole as
pect so unmeretricious and sincere
should have to do with lives that weren't 
right. Of course, however, it bad to do 
only indirectly, and the wrong life was 
not old Mrs. Barrington's, nor yet Lady 
Davenant's. If Selina and Selina's do
ings were not an implication of such an 
interior, any more than it was, for them, 
an explication, this was because ahe had 
come from so far o~ was a foreign ele
ment altogether. Yet it was there ahe 
had found her occasion, all the in1lu
ences that bad altered her so (her sister 
bad a theory that ahe was metamor
phosed, that when ahe was young ahe 
seemed bom for innocence): if not at 
Plash, at least at Mellows, for the two 
places, after all, had ever so much in 
common, and there were rooms at the 
great house that looked remarkably like 
Mrs. Barrington's parlor. 

Lady Davenant always had a head
dress of a peculiar style, original and ap
propriate--a sort of white veil or cape 
which came, in a point, to the t=: on her 
forehead where her smooth . began 
to ahow, and then covered her ahoulders. 
It was always exquisitely fresh, and was 
partly the reason why she struck the 
girl rather as a fine portrait than as a 

living person. .And yet ahe was full 
of life, old as ahe was, and bad been 
made finer, sharper and more delicate, 
by nearly eighty years of it. It was the 
hand of a master that Laura seemed 
to see in her face, the witty expression 
of which ahone like a 1am.p through the 
ground-glass of her good breeding j Dat
ure was always an artist, but not so 
much of an artist all that. InfiDite 
knowledge the girl attributed to her, 
and that was why ahe liked her a little 
fearfully. Lady Davenant was not, 88 & 

general thing, fond of the young or of in
valids ; but she made an exception, 88 re
~youth, for the little girl from Amer-
1ca, the sister of the daughter-in-law of 
her dearest friend. She took an inter
est in Laura P,Brll1.. perhaps, to make up 
for the tepidity WIth which ahe regarded 
Selina. A.t all events ahe bad assumed 
the general responsibility of providing 
her with a husband. She pretended to 
care equaUy little for JH.!rsons suft'ering 
from other forms of misfortune, but she 
was capable of finding excnses for them 
when they bad been sufficiently to b1am.e. 
She expected a great deal of attention, 
always wore gloves in the house, and 
never bad anything in her hand but a 
book. She neither embroidered nor 
wrote-only read and talked. She had 
no special conversation for girls, but 
generally addressed them in the same 
manner that ahe found e1fective with 
her contemporaries. Laura Wing :r. 
garded this as an honor, but very of
ten she didn't know what the old lady 
meant, and was ashamed to ask her. 
Once in a while Lady Davenant was 
ashamed to tell. Mrs. Berrington had 
gone to a cottage to see an old woman 
who was ill-an old woman who had 
been in her service for years, in the old 
days. Unlike her friend, ahe was fond of 
young people and invalids, but she was 
less interesting to Laura, except that it 
was a sort of fascination to wonder how 
she could have such abysses of placidity. 
She bad long cheeks and kind eyes, and 
was devoted to birds ; lOJD.ehow ahe al
ways made Laura think secretly of a 
tablet of fine white soap-nothing else 
was so smooth and clean. 

" .And what's going on chez 'l1OU8-who. 
is there and what are they doing?" Lady 
Davenant asked, after the first greetings. 
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"There isn't anyone but me-and the 
children-and the governess." 

.. What, no party-no private theatri
cals? How do you live?" 

"Ob, it doesn't take 80 much to keep 
me going," said lAura. "Ibelieve there 
were some people coming on Saturday, 
but they have been put o~ or they 
can't come. Selina has gone to London." 

"And what has she gone to London 
for?" 

.. Ob, I don't know-she has so many 
thin to do." 

.. ~d where is Mr. Berrington?" 
"He has been away somewhere; but 

I believe he is coming back to-morrow 
---or next day." 

"Or the day after?" said Lady Dave
nant. "And do they never go away to
gether? " she continued, after a pause. 

"Yes, sometimes-but they don't come 
back together." 

" Do you mean they quarrel on the 
way?" 

.. I don't know what they do, Lady 
Davenant-I don't understand," Laura 
Wing replied, with an unguarded tremor 
in her voice. "I don't think they are 
very happy." 

" Then they ought to be ashamed of 
themselves. They have got everything 
so comfortable - what more do they 
want?" 

"Yes, and the children are such dears I" 
.. Oertainly---charming. And is she 

a good person, the present governess? 
Does she look after them properly?" 

"Yes-she seems very good-it's a 
blessing. But I think she's unhappy 
too." 

" Bless us, what a house 1 Does she 
want some one to make love to her?" 

"No, but she wants Selina to see-to 
appreciate," said the young girl 

"And doesn't she appreciate-when 
she leaves them that way, quite to the 
yOllDg woman? .. 

"Miss Staat thinks she doesn't notice 
how they come on-she is never there." 

" And has she wept and told you so? 
You know they are always crying, gov
ernesses-whatever line you take. You 
Douldn't draw them out too much
they are always looking for a chance. 
She ought to be thankful to be let alone. 
You mustn't be too sympathetic-it's 
mostly wasted," the old lady went on. 

"Ob, rm not-I &88Ure you rm not," 
said Laura Wing. "On the contrary, 
I sec so much about me that I don't 
sympathize with." 

"Well, you mustn't be an im~ent 
little American either I" her mterlocu
tress exclaimed. lAura sat with her for 
half an hour, and the conversation took 
a turn through the at1Birs of P1ash, and 
through Lady Davenant's own, which 
were visits in prospect and ideas sug
gested more or less directly, by them, 
as well as by the boob she had been 
reading, a heterogeneous pile, on a table 
near her, all of them new and clean, from 
a circulating library in London. The 
old woman liad ideas, and Laura liked 
them, though they often struck her as 
very sharp and hard, because at Mellows 
she had no diet of that sort. There had 
never been an idea in the house, since 
she came, at least, and there was won
derfully little reading. Lady Davenant 
still went from country-house to coun
try-house, all winter, as she had done all 
her life, and when lAura asked her she 
told her the places, and the people she 
probably should find at each of them. 
Such an enumeration was much leBS in
teresting to the girl than it would have 
been a year before; she herself had now 
seen a great many places and people, and 
the freshneBS of her curiosity was gone. 
But she still cared for Lady Davenant's 
descriptions and judgments, because 
they were the thing in her life which 
(when she met the old woman from time 
to time) most represented talk-the rare 
sort of talk that was not mere chaft: 
That was what she had dreamed of before 
she came to England, but in Selina's set 
the dream had not come true. In Seli
na's set people only harried each other 
from morning till night with extravagant 
accusations-it was all a kind of horse
play of false charges. When Lady Dave
nant was accusatoI1 it was within the 
limits of perfect verisimilitude. 

lAura waited for Mrs. Berrington to 
come in, but she didn't appear, and the 
girl gathered her waterproof together 
with an intention of departure. But she 
was secretly reluctant, because she had 
walked over to Plash with a vague ho~ 
that some soothing hand would be laid 
upon her pain. If there was no com
fort at the dower-house she didn't know 
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where to look for it, for there was cer
tainly none at hom~not even with Miss 
Steet and the children. It was not Lady 
Davenant's leading cJaa.racteristic that 
she was comforting, IUld aura had not 
aspired to be coaxed or coddled into 
forgetfulness; she wanted rather to be 
taught a certain fortitude-how to live 
and hold up one's head even while know
ing that things were very bad. A brazen 
indift'erence-it was not exactly that that 
she wished to ~uire; but were there 
not some sorts of mdift'erence that were 
philosophic and noble? Couldn't Lady 
Davenant teach them, if she should take 
the trouble? The girl remembered to 
have heard that there had been, years 
before, some disagreeable occurrences 
in her family; it was not a race in which 
the ladies inveterately turned out well. 
Yet who to-day had the stamp of honor 
and credit-of a past which was either 
no one's business or was part and ~l 
of a fair public record-and earned it 
so much 8B a matter of course? She her
self had been a good woman, and that 
was the only thing that told, in the long 
run. It was aura's own idea to be a 
good woman, and that this would make 
it an advantage for Lady Davenant to 
show her how not to feel too much. As 
regards feeling enough, that W88 a 
branch in which she had no need to take 
lessons. 

The old woman liked cutting new 
books, a task she never remitted to her 
maid, and while her young American 
visitor sat there she went through the 
greater part of a volume with the paper
knife. She didn't proceed very fast
there was a kind of patient, awkward 
fumbling of her aged hands; but 8B she 
passed her knife into the last leaf she 
said, abruptly-U And how is your sister 
going on? She's very light 1 " Lady 
Davenant added, before Laura had time 
to reply. 

.. Oh, Lady Davenant I" the ¢.!l ex
claimed, vaguely, slc;:l' vexed With her
self, 88 soon 88 she spoken, for hav
ing uttered the words 88 a kind of pro
test, whereas she wished to draw her 
companion out. To correct this impres
sion she threw back her waterproof. 

.. Have you ever spoken to her?" the 
old woman asked. 

.. Spoken to her?" 

.. About her behavior. I daresa~ou 
haven't-you Americans have a 
lot of false delicacy. I daresay Selina 
wouldn't speak to you, if you were in 
her place (excuse the supposition I) and 
yet she is capabl~" But Lady Dave
nant paused, preferring not to say of 
what young Mrs. Barrington was capa
ble. "It's a bad house for a girl" 

"It only gives me a horror," said 
Laura, pausing in turn. 

.. A horror of your sister? That's Dot 
what one should aim at. You ought to 
get married-and the sooner the better. 
My dear child, I have neglected you 
dreadfully. " 

.. I am much obliged to you, but if you 
think marriage looks to me happy 1 " the 
girl ex~ed, laughing without hilarity. 

.. Make It happy for some one else, 
and you will be happy enough yourself. 
You ought to get out of your situation." 

aura Wing was silent a moment, 
though this was not a new refection to 
her. .. Do you mean that I should leave 
Selina altogether? I feel as if I should 
abandon her-as if I should be a 
coward." 

"Oh, my dear, it isn't the business of 
little girls to serve as parachutes to lly
away wives 1 That's why, if you haven't 
spoken to her, you needn't take the 
trouble at this time of day. Let her 
go-let her go 1 " 

"Let her go ?" aura repeated, star.-
ing. 

Her companion gave her a sharper 
glance. "Let her stay, then 1 Only get 
out of the house. You can come to me, 
you know, whenever you like. I don't 
know another girl I would say that to." 

.. Oh, Lady Davenant," Laura began 
again, but she only got 88 far as this ; in 
a moment she had covered her face with 
her hands-she had burst into tears. 

.. Ah, my dear, don't cry, or I shall 
take back my invitation 1 It would never 
do if you were to lo.mtoyer. U I have 
offended you by the way I have spoken 
of Selina, I think you are too sensitive. 
We shouldn't feel more for people than 
they feel for themselves. She has no 
tears, rm sure." 

"Oh, she has, she has 1" cried the girl, 
sobbing with an odd eft'ect, 88 she pnt 
forth this pretension for her sister . 

"Then she's worse than I thought. 
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I don't mind them so much when they 
are merry, but I hate them when they 
are sentimental." 

.. She's so changed-so changed I" 
Laura Wing went on. 

.. Never, never, my dear ; c'e8t de MiB
sanc6." 

.. You never knew my mother," re
turned the girl j "when I think of 
mother-" The words failed her, while 
she sobbed. 

.. I daresay she was very nice," said 
Lady Davenant, gently. "It would take 
that to account for you j such women as 
Selina are always easily enough account
ed for. I didn't mean it was inherited 
-for that sort of thing skips about. I 
daresay there was some improper an
ceetress--except that you Americans 
don't seem to have ancestresses." 

Laura gave no sign of having heard 
these observations j she was occupied 
in brushing away her tears. .. Every
thing is so changed-you don't know," 
she remarked in a moment. "Nothing 
could have been happier-nothing could 
have been sweeter. .And now to be so 
dependent-so helples&-80 poor J .. 

"Have you nothing at all?" asked 
Lady Davenant, with simplicity. 

" Only enough to pay for my clothes." 
.. That's a good deal, for a girl You 

are uncommonly dressy, you know."· 
"I'm sorry I seem so. That's just the 

way I don't want to look. " 
"You Americans can't help it j you 

• wear' your very features, and your 
eyes look as if they had just been sent 
home. But I confess you are not so 
smart as Selina." 

.. Yes, isn't she splendid? "Laura ex
claimed, with a sort of proud inconse
quence. .. And the worse she is, the bet
ter she looks." 

"Oh, my child, if the bad women 
looked as bad as they are 1 It's only 
the good ones who can atford that," the 
old lady murmured. 

" It was the last thing I ever thought 
of-that I should be ashamed," said 
Laura. 

"Oh, keep your shame till you have 
more to do with it. It's like lending 
your umbrella-when you have only 
one." 

"If anything were to happen-pub
Jicly-I should die, I should die!" the 

girl exclaimed, passionately, and with a 
motion that carried her to her feet. 
This time she settled herself for de
parture. Lady Davenant's admonition 
rather frightened than sustained her. 

The old woman leaned back in her 
chair,looking up at her. .. It would be 
very bad, I daresay. But it wouldn't 
prevent me from taking you in." 

Laura Wing returned her look, with 
eyes slightly distended, musing. "Think 
of having to come to that 1 " 

Lady Davenant burst out laughing. 
"Yes, yes, you must come; you are so 
originalJ" 

" I don't mean that I don't feel your 
kindness," the girl broke out, blushing. 
" But to be only protected-always pro
tected: is that a life?" 

"Most women are only too thankful, 
and I am bound to say I think you are 
difficile." Lady Davenant used a good 
many French words, in the old-fashioned 
manner, and with a pronunciation not 
perfectly pure ; when she did so she re
minded Laura !~ of Mrs. Gore's 
novels. ''But you be better protect
ed than even by me. N0U8 'uerr'Ot'&8 cela. 
Only you must stop crying-this isn't a 
crying country." 

"No, one must have courage here. It 
takes courage to marry for such a rea
son." 

.. Any reason is good enough that 
keeps a woman from being an old maid. 
Besides, you will like him." 

"He must like me first," said the girl, 
with a sad smile. 

"There's the American again J It isn't 
necessary. You are too proud-you ex-
pect too much." . 

"I'm proud for what I am-that's 
very certain. But I don't expect any
thing," Laura Wing declared. " That's 
the only form my pride takes. -Please 
give my love to Mrs. Berrington. I am 
so sorry-so sorry," she went on, to 
change the talk from the subject of her 
marrying. She wanted to marry, but 
she didn't want to want it, and, above 
all, to have such an appearance. She 
lingered in the room, moving about a 
little; the place was always so pleasant 
to her that to go away-to return to her 
own barren home--had the etrect of for
feiting a sort of privilege of sanctuary. 
The afternoon had faded, but the lamps 
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had been brought in, the amelI of Bowers 
was in the air, and the old house of 
Plash seemed to recognize the hour that 
suited it best. The quiet old lady in the 
firelight, encompassed with the symbolic 
security of chintz and water-color, gave 
her a sudden vision of how blessed it 
would be to jump all the middle dangers 
of life and have arrived at the end, safe
ly, sensibly, with a cap and gloves, and 
consideration and memories. " And, 
Lady Davenant, what does she think?" 
she asked, abruptly, stopping short and 
referring to Mrs. Barrington. 

"Think? Bless your soul, she doesn't 
do that! If she did, the things she says 
would be unpardonable." 

"The things she says ? " 
"That's what makss them so beautiful 

-that they are not spoiled by prepara
tion. You could never think of them/or 
her I" The girl smiled at this description 
of the dearest friend of her interlocu
tress, but she wondered a little what Lady 
Davenant would say to visitors about 
her, if she should accept a refuge under 
her roof. Her speech was, after all, a 
1lattering proof of confidence. " She 
wishes it had been you-I happen to 
know that," said the old woman. 

" It had been me?" 
"That Lionel had taken a fancy to." 
" I wouldn't have married him," Laura 

rejoined, after a moment. 
" Don't say that, or you will make me 

think it won't be easy to help you. Ishall 
depend upon you not to refuse anything 
so good." 

"I don't call him good. If he were 
good his wife would be better." 

" Very likely; and if you had married 
him he would be better, and that's more 
to the purpose. Lionel is as idiotic as 
a comic song, but you have cleverness 
for two." 

" And you have it for fifty, dear Lady 
Davenant. Never, never-I shall never 
marry a man I can't respect!" Laura 
Wing exclaimed. 

She had come a little nearer her old 
friend and taken her hand; her com
panion held her a moment, and with the 
other hand pushed aside one of the 1laps 
of the waterproof. " And what is it your 
clothing costs you?" asked Lady Dave
nant, looking at the dress undemeath and 
not giving any heed to this declarstion. 

" I don't euotly know; it takes almost 
everything that is sent me from Amer
ica. But that is dreadfully litt1&-oDl,. 
a few pounds. I am a wonderful man
ager. Besidee," the girl added, "Selina 
wants me to be dreesed." 

"And doesn't she pay any of vour 
bills?" • 

"Why, she gives me everything-food, 
shelter, carriages. " 

" Does she never give lOU money? .. 
"I wouldn't take it,' said the girL 

" They need everything they have-their 
life is tremendously expensive." 

"That I'll warrant!" cried the old 
woman. " It was a most beautiful prop
erty, but I don't know what has become 
of it now. Oe ",'est pas pour 'VOUB ble8-
aer, but the hole you Americana cm& 
make--" 

Laura interrupted immediately, hold
ing up her head; Lady Davenant bad 
dropped her hand and she had receded 
a step. "Selina brought Lionel a very 
considerable fortune, and every penny 
of it was paid." 

" Yes, I know it was; Mrs. Barring
ton told me it was most satisfactory. 
That's not always the case with the 
fortunes you young ladiee are SUP~ 
to bring! " the old lady added, amding. 

The girl looked over her head a mo
ment. "Why do your men marry for 
money?" 

" Why indeed, my dear? And before 
your troubles, what used your father to 
give you for your personal expenses? .. 

"He gave us everything we asked
we had no particular allowance." 

"And 1 daresay you asked for every
thing?" said Lady Davenant. 

"No doubt we were very dressy, as 
you say." 

"No wonder he went bankrup~for 
he did, didn't he? .. 

"He had dreadful reverses, but he 
only sacrificed himself-he protected 
others." 

"Well, I know nothing about theee 
things, and I only askpour merenmgner," 
Mrs. Barrington's guest went on. "And 
after their reverses, your father and 
mother lived, I think, only a shori 
time?" 

Laura Wing had covered herself again 
with her mantle; her eyes were now 
bent upon the ground, and, standing there 

• ..1 



A LONDON UFE. 677 

before her companion, with her umbrella 
and her air of momentary submission 
and self-control, she mignt very well 
have been a young person in reduced 
circumstances applying for a place. " It 
was short enough, but it aeemed-aome 
parts of it-terribly long and painful 
My poor father-my dear father," the 
girl went on. But her voice trembled 
and she checked herself. 

"I feel as if I were ~uestion
ing you, which God forbid t " 8a1d Lady 
Davenant. "But there is one thing I 
should really like to know. Did Lionel 
and his wife, when you were poor, come 
freely to your assistance?" 

"They sent us money repeatedly-it 
was her money, of course. It was almost 
all we had." 

" And if you have been poor, and know 
what poverty is, tell me this: has it 
made you afraid to marry a poor man ? " 

It seemed to Lady Davenant that, in 
answer to this, her young friend looked 
at her strangely; and then the old woman 
heard her say something that had not 
quite the heroic ring she expected. .. I 
am afraid of so many things to-day that 
I don't know where my fears end." 

"I have no patience with the high
strung way you take things. But I have 
to know, you know." 

"Oh, don't try to know any more 
ahames--any more horrors I" the Fl 
wailed, with sudden passion, turnmg 
away. 

Her companion got up, drew her 
round again and kissed her. "I think 
you would fidget me," she remarked, as 
she released her. Then, as if this were 
too cheerless a leave-taking, she added, 
in a gayer tone, as lAura had her hand 
on the door: "Mind what· I tell you, 
my dear j let her go I" It was to this 
that the girl's lesson in philosophy re
dllced itself, she re1lected, as she walked 
back to Mellows in the rain, which had 
now come on through the darkening 
park. 

n. 
To children were still at tea, and poor 

Miss Steet sat between them, consoling 
herself with strong cups, crunching mel
ancholy morsels of toast and dropping 
an absent gaze on her little companions 

as they exchanged small, loud remarks. 
She always sighed when lAura came in 
-it was her war. of expressing appreci
ation of the vilnt-and she was tlie one 
person whom the girl frequently saw 
who seemed to her more unhappy than 
herself. But lAura envied her-ahe 
thought her position had more dignity 
than that of her employer's dependent 
sister. Miss Steet had related her life 
to the children's pretty young aunt, and 
this personage kriew that though it had 
had painful elements nothing so disa
greeable had ever befallen her, or was 
likely to befall her, as the odious possi
bility of her sister's making a scandal. 
She had two sisters (Laura knew all 
about them), and one ot them was mar
ried to a clergyman in Statfordahire (a 
very ugly part), and had seven children 
and four hundred a year; while the other, 
the eldest, was enormously stout and 
filled (it was a good deal of a squeeze) 
a position as matron in an orphanage at 
Liverpool Neither of them seemed des
tined to go into the English divorce
court, and such a circumstance, on the 
part of one's near relations, struck 
Laura as in itself almost sufticient to 
constitute happiness. Miss Steet didn't 
live in a state of nervous anxiety-every 
thing about her was respectable. She 
made the girl almost angry sometimes, 
by her drooping, martyr-like air; lAura 
was near breaking out at her with, "Dear 
me, what have you got to complain of? 
Don't lOU earn your living, like an hon
est gir and are you obliged to see things 
going on about you that you hate?" 

But she couldn't say things like that 
to her, because she had promised Selina, 
who made a great point of this, that she 
wouldn't be too familiar with her. Se
lina was not without her ideas of deco
rum-very far from it indeed; only she 
erected them in such queer places. She 
was not famjJjar with her children's gov
erness; she was not even familiar with 
the children themselves. That was why, 
after all, it was impossible to address 
much of a remonstrance to Miss Steet 
when she sat as if she were tied to the 
stake and the fagots were being lighted. 
U martyrs, in this situation, had tea and 
cold meat served them, they would strik
ingly have resembled the provoking 
young woman in the school-room at Mel-
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lows. Laura couldn't have denied that the govemeas to be at hand-that was 
it was natural that she should have the way a motJier felt who really took an 
liked it better if Mrs. Barrington would interest. Selina was wonderfully thor-
80metimea just look in and give a sign ough; she said something about the 
that she was pleased with her system; evening hours in the quiet school-room 
but poor Miss Steet only knew by the being the proper time for the govemeaa 
servants, or by Laura, whether Mrs. Ber- to" get up" the children's lessons for 
rington were at home or not; she was the next day. I.e.ura Wing was con
for the most part not, and the govemess scious of her own ignorance; nevert.he
had a way of silently intimating (it was less she presumed to believe that she 
the manner she put her head on one side could have taught Geordie and Ferdythe 
when she looked at Scratch and Parson alphabet without anticipatory noctumal 
-of course 8M called them Geordie and researches. She wondered what her 
Ferdy) that she was immensely handi- sister supposed Miss Steet taught them 
capped and even that they were. Per- -whether she cherished the fond illu
haps they were, though they certainly sion that they were in I.e.tin and algebra. 
showed it little in their appearance and The govemess' evening hours, in the 
manner, and I.e.ura was at least sure that· quiet school-room, would have suited 
if Selina. had been perpetually dropping I.e.ura well-so at least she believed; by 
in, Miss Steet would have taken that dis- touches of her own she would make the 
comfort even more tragically. The sight place even prettier than it was already, 
of this young woman's either real or and in the winter nights, near the bright 
fancied wrongs did not diminish her OOD- fire, she would get through a delightful 
viotion that she herself would have found course of reading. There was the qUe&
the courage to become a govemess. She tion of a new piano (the old one was 
would have had to teach very young pretty bad-Miss Steet had a finger I), 
children, for she believed she was too and perhaps she should have to ask Be
ignorant for higher flights. But Selina. !ina for that-but it would be all The 
would never have consented to that- school-room at Mellows was not a charm
she would have considered it a disgrace, less place, and the girl often wished 
or even worse, a pose. I.e.ura had pro- that she might have spent her own 
posed to her, six months before, that early years in so dear a scene. It was a 
she should dispense with a ~. d govem- sort of panelled parlor, in a wing, and 
esB, and suft'er her to take c e of the looked out on the great cushiony lawns 
little boys; in that way she ouldn't and a part of the terrace where the pea
feel so completely deE:::ent - she cocks used most to spread their tails. 
should be doing somet' in retum. There were quaint old maps on the wan. 
"And pray what would happen when and "collections"-birdsandsheUs--un
you came to dinner? Who would look der glass cases, and there was a wonder
after them then?" Mrs. Berrington had ful pictured screen which old Mrs. Ber
demanded, with a very shocked air. rington had made, when Lionel was 
I.e.ura had replied that perhaps it was young, out of primitive woodcuts illu. 
not absolutely necessary that she should trative bf nursery tales. The place was 
come to dinner-she could dine early, a setting for rosy childhood, and Laura 
with the children; and that if her pre&- didn't believe her sister knew how de
ence in the drawing-room was required lightful Scratch and Parson looked 
the children had their n1l1'Se--&nd what there. Old Mrs. Berrington had known, 
did they have their nurse for? Selina. in the case of Lionel-it had all been 
looked at her as if she ,vere deplorably arranged for him. That was the stDry 
superficial, and told her that they had told by ever so many other things in the 
their nurse to dress them and look after house, which betrayed the full percep
theirclothes-didshewish the poor little tion of a comfortable, liberal, d~y 
ducks to go in rags? She had her own domestic effect, addressed to eternities 
ideas of thoroughness, and when Laura of po88es&ion, characteristic, thirty years 
remarked that, after all, at that hour the before, of the unquestioned and unques
children were in bed, she declared that tioning old lady whose sofas and "oor
even when they were asleep she desired nere" (she had perhaps been the first 
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person in England to have comers), de
monstrated the moat of her clevemeas. 

Laura Wing envied English children. 
the boys at least, and even her own lit
tle nephews, in spite of the cloud that 
hung over them; but ahe had already 
noted the incongruity that appeared to. 
day between Lionel Berrington at thir· 
ty-five and the influences that had BIll'
rounded his younger years. She didn't 
dislike her brother-in-law, though ahe 
didn't admire him, and she pitied him ; 
but she marvelled at the waste involved 
in some human institutions (the English 
country gentry, for instance) when she 
perceived that it had taken so much to 
produce 80 little. The sweet old wain· 
scoted parlor, the view of the garden 
that reminded her of scenes in Shake
speare's comedies, aU that was exquisite 
in the home of his forefathers-what 
visible reference was there to these fine 
things in poor Lionel's stable-etamped 
little composition? When she came in 
this evening and saw his small sons 
making competitive noises in their mugs 
(Miss Steet checked this impropriety 
on her entrance), she asked herself what 
they would have to show, twenty years 
later, for the frame that made them just 
then a picture. Would they be wonder
folly ripe and noble, the perfection of 
human culture? The contrast was be
fore her again, the sense of the 88IDe 
curious duplicity (in the literal meaning 
of the word), that she had feltatPlaah
the way the genius of such an old house 
was aU peace and decorum, and the 
spirit that prevailed there, outside of the 
school-room, was contentious and im
p.ur8. She had often been struck with 
It befors-with that perfection of ma
chinery which can still, at certain times, 
make English life go on of itself, with a 
stately rhythm, long after there is cor
ruption within it. 

She had half a purpose of asking Miss 
Steet to dine with her that evening 
down-&tairs, 80 absurd did it seem to 
her that two yo~ women who had 80 
much in common (enough, at least, for 
that) should sit feeding alone at oppo
site ends of the big, empty house, mel
ancholy on such a night. She wouldn't 
have cared just now whether Selina did 
think such a course familiar; she in
dulged sometimes in a kind of angry 

humility, placing herself near to those 
who were laborious and sordid. But 
when she observed how much cold meat 
the govemess had already consumed 
she felt that it would be a vain form to 
propose to her another repast. She sat 
down with her, and presently, in the 
fire-light, the two children had placed 
themselves in position for a story. They 
were dressed like the mariners of Eng
land, and they smelt of the ablutions to 
which they had been condemned before 
tea, and the odor of which was but 
partly overlaid by that of bread and but
ter. Scratch wanted an old story and 
Parson a new, and they exchanged, from 
side to side, a good many powerful ar
guments. While they were so engaged 
Miss Steet narrated, at her visitor's in
vitation, the walk she had taken with 
them, and remarked that she had been 
thinking, for a long time, of asking Mrs. 
Berrington-if she only had an oppor
tunity-whether she should approve of 
her giving them a few elementary no
tions of botany. But the opportunity 
had not oome--ahe had had the idea for 
a long time past. She was rather fond 
of the study herself; she had gone into 
it a little--she seemed to intimate that 
there had been times when she extracted 
a needed comfort from it. Laura sug
gested that botany might be a little dry, 
for such young children, in winter, from 
text-books-that the better way would 
be, perhaps, to wait till the spring, and 
show them out of doors, in the garden, 
80me of the peculiarities of plants. To 
this Miss Steet rejoined that her idea 
had been to teach some of the general 
facts, slowly-it would take a long time 
-and then they would be aU ready for 
the spring. She 8JX>ke of the spring as 
if it would not arnve for a terribly long 
time. She had hoped to lay the ques
tion before Mrs. Berrington that week
but was it not already Thursday? Lau
ra said, "Oh, yes, you had better do any
thing with the children that will keep 
them profitably occupied;" she came 
very Dear saying anything that would 
occupy the govemess herself. 

Slie had rather a dread of Dew stories 
-it took the little boys 80 long to get 
initiated, and the first steps were 80 ter
ribly bestrewn with questions. Recep
tive silence, broken only by an occasional 
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rectiAcation on the part of the listener, 
never descended until after the tale had 
been told a dozen times. The matter 
was settled for" Riquet with the Tuft," 
but on this occasion the girl's heart was 
not much in the entertainment. The 
children stood on either side of her, lean
ing against her, and she had an arm 
round each; their little bodies were 
thick and strong, and their voices Jaad 
the qualit1 of silver bells. Their mother 
had certainly gone too far j but there 
was, nevertheless, a limit to the tender
ness one could feel for the neglected, 
compromised bairns. It was difticult to 
take a sentimental view of them-they 
would never take such a view of them
selves. Geordie would grow up to be a 
master-hand at polo, and care more for 
that pastime than for anything in life, 
and Ferdy, perhaps, would develop into 
"the best shot in England." Lema felt 
these poBBibilities stirring within them; 
they were in the things they said to her, 
in the things they sa.id to each other. 
At any rate they would never refiect 
upon anything in the world. They con
tradicted each other on a question of 
ancestral history, to which their atten
tion apparently had been drawn by their 
nurse, whose people had been tenants 
for generations. Their grandfather had 
had the hounds for fifteen years-Ferdy 
maintained that he had always had them. 
Geordie ridiculed this idea, like a man 
of the world; he had had them till he 
went into volunteering-then he had got 
up a magnificent regiment, he had spent 
tholl8&nds of pounds on it. Ferdy was 
of th.:l opinion that this was wasted 
money-he himself intended to have a 
real regiment, to be a colonel in the 
Guards. Geordie looked as if he thought 
that a superficial ambition and could 
see beyond it; his own most definite view 
was that he would have back the hounds. 
He didn't see why papa didn't have them 
-unless it was because he wouldn't take 
the trouble. 

"I know-it's because mamma is an 
American! .. Ferdy announced, with con
fidence. 

" And what has that to do with it?" 
asked Laura. 

"Mamma spends so much money
there isn't any for anything ! .. 

This startling speech elicited an 

alarmed protest from Miss Steet; she 
blushed and 8II8U1'ed Lema that she 
couldn't imagine where the child could 
have picked up such an extraordinary 
idea. "I'll look into it-you may be 
8'Ilre I'll look into it," she said; while 
Lama told Ferdy that he must never, 
never, never, under any circumstances, 
either utter or listen to a word that 
should be wanting in respect to his 
mother. 

"If anyone should say anything 
~ any of my ~ple, I would give 
him a good one I Geordie declared, 
with his hands in his little blue pockets. 

"rd hit him in the eye I" criedFerdy, 
with cheerful inconsequence. 

" Perhaps you don't care to come to 
dinner at half-past seveu," the girl said 
to Miss Steet; "but I should be very 
glad-rm all alone." 

"Thank you so much. .All alone, 
really?" murmured the governess. 

"Why don't you get married? then 
you wouldn't be alone," Geordie re
marked, with ingenuity. 

"Children, you are really too dread
ful this evening I " Miss Steet exclaimed. 

"I shan't get married-I want to have 
the hounds," proclaimed Geordie, who 
had apparently been much struck with 
his brother's explanation. 

"I will come down afterward, about 
half-past eight, if you will allow me,· 
said Miss Steet, looking conscious and 
responsible. 

"Very well-perhaps we can have 
some music; we will try something to
gether." 

"Oh, musie>-we don't go in for mu
sic !" said Geordie, with clear superior
ity; and while he spoke Laura saw Miss 
Bteet get up, suddenly, looking even 
lellS alleviated than usual. The door of 
the room had been pushed open and 
Lionel Berrington stood there. He had 
his hat on and a cigar in his mouth and 
his face was red, which was its common 
condition. He took oft" his hat 88 he 
came into the room, but he did not stop 
smoking, and he turned a little redder 
than before. There were several ways 
in which his sister-in-law often wished 
he had been very different, but she had 
never disliked him for a certain boyish 
shyness that was in him, which came 
out in his dealings with almost all wom-
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en. The governess of his children made 
him uncomfortable, and Laura had al
ready noticed that he had the same ef
feet u~ Mias Steet. He was fond of 
his children, but he saw them hardly 
more frequently than their mother, and 
they never knew whether he were at 
home or away. Indeed, his goings and 
comings were so frequent that Laura 
herself scarcely knew; it was an acci
dent that on this occasion his absence 
had been mark~ for her. Selina had 
had her reasons for wishing not to go 
up to town while her husband was still 
at Mellows, and she cherished the irri
tating belief that he stayed at home on 
purpose to watch her-to keep her from 
going away. It was her theory that 
she herself was perpetually at home
that few women were more domestic, 
more glued to the fireside and absorbed 
in the dllties belonging to it; and, un
reasonable as she was, she recognized 
the fact that 'for her to establish this 
theory she must make her husband 
sometimes see her at MelloW& It was 
not enough for her to maintain that he 
would see her if he were sometimes there 
himself. Therefore she disliked to be 
caught in the crude fact of absence-to 
go away under his nose; what she pre
ferred was to take the next train after 
his own, and to return an hour or two 
before him. She managed this often 
with great ability, in spite of her not 
being able to be sure when he would re
turn. Of late, however, she had ceased 
to take so much trouble, and Laura, by 
no desire of the girl's own, was enough 
in the confidence of her impatiences and 
perversities to know that for her to have 
wished (four days before the moment I 
write of) to put him on a wrong scent 
---or to keep him at least off the ~ht 
one---she must have had something 
more foolish than USI1al in her head. 
This was why the girl had been so ner
vous, and why the sense of an impend
ing catastrophe, which had lately gath
ered strength in her mind, was at pres
ent almost intolerably pressing; she 
knew how little Selina could afford to be 
more foolish than usual. 

Lionel startled her by turning up in 
that unexpected way, though she could 
not have told herself when it would have 
been natural to expect him. This atti-

tude, at Mellows, was left to the servants, 
most of them inscmtable and incom
municative, and erect in a wisdom that 
was founded upon telegrams - you 
couldn't speak to the butler but he pull
ed one out of his pocket. It was a house 
of telegrams ; they crossed each other a 
dozen times an hour, coming and going, 
and Selina, in particular, lived in a cloud 
of them. Laura had but vague ideas as 
to what they were all about; once in a 
while, when they fell under her eyes, she 
either failed to understand them ,or 
judged them to be about horses. There 
were an immense number of horses, in 
one way and another, in Mrs. Barring
ton's life. Then she had so many friends, 
who were always rushing about like her
self, and making appointments, and put
ting them oit and wanting to know 
if she were going to certain places or 
whether she would go if they did, or 
whether she would come up to town and 
dine and cc do a theatre." There were 
also a good many theatres in the exist
ence of this busy lady. Laura remem
bered how fond their poor father had 
been of telegraphing, but it was never 
about the theatre; at all events she tried 
to give her sister the benefit, or the ex
cuse, of heredity. Selina had her own 
opinions, which were superior to this; 
she once remarked to Laura that it was 
idiotic for a woman to write-to tele
graph was the only way not to get into 
trouble. n doing so sufficed to keep a 
lady out of it, Mrs. Barrington's life 
should have Bowed like the rivers of 
Eden. 

m 
LA.1T.8A, as soon as her brother-in-law 

had been in the room a moment, had a 
particular fear; she had seen him twice 
noticeably underthe in1luence of liquor; 
she hadn't liked it at all, and now there 
were some of the same signs. She was 
afraid the children would discover them, 
or at any rate Mias Steet, and she felt the 
importance of not letting him stay in the 
room. She thought ~t almost a sign 
that he should have come there at all
he was 80 rare an apparition. He looked 
at her very hard, smiling, as if to say, 
cc No, no, rm not--not if you think it I" 
She perceived with relief, in a moment, 
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that he was not very bad, and liquor dis
posed him apparently to tenderness, for 
he indulpl in an interminable kissing 
of Geordie and Ferdy, during which Miss 
Steet turned away, delicately, looking 
out of the window. The little boys 
asked him no questions, to celebrate his 
return-they only announced that they 
were going to learn botany, to which 
he replied-" Are you, really? Why, I 
never did," and looked askance at the 
governess, blushing, as if to expreBB the 
hope that she would let him oft from 
carrying that subject further. To Laura 
and to Miss Steet he was amiably ex
planatory, though his expJ8.IIations were 
not quite coherent. Ha had come back 
an hour befo~he was going to spend 
the night-he had driven over from 
Churton-he was thinking of taking the 
last train up to town. Was Laura din
ing at home? Was anyoue coming? 
He should enjoy a quiet dinner awfuJIy. 

"Certainly, I'm alone," said the girl 
" I suppose you know Selina is away." 

" Oh, yes-I know where Selina is I" 
And Lionel Barrington looked round, 
smiling at everyone present, including 
Scratch and Parson. He stopped, while 
he continued to smile, and Laura won
dered what he was so much pleased at. 
She preferred not to aek-she was sure 
it was something that wouldn't give her 
pleasure; but after waiting a moment 
her brother-in-law went on : "Selina's in 
Paris, my dear ; that's where Selina is ! .. 

" In Paris ? .. Laura repeated. 
.. Yes, in Paris, my dear-God bless 

her I Where else do you suppose? 
Geordie, my boy, where should you tJrlnk 
your mummy would natumlly be?" 

"Oh, I don't know," said Geordie, 
who had. no reply ready that would eX
press, affectingfy, the desolation of the 
nQJ'8ery. "If I were mummy I'd travel" 

"Well, now, that's your mummy's idea 
-she has gone to travel," said the father. 
.. Were you ever in Paris, MiaB Steet?" 

Miss Staat gave a nervous laugh and 
said No, but she had. been to Boulogne ; 
while, to her added confusion, Ferdyan
nounced, that he knew where Paris was 
-it was in America. "No, it ain't-it's 
in Scotland I " cried Geordie, and Laura 
asked Lionel how he knew, whether his 
wife had. written to him. 

"Written to me? when did she ever 

write to me? No, I saw a fellow in town, 
this morning, who saw her there--at 
breakfast, yesterday. He came over last 
night. That's how I know my wife's in 
Paris. You can't have better proof than 
that I " 

.. I suppose it's a very pleasant season 
there," the governeB8 murmured, as if 
from a seD8e of duty, in a distant dis
comfortable tone. 

.. I daresay it's very pleasant indeed
I daresay it's awfully amusing I n laughed 
Mr. Herrington. " Shouldn't you like to 
run over with me, for a few days, Laura 
-just to have a go at the theatres? I 
don't see why we should always be mop
ing at home. We'll take Mias Steet and 
the children, and give mummy a pleas
ant surprise. Now who do you suppose 
she was with, in Paris-who do you sup
pose she was seen with? n 

Laura had turned pale, tlhe looked ~ 
him hard, imploringly, in the eyes; there 
was a name She was terribll afraid he 
would mention. .. Oh, sir, m that case 
we had better go and get ready I n KiM 
Steet quavered, betwixt a laugh and a 
groan, m a 8p88Dl of discretion; and be
fore Laura knew it she had gathered 
Geordie and Ferdy together and swept 
them out of the room. The door closed 
behind her with a very quick softness, 
and Lionel remained a moment staring 
atit. 

II I say, what does she mean ?-ain't 
that damned impertinent?" he stam
mered. .. What did she think I was g0-
ing to say? Does she suppose I would 
say any harm befo~before her 1 Dash 
it, does she suppose I would give away 
my wife to the servants ?" Then he add
ed, .. And I wouldn't say any harm be
fore you, Laura. You are too good and 
too nice, and I like you too much I" 

.. Won't you come down-staira? won't 
you have some tea?" the girl asked, 
uneasily . 

.. No, no, I want to stay h~1 like 
this -place," he replied, very gently and 
reaeoningly. II It's a deuced nioe place 
-it's an awfully jolly room. It UBed to 
be this way-always-when I was a little 
chap. I was a rough one, my dear; I 
wasn't a pretty little lamb, like that pair. 
I think it's because you look after them 
-that's what makes 'em so sweet. The 
one in my time-what was her name? I 
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think it W88 Jones, or Jenks--I rather 
think she found me a handful I used 
to kick her shins-I was decidedly vi
cious. And do you see it's kept so well, 
Laura?" he went on, looking round him. 
" 'Pon my soul, it's the prettiest room in 
the house. What does she want to go to 
Paris for, when she has got such a charm
ing house? Now can you answer me that, 
Laura?" 

"I suppose she has gone to get some 
clothes; her chessmaker lives in Paris, 
you know!' 

.. Dressmaker? Clothes? Whfj.!e 

had at least fifty_.. And again he 
stopped short. "You must pull me up, 
you know, if I say anything you don't 
like I" 

.. I don't understand you-let me 
alone, please I .. the F.I broke out, dis
engaging herself, WIth an eifort, from 
his arm. She hurried down the rest of 
the steps and left him there, looking 
after her, and 88 she went she heara 
him give an irrelevant laugh. 

IV. 
has got whole rooms full of them. 't 
she got whole rooms full of them? .. 8m: determined not to go to dinner 

.. Speaking of clothes, I must go and -she didn't wish, for that day, to meet 
change mine," said Laura. "I have been him again. He would drink more-he 
out in the rain-I have been to Plash- would be worse-she didn't know what 
rm decidedly damp!' he might say. Besides, she was too 

"Oh, you have been to Plash? You ~-not with him, but with Selina
have seen my mother? I hope she's in and m addition to being angry she was. 
very good health." But before the girl sick. She knew who Lad1 Ringrose 
could reply to this he went on: "Now, was; she knew so many things to-day 
I want you to guess who she's in Paris that, when she W88 younger-and only 
with. Motcomb saw them togethel'-&t a litt1e-she had not expected ever to. 
that place, what's his name? close to know. Her eyes had been opened very 
the Madeleine." And 88 Laura was si- wide in England, and certainly they had 
lent, not ~ at all to guess, he con- been opened to Lady Ringrose. She 
tinued-" It's the ruin of any woman, had heard what she had done, and per
you know; I can't think what she has haps a good deal more, and it was not 
got in her head." Still Laura said noth- very dift'erent from what she had he~ 
ing, and 88 he had hold of her 'anp, she of other women. She knew Selina had 
having turned away, she led him, this been to her house, and had an impres
time, out of the room. She had a hor- sion that her ladyship baa. been to 
ror of the name, the name that was in Selina's, in London, though she herself 
her mind and that W88 apparently on had not seen her there. But she didn't 
his lips, though his tone was so singular, know they were so intimate 88 that
so contemplative. " My dear girl, she's that Selina would rush over to Paris 
with Lady Ringrose-what do yo:a~ with her. What they had gone to Paris 
to that?" he exclaimed, 88 they p - for was not necessarily criminal-there 
along the corridor to the staircase. were a hundred reasons, f"miliar to 

"With Lady Ringrose ?" ladies who were fond of change, of 
.. They went over on Tuesda1-they movement, of the theatres and of Bew 

are knocking about there alone.' bonnets; but nevertheless it was the 
"I don't know Lady Ringrose," Laura fact of this little excursion, quite 88 

said, infinitely relieved that the name much 88 the companion, that excited 
W88 not the one she had feared. Lionel Laura's disgust. 
leaned on her arm 88 they went down- She didn't know that the companion 
stairs. was any worse, though Lionel appeared 

"I rather hope not-I promise you to think so, than twenty other women 
she has never put her foot in this who were her sister's intimates and 
house I If Selina expects to bring her whom she herself had seen in London, 
here I should like half an hour's notice; in Grosvenor Place, and even under the 
yes, half an hour would do. She might motherly old beeches at Mellows. But 
88 well be seen with-" And Lionel she thought it unpleasant and base in 
Berrington checked hjmself. "She has Selina to go abroad that way, like a 
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commercial traveller, capriciously, clan
destinely, without giving notice, when 
she had left her to understand that 
she W88 simply spending three or four 
days in town. It was bad taste and 
bad form, it was cabotin, and had the 
mark of Selina's complete, irremediable 
frivolity-the worst accusation (Laura 
tried to cling to that opinion), that she 
laid herself open to. Of course frivol
ity that was never ashamed of itself was 
like a neglected cold-you could die of 
it, morally, as well as of anything else. 
Laura knew this, and it W88 why she 
was inexpressibly vexed with her sister. 
She hoped she should get a letter from 
Selina the next morning (Mrs. Herring
ton would show at least that remnant 
of propriety), which would give her a 
chance to despatch her an answer that 
was already writing itself in her brain. 
It scarcely diminished Laura's eagern888 
for such an zrtonity that she had a 
vision of 's showing her letter, 
laughing, &Cro88 the table, at the place 
near the Madeleine, to Ladl Ringroee 
(who would be painted-Selina herself, 
to do her justice, wasn't, yet), while the 
French waiters, in white aprons, con
templated C8B dames. It was Dew work 
for our young lady to judge of these 
shades-the gradatiODS, the probabili
ties of immorality, and of the side of 
the line on which, or rather how far on 
the wroDg side, Lady Ringrose was sit
uated. 

A quarter of an hour before dinner 
Lionel sent word to her room that she 
was to sit down without him-he had a 
headache and wouldn't appear. This 
was an une~ted grace ana it simpli
fied the poBltion, for Laura; 80 that, 
smoothing her ruftles, she betook her
self to the table. Before doing this, 
however, she went back to the school
room and told Mise Staat she must give 
her her company. She took the govem
eBB (the little boys were in bed) down
stairs with her and made her sit oppo
site, thinking she would be a safeguard 
if Lionel were to cbange his mind. Mise 
Staat was more frightened than herself 
--she was a very shrinking bulwark. 
The dinner W88 dull and the conversa
tion rare ; the governess ate three olives 
and looked at the figures on the spoons. 
Laura had, more than ever, her sense of 

impending calamity; a draught of mis
fortune seemed to blow through the 
house; it chilled her feet under her 
chair. The letter she had in her head 
went out like a 1lame in the wind, and 
her only thought now was to telegraph 
to SeliJia, the first thing in the mommg, 
in quite dift'erent words. She scarcely 
~ke to Mise Steet, and there W88 very 
little the governess could say to her; 
she had alreadl related her history 80 
often. After dinner she carried her com
panion into the drawing-room, by the 
arm, and they sat down to the piano to
gether. They played duets, for an hour, 
mechanically, violently; Laura had no 
idea what the music wae-ehe only knew 
that their playing was execrable. In 
spite of this-" That's a very nice thing, 
that laet," she heard a vague voice say, 
behind her, at the end; and she became 
aware that her brother-in-law had joined 
them again. 

Mise Staat was pu8111an;moue-sbe re
treated on the spot, though Lionel had 
already forgotten that he W88 angry at 
the scandalous way she had carried off 
the children from the school-room. Lau
ra would have gone, too, if Lionel had 
not told her that he had 8Ometh~ very 
particular to say to her. That e her 
want to go more, but she had to listen 
to him when he expressed the hope that 
she hadn't taken offence at anything he
had said before. He didn't strike her 
as tipsy now; he had slept it off or got 
rid of it, and she saw no traces of his 
headache. He W88 still conspicuously 
cheerful, as if he had got some good 
news and were very much encouraged. 
She knew the news he had got, and she 
might have thought, in view of his man
ner, that it couldn't really have seemed 
to him so bad as he had pretended to 
think it. It was not the :&rat time, how
ever, that she had seen him :p'leaeed that 
he had a case against his wife, and she 
was to learn on this occasion how ex
treme a satisfaction he could take in his 
wrongs. She wouldn't sit down again ; 
she only lingered by the fire, pretending 
to warm her feet, and he walked to and 
fro in the long room, where the lamp
light, to-night, W88 limited, stepping on 
certain figures of the t, as if his 
triumph were alloyed wiU?heeitation. 

cc I never know how to talk to you--
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you are so beastly clever," he said. "I care for anything in the wide world but 
can't treat you like a little girl in a pina- to amuse yomself, from the beginninr 
for&-and yet, of course, you are only a of the year to the end. No more does 
young lady. You're so deuced good- she-and perhaps it's even worse in a 
that makes it worse," he went on, stop- woman. You are both as sel6sh as you 
ping in front of her, with his hands in can live, with nothing in your head or 
his pockets and the air he himseH had" your heart but your vulgar pleasure, in
of being a good-natured bnt dissipated capable of a concession, incapable of a 
boy ; with his small stature, his smooth, sacrifice I" She at least spoke with pas
fat, sdused face, his round, watery, sion; something that had been pent up 
light-colored eyes, and his hair grow- in her soul broke ont, and it gave her 
ing in curious infantile rings. He had relief, almost a momentary joy. 
lost one of his front teeth, and always It made Lionel Berrington stare; he 
wore a stiJf white scarf, with a pin rep- colored, but after a moment he shook 
resenting some symbol of the turf or the with langhter. "Don't you call me kind 
chase. "I don't see why" 8he conldn't when I stand here and take all that? 
have been a little more like you. If I If rm so keen for my pleasure, what 
could have had a shot at you first 1 " pleasure do you give me? Look at the 

" I don't care for any compliments at way I take it, Laura. You ought to do 
my sister's expense," Laura said, with me justice. Haven't I sacrificed ml 
some majesty. home? and what more can a man do? 

"Oh, I say, La11l'8, don't put on 80 "I don't think you care any more for 
many frills, as Selina says. Yon know your home than Selina does. And it's 
what your sister is as well as I do I" so sacred and 80 beautiful," God forgive 
They stood looking at each other a mo- you! You are all blind and senseless 
ment, and he appeared to see something and heartless, and I don't know what 
in her face which led him to add- poison is in your veins. There is a 
"You know, at any rate, how little we curse on you. and there will be a judg
hit it ott" ment I" the girl went on, glowing like a 

"I know you don't love each other- young prophetess. 
it's too dreadful" "What do you want me to do? Do 

"Love each other? she hates me as you want me to stay at home and read 
she'd hate a hump on her back. She'd the Bible?" her companion demanded, 
do me any devilish turn she could. with an eft'ect of profanity, confronted 
There isn't a feeling of loathing that she with her deep seriousness. 
doesn't have for me 1 She'd like to stamp "It wouldn't do you any harm, once 
on me and hear me crack, like a black in a while." 
beetle, and she never o,P8ns her mouth "There will be a judgment on her
but she insults me." Lionel Berrington that's very sure, and I know where it 
delivered himseH of these assertions will be delivered," said Lionel Berring
without violence, without passion, or the ton, indulging in a visible approach to 
sting of a new discovery; there was a a wink. "Have I done the half to her 
kind of familiar gaiety in his trivial lit- she has done to me? I won't say th& 
tle tone, and he had the air of being 80 half, but the hundredth part? Answer 
sure of what he said that he didn't need me truly, my dear 1 " 
to exaggerate in order to prove enough. " I don't know what she has done to 

"Oh, Lionell" the girl murmured, you," said La11l'8, impatiently. 
turning pale. "Is that the particular "That's euctly what I want to ten 
thing you wished to say to me?" you. But it's difficult. rn bet you five 

"lid you can't say it's my fault-you pounds she's doing it now I" 
won't pretend to do that, will you?" he " You are too unable to make yourself 
went on. "Ain't I quiet, ain't I kind, respected," the girl remarked, not shrink
don't I go steady? Haven't I given her ing, now, from the enjoyment of an ad
every blessed thing she has ever asked vantage-that of feeling hel"Belf superior 
for?" and taking her opportanity. 

"You haven't given her an example I" Her brother-in.-law seemed to feel, for 
Laura replied, with spirit. II You don't the moment, the prick of this obsemr 

VOL.m.~ 
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t has such a p 
boldness 8Bthat to do with respect? She's 
the first that ever defied me I " exclaimed 
the young man, whose aspect, somehow, 
scarcely confirmed this pretension. "You 
know all about her-don't make believe 
you don't," he continued in another tone. 

erything-you 
There's no use 

ura--you've liv 
and you're not 

to. Besides, y 
you needn't to 

If one 18 obhged to say what one means. 
Why didn't you grow up a little sooner? 
Then, over there in New York, it would 
certainly have been you I would have 
made up to. You would have respected 
me-eh? now don't say you wouldn't." 
He rambled on, turning about the room 

y like a perso 
naturally sIo 

ough he knew 
ere were still 

that he W8B 

"I take it that isn't what I must 81t up 
to listen to, Lionel, is it?" Laura said, 
wearily. 

"Why, you don't want to go to bed at 
nine o'clock, do you? That's all rot, of 
course. . But I want you to help me." 

"T hel you-how?" 
ou-butyou 
don't know w 

dinner-I had 
sodas. Perha 
I beg yourp 

88 bolt-very 
snperintendent of one's children. Do 
you suppose they saw anything? I 
shouldn't care for that. I did take half 
& dozen or so ; I W8B thirsty, and I W8B 
most uncommon pleSBed." 

"You have little enough to please 

t's just where y 
when I've fan 

what I told yo 
u told me?" 

her being in P 
s y month I " 

"I don't understand you," Laura 
said. 

" Are you very sure, Laura? My dear, 
it suits my book I Now you know your
self he's not the first." 

ON liFE. 

Laura W8B , d eyes were 
fixed on her face, and she saw something 
she had not seen befo~ little shin
ing point which, on Lionel's part. migh~ 
represent an idea, but which made his 
expression conscious 8B well as eager. 
"He?" :!:al:;mtly asked. " Whom 
are you 

"Why, of Char in, G--" 
And Lionel. accompanied 
this name wi unprecation. 

"What has ' 
"He has e o. Isn't he 

with her there? 
" How should I know? You said Lady 

Ringrose. " 
"Lady Ringrose is a mere blind-aud 

a devilish poor one at that. I'm BOrry 
to have to say it to you, but he's her 
lover. I mean Selina's. And he isn't 
the first." 

There W8B 
they stood 0 

asked-and th 
-"Why do y 

"Doesn't h 
rest ?" said her 
ing. 

ence, while 
then I.&ura 
unexpected 

Charley?" 
like all the 

brother-m-law, star-

"You're the most extraordinary pe0-
ple I I snppose you have a certain 
amount of proof, before you say such 
things to me ? " 

"Proof, I've 
only about C 
mere." 

of roof I And not 
bout Deep-

" And pray ere ? " 
"Did you n Lord Deep-

mere? He has That was 
before you say all this 
for my pleasure, Laura," Mr. Barrington 
added. 

" Don't you, indeed?" asked the girl, 
with a singular laugh. " I thought you 
were so glad." 

"I'm glad to know it, but I'm not glad 
to tell it. m glad to 
know it, I m be fixed at 
lBBt. Oh, I've It's all open 
country now, t how to go. 
I've gone into ely; there's 
nothing you to-day-if 
you go to the ng p 've-I've-" 
He hesitated a moment, then went on: 
" Well, it's no matter what I've done. 
I know where I am, and it's a great com
fort. She's up a tree, if ever a woman 
was. Now we'1l see who's & beetle and 
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who's a toad I" Lionel Herrington con
cluded, gaily, with some incongruity of 

. metaphor. 
" It's not tra&-it's not true-it's not 

true," Laura said, slowly. 
H That's just what shel1 say-though 

that's not the way shel1 say it. Oh, if 
she could get off by your saying it for 
her I-for you, my dear, would be be
lieved." 

"Get off-what do you mean?" the 
girl demanded, with acoldness she didn't 
feel, for she was tingling all over with 
shame and rage. 

.. Why, what do you suppose rm talk
ing about? rm going to 'haul her up, 
and to have it out." 

.. You're going to make a scandal? " 
" Malee it? BleBS my so:!'J isn't me I 

And I should think it was e enough. 
rm going to appeal to the laws of my 
country-that's what rm going to do. 
She pretends rm stopped, whatever 
she does. But that's 811 gammon-I 
ain'tl" 

"I understand - but you won't do 
anything so horrible," said Laura, very 
gently. 

"Horrible as you :please, but less so 
than going on in this way; I haven't 
told you the fiftieth part-you will eas
ily understand that I can't. They are 
not nice things to say to a girl like 
you--eapecially about Deepmere, if you 
didn't know it. But when they happen 
you've got to look at them, haven't you? 
That's the way I look at it." 

.. It's not true-it's not true-it's not 
true, .. Laura Wing repeated, in the same 
way, slowly shaking her head. 

"Of course you stand uf for your 
sister-but that's just what wanted to 
say to you, that you ought to have some 
pity for me, and some sense of justice. 
Haven't I always been nice to you? 
Have you ever had so much as a nasty 
word from me?" 

This appeal touched the girl ; she had 
eaten her brother-in-law's bread for 
months, she had had the use of all the 
luxuries with which he was surrounded, 
and to herself, personally, she had never 
known him anything but good-natured. 
She made no direct response, however; 
she only said-" Be quiet, be quiet, and 
leave her to me. I will answer for 
her." 

" Answer for her-what do you mean?" 
"She shall be better-she shall be 

reasonable-there shall be no more tallt 
of these horrors. Leave her to me-let 
me go away with her somewhere." 

.. Go away with her? I wouldn't let 
you come within a mile of her, if you 
were my sister I" 

.. Oh, shame, shame I " cried Laura 
Wing, turning away from him. 

She hurried to the door of the room, 
but he stopped her before she reached it. 
He got his back to it, he barred her way, 
and she had to stand there and hear 
him. .. I haven't said what I wanted
for I told you that I wanted lOU to help 
me. I ain't cruel-I ain't msulting
you can't make out that against me ; rm 
sure you know in your heart that rve 
swallowed what would sicken most men. 
Therefore I will say that you ought to be 
fair. You're too clever not to be; you 
can't pretend to swallow-" He paused a 
moment and went on, and'sbe saw it was 
his idea-an idea very simple and bold. 
He wanted her to aide with him-to 
watch for him-to help him to get his 
divorce. He didn't say that she owed 
him as much for the hospitality and pro
tection she had in her poverty enjoyed, 
but she was sure that was in his heart. 
"Of course she's your sister, but when 
one sister's a perfect bad 'un there's no 
law to force one to jumy into the mud 
to save her. It is mud. my dear, and 
mud up to your neck. You had much 
better think of her children-you had 
much better stop in my boat." 

.. Do you ask of me to help you with 
evidence against her?" the girl mur
mured. She had stood there paas!ve, 
waiting, while he tallted, covenng her 
face with her handa, which she parted a 
little, looking at him. 

He hesitated a moment. "I ask you 
not to deny what you have seen-what 
you feel to be true." 

.. Then of the abominations of which 
you say you have proof, you haven't 
proof." 

" Why haven't I proof? " 
"If you want me to come forward I" 
.. I shall go into court with a strong 

case. You may do what you like. But 
I give you notice, and I expect you not 
to forget that I have given it. Don't 
forget-because youl1 be asked-that I 

~ = _.. .... : .. : .. . .. .... :":..:: 
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have told you to-Dight where she is, and 
with whom she is, and what measures I 
intend to take." 

Wing. Her hands were OYer her face 
again, and 88 Lionel BerriDgton, opeDing 
the door, let her paaa, she bmit into 
tears. He looked after her, distressed, 
compunctious, ha1f4lbamed, and he ex
claimed to bimaelf-" The bloody brute, 
the bloody brute I" But the words had 
reference to his wife. 

.. Be asked-be asked?" the girl re
peated. 

.. Why, of course, you'll be eross-ex
&mined" 

.. Ob, mother, mother I" cried Laura 

-_ .............. .. 
...... : .. 

[To be ~aed.J 
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A P ABTORAL. 

By Thomas Bailey A14rti1. 

ScBn: ..4 roatI8ide in ..4rctJdy. 

SBBPIIDD. 

GooD sir, have you seen p8IIB this way 
A mischief straight from mark~:l? 
You'd know her at a glance, I . j 

Her eyes are blue, her lips are pink j 
She baa a way of looking back 
Over her shoulder, and, alack I 
Who gets that look one time, good air, 
Baa naught to do but follow her. 

PILGBIK. 

I have not seen this maid, methinb, 
Though she that passed had lips like pinks. 

SBBPIIBBO. 

Or like two strawberries made one 
By some aIy trick of dew and sun. 

PILGBIK. 

A poetl 
SBBPIIDD. 

Nay, a simple swain 
That tends his Hook on yonder plain, 
Naught else, I swear by book and bell 
But she that passed-you marked her well. 
Was she not smooth as any be 
That dwell herein in .Arcady? 

PlLGBIK. 

Her akin was as the satin bark 
Of birches. 
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Was she dark? 

PILGBDL 

Quite dark. 

BBJIPJIBBJ). 

Then 'twas not she. 

PILGBDL 

Her hair hung dowa 
Like summer twilight falling brown; 
And when the breeze swept by, I wist 
Her face was in a sombre mist. 

IIBDBBBD. 

No, that is not the maid I aeek. 
Her hair lies gold against her cheek; 
Her yellow tresses take the morn 
Like silken tasaels of the corn. 
And yet-brown locks are far from bad. 

PILGBDL 

Now I bethink me, this one had 
A. &gore like the willow-tree 
Which, slight and supple, wondrously 
Inclines to droop with pensive grace, 
And still retains its proper place; 
A. foot so arched and very small 
The marvel was she walked at all; 
Her hand-in sooth I lack for worde
Her hand, five slender snow-white birds. 
Her voice-though she but said "God-speed "
Was melody blown through a reed. 
And then her eye-my lad, her eye I 
Discreet, inviting, candid, shy, 
An outward ice, an inward fire, 
And lashes to the heart's desire-
Soft fringes blacker than the sloe. 

IIBDJDBD, thoughtfully. 
Good sir, which way did this one go? 

PILGBIK, solus. 
So, he is oft'l The silly youth 
Knoweth not Love in sober sooth_ 
He loves-thus lads at first are blind
No woman, only Womankind. 
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THE STORY OF A SAND-PILE. 

~y G. Slanlty Hall. 

HE town of B. is a quiet 
community of a few 
Beore families of farm
ers, some twenty or 
thirty miles from Bos
ton. Among the few 

"'- cottagers who spend the 
summer months there 

is the Rev. Dr. A., a professor at Cam
bridge, Mass., and widely known as an 
author. The family consists of Mrs. 
A. and two bright, healthy boys, now 
fourteen and twelve, whom I will here 
call, respectively, Harry and Jack. Nine 
summers ago the mother persisted, not 
without some inconvenience, in having a 
load of fine olean sand hauled from a dis
tant beach and dumped in the yard for 
the children to play in. What follows 
might be called a history of that load of 
sand, which I will try to sketch in the 
most literal and unadorned way, as I saw 
and heard of it, for the sake of its unique 
educational interest. 

The "sand-pile" at once became, as 
everyone who has read Frobel or ob
served childish play would have expect
ed, the one bright focus of attraction, 
beside which all other boyish interests 
gradually paled. Wells and tunnels; 
hills and roads like those in town; isl
ands and capes and bays with imagined 
water; rough pictures drawn with sticks ; 
scenes half reproduced in the damp, plas
tic sand and completed in fancy; mines 
of ore and coal, and quarries of stone, 
buried to be rediscovered and carted to 
imaginary markets, and later a more 
elaborate half-dug and half-stoned spe
cies of cave-dwelling or ice-house--be
yond such constructions the boys prob
ably did not go for the first summer or 
two. The first and oldest "house," of 
which tradition survives, was a board 
pegged up on edge with another slanted 
against it, under which toys were taken 
from the nursery to be sheltered from 
showers. Next came those made of two 
bricks and a board. The parents wisely 
refrained from suggestions, and left the 
hand ~~ !~~~1. ~f :the boys to educate 

:~/: ~ ; .'.~' :~ . : 

each other under the tuition of the mys
terious play-instinct. 

One day a small knot of half-rotten 
wood was found, a part of which sug
gested to Harry the eye and head of a 
horse, and a horse it at once became, 
though it had nothing to suggest tail or 
legs. In another artificial horse BOOn 
attempted these were represented by 
roughly whitUed projections. Gradu
ally wooden horses, made in Bp&ll8 for 
firmer standing on uneven ground, held 
together by a kind of Siamese-twins 
commissure, to which vehicles could be 
conveniently attached, were evolved. 
These horses are perhaps two inches 
long, with thread tail and mane, pin
head eyes, and a mere bulb, like the 
Darwinian protuberance on the infolded 
margin of the human helix, for an ear. 
For the last two or three years this form 
has become rigidly conventionalized, 
and horses are reproduced by the jig
saw as the needs of the community 
require, with Chinese fidelity to this pat
tern. Cows and oxen, with the elJarao. 
teristio distinctions in external form 
strongly accented, were drawn on paper 
or pasteboard and then cut or sawn into 
shape in wood. Those first made proved 
too small compared with later standards 
of size, and so were called yearlings and 
calves, and larger "old steers" and 
"Vermont spotted cattle" were made. 
Pigs and sheep came later, poultry alone 
being still unshapely, hens coDBisting 
of mere squares of wood of prescnDecl 
size. 

There is no further record or memory 
of the stages of development of this com
munity, for such it soon became by the 
gradual addition of half a dozen other 
congenial boys from the neighborhood, 
and I can only describe the building&, 
government, tools, money, trade, laws, 
men, etc., as I found them. Nearly a doz
en farms are laid out on one main and 
several lesser streets, somewhat like thoee 
in town, each, perhaps, five or six feet 
square, with tiny rows of stone for walla 
and fences, with pasture and mow-Io~ 
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and fields planted with real beans, wheat, 
oats, and corn, which is topped before it 
has spindled, and with a vase or box for 
a Sower garden. A prominent feature 
of these farms is at present the gates, 
which are admirably mortised and hung, 
and per= represent the high-water 
mark of . in wood-work. This unique 
prominence of a single feature on which 
atiention is concentrated is a typical 
mark of childish production; as a girl 
or boy is drawn with buttons, or a hat, 
or a pocket, or a man with a pipe, or a 
honae with a key-hole, etc., strikingly 
predominant. The 'View of this Lilipu
tUm settlement from the road is quite 
picturesque. Houses and barns are 
perhaps .. foot high, and there is a Sag
pole, painted and sanded at the base, to 
prevent the tiny inhabitants from whit
tling it, with a joint, and cords to raise 
and lower the Sag, and a peg-ladder, the 
top towering perhaps two feet above the 
ground. There are pig-pens with quite 
well-carved troughs, and hen-yards with 
wire-net fences, and a very undeveloped 
system of sewerage, suggested by a dis
astrous shower, and centring in a BlUlk
en tomato-can. 

Great attention has been bestowed on 
the barns. On one side are stanchions 
for cows, with stalla for horses, and 
others for yoked cattle, and stairs and 
lofts for hay, and genuine slanting roofs, 
and doors that clamp and bar inside 
against horae-thieves. One boy built a 
cupola and another a windmill, painted 
in many colora, on his barn, but this 
fashion did not take. The doors are 
not large enough for the boys' hands to 
enter with facility, and so the whole 
building was made to lift up from its 
Soor on hinges. Hay is cut and dried, 
and sometimes stored in mows on scaf
folds, while poorer hay is stacked out-of
doors about a skewer for a stack-pole. 
)(ore recently, however, most hay is put 
up in pressed bales, about one by two 
inches, for market, or to be kept over for 
another year. Moat other crops that are 
planted do not come to maturity, and so 
wheat, beans, corn, oats, etc., are bagged 
and sold or stored "as if" they had been 
grown by the seller. In this community, 
as often in real life in New England, the 
barn is often far larger, more expensive, 
and attracts more interest than the 

bonae. Only the on_des of the latter 
are attended to. The youngest boy alone, 
despite some ridicule for his girlishness, 
has embelliahed his house within, and set 
out moea, and planted Sower-beds and 
'Vines without. A young lady 'Visitor 
thoughtlessly introduced a taste for 
luxury by painting not only shingles on 
the roof and bricks into the chimney, 
but lace curtains into the windows of 
ODe house. Another boy-proprietor dug 
and stoned up a well, made a long sweep 
and hung it with a counterweight in a 
natural crotch, and made a bucket of a 
cherry-stone. 

The adult population of this com
munity are men and women about two 
and a half inches taU, whittled out of 
wood. The women stand on a base 
made by their broad skirts, and the men 
stand on ground, or on carta, etc., by 
means of a pin projecting from the 
feet, by which they can be stuck up 
anywhere. One or both arms are some
times made to move, but otherwise they 
are very roughly manufactured. They 
have been kept for years, are named 
Bill Murphy, Charles Stoughton, Peter 
Dana, etc., from real men in town, and 
each have families, etc. Each boy rep
resents one of these families, but more 
particularly the head of it, whose name 
he takes, and whom he talks both to and 
for, nasally, as does the original Bill Mur
phy, etc. In fact, the personality of the 
boys is strangely merged in that of these 
little idols or fetiches. If it is heard that 
the original Farmer Murphy has done 
anything d~utable--cheated in a 
horae-trade, for mstance-the other boys 
reproach or threaten with expulsion the 
boy who represents the wooden Murphy, 
greatly to his chagrin. The leg of one 
wooden man was blown off by a toy can
non accidentally, one Fourth of July, and 
he was given up as dead, but found after 
some months, and supplied with a new 
leg by the carpenter-doctor. The boys 
get up at night ~ bring these men in if 
they get left out accidentally, keeping 
them in the honae if they catch cold by 
such exposure, take them along in their 
pockets if they go to the city or on a 
p1eaaure-~d them in letters and 
express to distant friends, to be 
returned, in order that they may be said 
~ have been to this or that place. The 
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beat man has travelled moat, keeJ!8 his 
farm in beat order, has the most Joints 
in his bod" keeps dresaed in the beet 
coat of pamt, and ~resents the best 
farmer in town, and IS represented by 
the best boy. The sentiment toward 
these little figures is more judicial and 
paternal than that of little girls for dolls. 
Their smallness seems to add a charm 
akin to that of largeness in a doll for 
girls. If a new boy enters the commu
nity, or if accident or general consent, 
or any other cause, requires the pro
duction of new men, they are still made 
roughly after the old patterns, and far 
below the best skill the boys have now 
acquired in wood-work. Two years ago, 
when clothes began to be painted on 
these figures, those who were created as 
wage-workers were painted with over
alls on. The question at once arose 
whether these men should be allowed to 
come into the house with their employ
ers without a change of garments, which 
involved, of course, a new coat of paint. 
It was decided that they must live apart bi themselvee. Thus, the introduction 
o hired men marked the beginning of a 
system of casts The boys' own wishes 
and thoughts are often, especially if of a 
kind that involves a little self-conscious
ness or restraint, expressed by saying 
half seriously that the little figure 
wishes to do this, or thinks that, etc. 
Their supposed relation to one another 
in the high tide of the play-spirit, 
dominate(! the actual relation of the boys 
to one another, as two little girls who were 
sisters were overheard saying, "Let's play 
we are sisters," almost as if the play made 
that relation more real than the fact. 

Prominent among the benefits the 
.. sand-pile" community has brought the 
boys, is the industrial training it has 
involved, particularly in wood-work. In 
this respect preparation for the sum
mer is made to enliven the long Cam
bridge winters. The evolution of the 
plough, e.g., is as follows: It began as 
a rough pointed paddle; then came a 
pole drawn by the small end with a sti1f 
branch cut long and sharpened, then a 
rough share, then a metallic point, then 
two handles, then a knife, etc. Thus, 
the plough, which fortunately did not get 
stereotyped early, has passed through a 
number of stages still to be seen, and is 

now quite complete in form. In the C8IJ8 
of the hoe and ax, wood has supplanted 
metal because more easily and correctly 
fashioned. The rake, shovel, pick, har
row, and dray, pitchfork, BJlow-sbovel, 
ladder, stone-boat, beetle-and-wedge, 
and gravel1lieve, all show stages of im
provement, and sometimes involve some 
skill in shaping or adapting wire, tin, etc. 
These tools are all very small, and not 
for the moat part adapted to much real 
use, and quite disproportionately large 
as compared with the size of houses and 
men. Milk cans, pulleys, wheel-barroW&, 
carts, wagons, and harnesses are made 
with still more skill Harnesses have 
real collars, hames, bit, bridle, and string
lines. Wagons have wheels (made of a 
section of a large curtain-atick or of 
checker-board men), brakes, end-boards. 
king-bolts, tleaps, and shafts, stakes for 
hay, a high seat for the driver, e1ic. 
They can be made to tip up, and include 
many varieties-as a milk-cart with 
money-box, a long timber-truck, market 
wagon, and others. Could the stages 
of evolution through which a few of 
these implements of farm-work have 
passed be pinned on cards in their order 
of development and photographed they 
would quite likely reflect in some re
spects the progress of mankind in their 
production. It is in connection with 
these products mainly that a patent of
fice has been proposed, but up to the 
close of last season not established. 

Carpentry has thus proven the most 
successful industry, and has of late slow
ly come to be largely the monopoly of 
Harry, who probably has most skill and 
the best tools. One boy made a croquet
set of very miniature proportions. An
other established brick-works based on a 
careful study of those in Cambridge; but 
the products of his yard, though a,dmir.. 
ably done, have not come into demand 88 
building material. Another attempted 
moulding and pottery, including baking. 
but with rather poor success. A tiny 
newspaper, some three inches square, 
devoted entirely to the aJmirs of the 
" sand-pile" was started, with seven sub
scribers, at a dollar per month in their 
peculiar currency, but the labor of du
plicating soon caused its abandonment. 
At one time candles were manufactured 
in tiny moulds. Two sailing vessels, the 
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Argonaut and Neptune, were made and ning of the first season ninety dollars and 
raced till boom and ga.ft" were broken. fifty half~ollars were given to each boy, 
Tiny pine-trees were set out, and ash and. the gouge and felt, representing 
fertilizers prepared and used for crops. mint and bullion, laid away, thus insur
The farmers Bear by go to a distant ing a strictly limited circulation. This' 
meadow to cut marsh hay at low tide, currency became so very real that actual 
and are gone overnight. This the boys trilver dollars and half~ollars were said, 
parodied with a damp spot of mow-land I know not how correctly, to have been 
88 a marsh, and overnight-represent- vainly oft'ered for their felt counterparts, 
ed by the interval of dinner. Cord-wood the lluctuations in the trilver value of 
of several lengths, with an inch repre- which recorded the varying intensity 
senting a foot, and with both cleft and of the play-spirit of the "sand-pile." 
trash varieties, was cut down, piled, and When the grocer failed he became 
sold. On one occasion the boys were really a pauper on the community. He 
observed creeping about one-eighth of was, I think, the youngest boy, and his 
a mile and back, propelling their !:L monetary ventures had gradually re
horses held between their fingers, lieved him of his entire capital. He was 
apan drawing a cart loaded with their aided in little ways, and meetings were 
wood. The functions of carpenter and held to discusa the best way of reliev
doctor are fused in one, the oftlce of the ing him.. One proposition was a gen
latter being chie1ly to mend broken era! pro-rata subscription; another 
limbs, splints being used, but the 1M was a communistic redistribution of 
~ of nature being represented the money of the community. These 
by the drying of glue. schemes were suooessfully opposed, how-

Trade centred in the grocery store, ever, and it was at last agreed to inflate 
of which Jack was one proprietor, the their first currency by issuing enough 
name of the puppet he represented be- money to give each boy an additional 
iDg painted on the sign. A toy watch sum of ten dollars. WhiIe this matter 
was llung in the gable to represent the was under discmsai.on, and redistribution 
clock over Faneui1 Hall Market, and a was expected by some, prices were 
clay watch~og was on guard by night. atrected, and a few sales were made at 
Cans of pickles were put up; par- \ prices so high 88 to cause embarrass
tridge and huckle-berries, in small glass ment later. 
bottles; candy was sold by the barrel; Laws were enacted only to meet some 
tomatoes were represented by red bar- pressing necessity. Town meetings were 
berries, and water-melons by butternuts. summoned by an elected crier, who 
Grass put up in bags for cows and horses shouted "Ding dong, come to town 
was sold by weight on a pair of small meeting I" These assemblages were at 
scales. Shelves and counters, and a first held on and about the fence or 
canvas-topped market wagon, were the near their hotel, each boy holding his 
chief features of this establishmenl Its little wooden dummy in his hand and 
goods were, however, for the most part, turning up its arm when ayes or noes 
in a sense unreal, its business decllned were called. Later a bell and hall were 
until at last i~~rietors were obliged provided. The oftlcers elected were 
to declare th ves bankrupt, and a president, 1Iag-man, whose duty it was 
bill of sale and auction closed its career. to keep the 1Iag-pole in order and the 

The need of a measure of value and 1lag llying, a pound-keeper to look after 
a medium of exchange was felt early in stray animals carele88ly left lying about 
the history of the "sand-pile." A ape- or lost by other boys, a surveyor of 
cial kind of card-board was procured, and roads, whose duties were sometimes 
later, 88 this material was found not to considerable after a shower, a janitor 
be proof against counterfeiting, a ape- for the hall, and a sprinkler and waterer 
mes of felt was used, out of which small of crops, etc. A scheme of taxation 
ellipsoidal currency was cut with a gouge was proposed, but 88 it was to be based 
of peculiar curvature. These coins were mainly on land, and 88 the task of 
of two sizes, representing dollars and measuring the sometimes irregularly 
half~ollars respectively. At the begin- laid out farms was considerable, it was 
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never carried out. A. system of fines 
was also adopted, the enforcement of 
which led to quarrels, and was stopped 
by parental interventions. A jail and a 

. grog-shop shared a similar fate. So 
great was the iDJIuence of proceedings 
in this community upon the general di
rection of interest and attention that it 
was feared that an undesirable degree 
of knowledge of criminality and intem
perance would be fostered if these latter 
institutions were allowed to develop. 
It was at these meetings that the size of 
a cord of wood and an acre of land was 
settled. Judicial as well as legislative 
functions appertained to these meetings. 
After a firecracker had blown up a 
house, a law was passed limiting the 
proximity to the village at which fir. 
works should be permissible. A big 
squirt-gun served as a fire-engine, and 
trouble was at once imminent as to who 
should control and use it, till it was 
enacted that it should be under the 
control of the boy whose buildings were 
burning. One bo1. was tried for beat
ing his horses With a pitchfork, and 
another for taking down the pound 
wall and leading out his cattle without 
paying the fine. Railroads were repeat
edly proposed, but never constructed, 
since the earliest days of the "sand
pile," when they did exist for a short 
time, for the double reason that they 
would interfere with teaming, which was 
on the whole still more interesting, and 
because every boy would want to be 
conductor and president of the com
pany. 

"Why do you have no church?" the 
boys were asked. "Because," they r. 
plied, "we are not allowed to play in 
the • sand-pile' on Sunday, but have to 
go to church." .. And why have you no 
school?" .. Why," said they, exultingly, 
" it is vacation, and we don't have to go 
to school." 

The geography of the surrounding 
region is not well developed. The house 
in which the parents lived is called 
Cambridge, its piazza is Concord. A 
gully made by a water-spout is Rowley. 
Another smaller sand-pile once started 
near by is West B. A neighbor's house 
more recent is Vermont. A place where 
worms are dug for fishing is called 
Snakeville, and another spot where some 

Oswego starch-boxes once lay is Oa
wego. Boston is a neighboring settle
ment. The topographical imagiDatioD 
of these boys is far less developed thaD 
in the case of a group of school-childrea 
the writer once knew, who played for 
years about a marsh half submerged in 
spots by high tide, and who had named 
continents, capes, bays, lakes, rivera. 
islands, promontories, to the number of 
perhaps several score, from real or fan
cied resemblance to great features of 
the world's surface on the map, and who 
had in a Dumber of caaee helped oaf; 
resemblances by digging, and who CBr

ried on a brisk commerce between lead
ing ports for entire summers, and with 
many details and circumstances of real 
trade. 

The conservatism of Barry and Jack 
and the boys that gathered about them 
was shown even in the name" IlaDd
pile," which the whole enterprise still 
bears. This designation is now entirely 
inapproyriate, for all the sand originally 
dumped on the spot has been carefully 
removed and its place filled in with 
loam. Each spring, when the houaea, 
barns, etc., are brought out and set up, 
the traditions of the preceding year 
are carefully observed in laying out the 
streets. Most boys hold that the mODe
tary relations of the previous year 
should continue over to the new season, 
the rich at the close of the last year start
ing rich this year. This view generally 
prevails against the theory of an annual 
year of jubilee, and a release from JaR 
year's debts, that the poorer boys uphold. 
All the boys in town, even thOBe who do 
not belong to the "sand-pile,"arenotonly 
greatly interested, but decidedly more 
proud than envious of it. It seems r. 
markable that during all the years of ita 
existence no boy has been mean enough 
to injure or plunder it at night, or an
gry enough to demolish anything of im
portance. This latter is of couree in 
part due to the gradual habit of settling 
matters of dispute that are wont to be 
brought to an 188Ue with fiats and feet 
by meetings and speechifications. The 
accumulation of values here as else
where begets not only conservatism, but 
mutual forbearance and consideration. 
Most destructive in the "sand-pile· 
are little girls, who quite fail to appn-

- - - ------ -------- -
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ciate it save in spots, as it were, and are 
therefore as far as possible excluded. 

The institution is in general verY real 
to the boys, though in c:lliferent degrees 
to different boys, and some parts and 
some periods of it more 80 than oth8J'll. 
Sometimes they are so in earnest they 
rise early to play before breakfast. 
They pour out grain for the cattle, and 
tip them up on their noses that they 
may eat, and then must clean up after 
them. The cattle" promise tt the youn
ger boys not to eat the beans, and the 
wooden figures never talk about the 
boys behind their backs, for" they told 
us so," said one. Of all the names in 
use in the .. sand-pile tt but one has 
been invented, all the rest having been 
copied from real persons about them. 
They are little troubled by inCODgrui
ties of size. Some barns cover between 
ODe and two acres, and a horse could al
most be ground up and put into a 
bushel measure, etc. Yet in a general 
wal relative sizes are fairly preserved. 
It 18 a striking feature, to which I have 
observed no exceptioD, that the more 
finished and like reality the objects be
came the less interest the boys had in 
them. As the tools, housea, etc., ac
quired feature after feature of verisimil
itude, the sphere of the imagination was 
restricted as it is with too finished toys, 
and thus one of the chief charms of play 
was lost. Often the eDtire day was 
spent with almost no intermission in 
the business of the .. sand-pile," and all 
went very pleasantly wheD perfect har
mODY reigned. Most of the play-time of 
nearly every day of the boys most inter
ested for several summers has been de
voted to its very diversified direct and 
indirect interests. 

As boys reach the age of fourteen, more 
or leBS, the .. BaIld-pile " gradually lOBeS 
its charm, and seems childish and unreal. 
One member of the circle was, I think, 
fifteen, and had become quite alive to its 
fictitioll8 nature. Unimaginative boys 
have 'proved mischievous aud a source of 
constant annoyance to those who took 
everything in dead. earnest. Thus, it has 
heen realized. that to admit aliens indis
criminately, or especially boys who had 
begun to imagine themselves young gen
tlemen, was dangerou& Indeed., I fancy 
that the golden age of this ideal little 

republic has already passed, and that a 
period of over-refinement and ennel'Vat
mg luxury is likely, if it has not done so 
with the close of the last summer, to end 
its career. It was known that I was to 
visit it in the fall again and perhaps 
write a brief sketch of it; it was decked 
out to be photopphed ; the yoUD~ lady 
with her msthetic paint-brush had mtro
duced new ideals, for paint decorates bad. 
wood-work; the .. sand-pile," being near 
the roadside, attracted more and more 
notice. The carpenter took to making 
miniature saws, saw-horses, squares, 
screw· drivers, planes, vices, and other 
tools, copying his own tools for beauty 
more than for use, and, in short, a gradual 
self-conscioUBDeBB supervened, 80 that the 
boys came td have in mind ~e applause 
of adult spectators as well as their own 
pure interest. They have long been wont 
to call themselves, in some relations to 
their wooden figures, the giant..-some
what as their parents in a senBe represent, 
when they have occaaion, as is most rare, 
to interfere, the blind fate that rules 
Jove himself. I thought I observed that 
the giants were more high-handed, and 
prone to intervene in the natural work
mg out of problems and events, as a 
miracle-working Providence is aome
times said to break in on the order of 
nature. There seemed to be a alowly 
decreasing autonomy, heralding the de
cline of full-blooded boyishness and the 
far-away dawn of a new and recon
structed adolescent CODBCiOUBD88B. 

Still, when the inevitable return to 
Cambridge and school comes at last, the 
boys, it was said, seem for some time to 
be left with leBB eager interest in events, 
and to be some time in getting up as 
strong a zest for anything else. It is not 
that they become indifferent or peBBimis
tic in the least degree, yet poBBibly life 
seems a little cheap and servile. They 
tried to colonize the .. sand-pile "here, but 
Cambridge is too large to oversee and 
copy, and they were soon lost in trying 
to light their houses at night from within, 
and in constructing a system of drain
age and sewerage, etc., and gave it up 
to spend play-time in the less absorbing 
ways of following and imitating the col
lege ball games, and making holl88B, 
horses, and new inventions for nen sum
mer's "sand-pile." 
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On the whole, the "sand-pile" bas, in 
the opinion of the parents, been of 
about as much yearly educational vaJue to 
the boys as the eight months of schooL 
Very many problems that puzzle older 
brains hav~ been met in SlJDpler terms 
and solved wisely and well 'l'be spirit 
and habit of active and even prying ob
servation has been greatly quickened. 
Industrial processes, institutions, and 
methods of administration and organi
zation have been appropriated and put 
into practice. The boys have grown 
more companionable and rational, learn
ed many a lesson of self-control, and de
veloped a spirit of self-help. The pa
rents have been enabled to control indi
rectly the associations of their boys, and, 
in a very mixed boy-oommutrlty, to have 
them in a measure under observation 
without in the least restricting their 
freedom. The habit of loafing and the 
evils that attend it has been avoided, a 
strong practical and even industrial 
bent has been given to their develop
ment, and much social morality has 
been taught in the often complicated 
modUlI vivendi with others that has been 
evolved. Finally, this may perhaps be 
oaUed one illustration of the education 
aeeording to nature we so often hear 
and speak of. Each element in this vast 
variety of interests is an organic })art of 
a comprehensive whole, compared with 

which the concentrative methodic uni
ties of Ziller seem artificial, and, as Ba
con alt.id of scholastic methods, very in
adequate to subtility of nature. All the 
power of motive arising from a large 
surface of interest is here turned on to 
the smallest part. Had the elements of 
all the subjects involved in the "aaud
pile," industrial, administrative, moral. 
geographical, mathematical, etc., been 
taught sepa.mtely and as mere school 
exercises, the result would have been 
worry, waste, and chaos. Here is per
feet mental sanity and unity, but with 
more variety than in the moat hetero
geneous and soul-disintegrating school
curriculum. The unity of all the di
verse interests and activities of the "sand
pile" is, as it always is, ideal. There 
18 nothing so practical in education 88 
the ideal, nor so ideal as the practical. 
This means not less that brain-work and 
band-work should go together than that 
the general and special must help each 
other in order to produce the best re
sult.. As boys are quickened by the 
imagination to realize their conceptions 
of adult life, so men are best stimulated 
to greatest efforts b striving to realize 
the ~hest human iaeals, whether those 
actualized in the lives of the best men, 
the best pages of history, or the highest 
legitimate, though yet unrealized, ideals 
of tradition and the future. 

SIR LAUNCELOT. 

By L. FranA Toolter. 

NBAB Camelot the rivers meet 
The lane where once he rode with her: 
He rides and sees a dead wind stir 
The pallid waters at his feet. 

He hears the windless thickets stirred 
By some wild creature. O'er the grass 
He sees the hawk's gray shadow pass, 
Yet knows it not from leaf or bird. 

For he has come where fancies reign : 
Now though he flees, h~ soon returns; 
Like flames his heart within him burns ; 
His mind is like a turning vane. 

In crypts he vainly tries to pray
There troop the burdens of gay 808gB ; 
In crowded inns he jests of wrongs, 
But feels his great heart giving way. 

His soul is like a hunted thing 
'Twixt hell and heaven. Each kiss that drew 
Their lips together thrills anew, 
And then becomes a serpent's sting. 



HOSPITAL LIFE. 

By A. B. Ward. 

HE Hospital 
and the Pub
lic meet on 

the spot where the 
ambulance picks 
up ome bruised 
and bleeding piece 
of mortality and 
cnl'ries him away 
to be cared for, 
and healed if pos
. ihle. The Public 
is moved in various 

ways. The man of business stops think
ing stocks and real estate long enough to 
think "poor devil!" His wife shudders 
and tries to forget what she has seen. 
The inmates of tenement-houses and of 
stores half a dozen blocks oft"rush to get 
standing-places at the show. There are 
bids from late-comers for a place " after 
you're done with it." One man puts up a 
step-ladder. Strings of little girls, hand
in-hand, thread their way through the 
crowd, afraid to let go of each other, and 
saying "Sh-h-h!" at every sound, but 
thrilling deliciously with their own ter
rors. Adventuresome boys lie flat and 
peer among the forest of legs, or squirm 
up the lamp-posts and hang like monkeys 
over the heads of the assembly. These 
are the heralds who shout" Amberlanch I 
Amberlanch ! " as it comes in sight, and 
announce" It's a lady! " or "It's a man' .. 
to those less fortunately situated for 
prospecting. 

What does the Invalid? He has heard 
the warning bell of the ambulance, and 
he watches, from behind his curtains, in 
a neighboring avenue, the curious swarm 
that gather and part, and gather again, 
like flies. Perhaps a mason has fallen 
from some dizzy height. Perhaps a care
less passenger has been thrown from the 
platform of a car and run over. Either 
or any like ill-fated one is but a man lost 
to the ranks of the whole, and swelling 
the lists of maimed and halt and diseased 
in the great unknown Camp--the Hos
pital But the Invalid does not pause 
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with this simple reckoning of 1088 and 
gain; matter for thought is scarce with 
him. He recalls disagreeable stories, of 
the sick in stalls like cattle awaiting the 
knife, of beardless boys playing at doc
tor, of sights and sounds unmentionable. 
The gossip is supplemented as well as 
suggested by the plunging horse and 
swaying black car which seem to swoop 
down upon the victim in a malevolent, 
predatory fashion. 

In reality they are answering an ap
peal for help. Hardly three minutes 
ago the telephone sounded at Bellevue 
or the New York, or where some gracious 
Saint presides, calling for assistance. 
Forthwith a bell in the stable aroused 
the driver, and the horse, too, trembling 
with the excitement in which he partici
pates. The suspended harness dropped 
into place. The door flew open and the 
ambulance rolled out to meet the sur
geon, whom another bell had started 
from his office. The driver gathers up 
the reins. The surgeon, with his bag, 
springs on the step. The address is 
given them and away they go, scattering 
carriages and pedestrians, claiming the 
road in the name of mercy. 

The Hospital does not always gather 
recruits from the street, nor yet entirely 
from attic and cellar, as the Public is led 
to believe. Some enlist, coming in pri
vate carriages to private rooms. But 
these are the exception. Dives and 
Lazarus have their several ways of con
sidering their own flesh. 

You, my Invalid behind the curtains, 
are neither Dives nor Lazarus. You can
not summon the kings of Pathology to 
listen to your groans; neither does it 
depend upon the charities of your fel
low-men if anyone shall hearken to them. 
When your physician "advises hospital 
treatment," you feel that you have 
reached the ultimatum of misery, and 
you enter the carriage which is to take 
you to the dreaded bourne, as the Ind
ian Suttee mounted the funeral pile of 
her defunct husband, because there was 
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nothing else she could do. How sur
prised you will be! Even great, gray
walled Bellevue, prison-like in severity 
of outline and heavy masonry, is gloomy 
only on the exterior. Within the en
closure, the colony of trim pavilions, the 
long piazzas running from end to end 
of the main building, and the wide view 
of the East River with the Sound boats 
frequently passing, make up a pleas
ing picture. It is cheerier yet within 
the walls. Such a regiment of bright
faced, energetic young women would 
enliven a dungeon. I used to feel in
clined to ask them if attractiveness was 
one of the requirements in their ex
amination as nurses. But their dignity 
overruled my hazardous impulses, and 
I never so much as mentioned t}le fact 
that I took in agreeable doses of Miss 
S-'s eyelashes and Miss G--'s 
dimples, together with the contents of 
the glasses held to my lips. The trim 
figures in the blue and white striped 
gowns and white aprons, the intelligent 
faces under the round muslin caps are 
comforting sights for a man to open his 
eyes upon after a bad time. The nurses 
do not appear to know this. They seem 
as engrossed in critical cases and capital 
operations as are the medical students 
yonder, pouring out of the lecture-room, 
note-book in hand. 

They do not prefer easier work. They 
would scorn the luxurious appointments 
of the New York and its dainty selec
tion of subjects. It is old Bellevue, 
with the ambulances trundling off every 
hour, accidents in all shades of horror 
tossing up human debris to their doors, 
a thousand beds filled with a variety of 
patients, danger continually presenting 
a new face-it is Bellevue, with its broad 
and diversified experience, its hurry and 
rush, demanding swift wits and pliant 
fingers-Bellevue fol' them, every time I 

I didn't object to the boys, even when 
they wanted to learn their lessons off 
my bones, to sound my chest and listen 
to my bellows. But the young women, 
with equal zest for information, were 
more shrewd about it and asked fewer 
questions. They looked sharp and 
missed nothing. And the demure airs 
they gave themselves over their caps 
and their titles-Junior, Middle, and 
Senior-their interest in their charges 

and fondling ways with the children 
were an inexhaustible source of enter
tainment for at least one old fellow who 
watched. They were justly proud of 
their clean wards, too, and of their neat
ly arranged "T. L Ds. "-the medicine
closets, so-called from the Tt>r-i7l-die 
(thrice-a-day) doses therein contained. 
In the New York Hospital these are 
elaborate a.ft'a.irs, with" Solutions," .. Mix
tures," and the other printed headings 
governing the dift'erent divisions; but 
they are no finer, on the point of nicety. 
than the rank and file of bottles here. • 

I cannot tell you of the huge amphi
theatre in the topmost story of the 
main building. Mine was not a surgical 
case, then. But I remember how the 
cl;illdren's wards looked, the day of my 
dIscharge, as I took a final peep in to 
them. This side, toward the river, is 
composed altogether of windows, and 
the amount of sunlight which streams 
through is sufficient to explain the good 
tempers of the youngsters, who were 
laughing and talking as gayly as if they 
were not hung up by one leg, like spi
ders, or weighted with sand-bags tied to 
their heels, or bandaged, or plastered, or 
ha.rne88ed in one way and another. 

The Old Lady is prominent here. She 
has served her time as a patient, and 
subsequently worked her way into the 
fabric of the" Establishment," as she 
calls it, until now no one thinks of her 
leaving. Aged Homes and Refuges 
have opened their doors to her, but she 
would feel like a recreant Casabianca. if 
she left Bellevue. She" takes an inter
est" in the children, mends their clothes 
and their manners, picks up their plav
things, makes their sand-bags, and leCt
ures them mildly when they need it. 

Little Mary, the lame girl, was another 
would-be life member. She was removed 
to a special Cripples' Hospital, but nearlY 
cried her eyes out to be back in her old 
quarters. Verily, aliberaJ hospital course 
seems to produce emotions similar to 
those avowed by a college student for his 
Alma. Mater-a mingling of the grateful 
and the pl"()prietary. 

Much the same sentiment prevails 
among the patients of the New York. Its 
nurses, too, are remarkably enthusiastic. 
They miss some of the Bellevue trage
dies-their Chambers Street House of 
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Relief takes the blood-and-thunder cases 
-but they get a fair share of splinting 
and stitching, and plenty of use for the 
antiseptic dressings, so dear to the heart 
of the modern surgeon. There is gen
erally a knock-kneed youth having his 
legs broken and reset-osteotomy they 
call it-or some other fascinating vari
ation of the ordinary round of fevers 
and fractures. The ai>pointtnents of the 

" Mrs. Comfort," 

hospital are as fine as the architects, 
backed by a long purse, could make 
them-from the sW'gical wards, at the 
top of the house, to the children's ward 
at the bottom j from the convenient "the
atre" to the stately" solarium," where 
convalescents walk about among tropical 
shrubs, under a glass roof. Here are 
aquaria, bird-cages, "happy families" of 
every sort, to beguile the languid inter
est of the patients. 

The framework of a hospital system, 
not unlike that of less pretentious places, 
is to be detected j but it is in a high 
state of padding and gilding. The rank 
of the head-nurse is proclaimed by an il
luminated badge. Her utensils are as 
imposing as a display of armor. Every 
basin glitters and every bandage is con
spicuously soft and firm. I cannot say 
it was comforting to me to know that 

my blood would llow into polished re
ceptacles, and that the basket which pre
ceded me to the theatre was arranged 88 
daintily as a corbeille, with ointments 
in ornamental boxes, dressings and dis
infectants artistically grouped, and roll 
upon roll of snowy cotton crowning all. 
But to an resthetic patient it must be a 
matter for thankfulness that his drama 
is so well put on the stage. 

One thing which 
always interested me 
was my temperature
chart. I used to beg 
the nurse to take it 
down from its peg on 
the wall above my 
head that I might 
trace the zigzag line 
which marked my 
wanderings up and 
down the thermom
eter-scale. It looked 
like a coast-aurvey 
and was just myste
rious enough to be 
amusing. The med
ical chart, register
ing pulse, respira.
tion, and the like, 
was tame in compar
ison, though it bad 
attractions as a bit 
of personality. 

Luxurious sur-
roundings appear to 

have no effect on the nurses, who are the 
same kindly, careful creatures that they 
are at homely Bellevue. And there is a 
good-humored winking at peccadilloes, 
which is a revelation to the new-comer. 
Through the open door of a female ward 
I once caught a glimpse of a patient 
fon~ng a baby, evidently her own, 
while all the women who could reach the 
spot were on hand offering assistance 
and admiration. "Isn't that against the 
rules?" I asked l\Irs. R. "Ye-es," with 
the twinkle of a repressed smile in her 
eyes. "But we break through rules 
sometimes." That picture of the bant
ling, lying on his back and contentedly 
turning up his toes amidst the pride 
and satisfnction which attended him, 
was n shock to my belief in hospital 
austerities. And when I came to the 
children's ward, where their pretty 
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"Mrs. Comfort," as they call her, was 
binding up wounds of body and soul, 
from a doubter in applied humanities I 
became a disciple, a fanatic, a zealot for 
their cause. Childt'en cast off and for
gotten by their own mothers, children 
beaten and starved by their own fathers, 
children whose first idea of home de
velops in this kind nursery, nestle eager 
with confidence around the white-capped 
girl-for girl she is, in ye8l'8, though a 
trained nUl'Se. " It's the hardest and the 

In tho Ch;ldron's W.rd, 

dirtiest ward," says Mrs. Comfort, "but 
it's the pleasantest, too. I don't suppose 
the poor little things ever had any pet
ting before. And I do like to clean them 
up when they come in from the street." 

The children are scattered in among 
the grown people at the Roosevelt. The 
little, short figures look odd in the long 
beds. There is no army of young wom
en, moreover; one female nurse to a 
ward is the propodion. I missed them, 
though I soon found what good fellows 
the orderlies were, and how well-trained. 
They occupy a higher position here than 
at Bellevue or the New York, but they 
deserve it. 

Roosevelt is a quiet, old-fashioned 
place, with corridors 
leading this way and 
that to glass doors, 
which reveal glimpses 
of lawn and garden, but 
no sign of city walls. 
The air is like that of 
the country, too; but 
then, ventilation is a 
fine art at Roosevelt. 
So is eating. It en
couraged me greatly, 
as I sat in the office 
waiting to make my 
application, to hear 
the orderlies giving 
their " special diet" 
orders at the desk. 
"Twelve beef-teas," 
read off one' "Six 
quarters of' steak," 
called out another; 
"Ninety-six pints of 
milk," said a third. And 
I congratulated myself 
without waiting for 
more. The time bid 
fair to come when sur
gical skill would count 
for nothing, as far as 
my appreciation of it 
went, and when the ef
fects of medicine would 
penetrate no farther 
than my mortal part. 
Then beef-tea and milk 
would be as pearls 
and gold-dust in my 
valuation. But three 
sources of enjoyment 

remain to the invalid in his llPsophis
ticated state-the titillation of the 
palate by appetizing food, the expan
sion of the lungs with pure air, and 
the relief of pain by means of nar-
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cotics, or the magnified and prolonged adventure you are thinking of that par
sensations of eating, breathing, and agon which deserves some other name 
sleeping. These become actual luxu- than hospital. according to its admirers, 
ries, productive of thought, accompan- a sort of beatific vision of what a hos
ied by visions. Their impressions re- pital may be-St. John's. You will 
main after gratitude, for skilful treat- catch sight of the belles of the city 
ment has faded into a principle. The going up to read aloud in the woman's 
signs and tokens of Roosevelt surgery ward, or you will hear their voices in the 
which I bear about with me are shad- children's playroom. They won't come 
owy and unreal beside the memory of 
dinner-boxes sent in smoking hot from 
the kitchen, and of clean 
air pumpe land filtered, 
and onJy the uper-
int ndent knows 
how else pr
pared . I 
also re-

member vividly a few hours spent on a 
warm-water bed. All the time it was 
being filled I imagined what it would be 
like, but it was better than any imagina
tion of it. All of which goes to prove what 
a material existence is that of the invalid. 

Much is made of skilled labor at 
Roosevelt. It is a favorite boast there 
that no nurse is taken in the process of 
development. The theory sounds well 
and works admirably, but-I would be 
willing to take the nurses, as they enter 
Bellevue or the New York, and grow up 
with them. 

Still in the carriage, my Invalid? Go
ing over the river to Brooklyn? Per-

-

--

near you or the 
male ward , they 

are too well-bred for that-hut you may 
have the delightful consciousness that 
they are on the premises somewhere. 
Then there are flower-missions, book
missions, donation-parties, all aimed 
straight at St. John's; and as it is a 
comparatively small institution, never 
containing more than a hundred pa
tients, there is genemlly "enough to go 
around." Moreover, you can attend 
church services dailv, or have them at
tend you by leaving your door open. 
Torpid religious instincts are sure to be 
aroused and stimulated. Nay, you are 
going there for skill, and you will find 
it, whatever else you gain from patrons 
or patients, Sisters or Staff. 

Up on the hill. yonder, at Roman St. 
Mary'S, they call these slight, girlish 

< 
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women the Little Sisters. Their forms 
are a noticeable contrast to the ample 
figures of the former, and the contrast 
is heightened by the difference in their 
dress; trim, close-fitting gowns are the 
rule here, and full skirts and fldWing 
sleeves dominate there. The difference 
is confined to exteriors; both orders 
represent a lofty type 
of womanhood, as 
Sisters of Mercy ever 
do, whether they 
pray with or without 
a rosary. In them 
the fineness of fibre, 
induced by seclusion 
from the world and 
communion with the 
supernat~issaved 
from superfineness 
by daily contact with 
common lives and 
common suffering, 
and by the practical 
nature of their work. 
They have learned, 
too, that their reli
gion is not the same 
engrossing topic to 
others that it is to themselves, and they 
do not thrust it into notice. As for ad
monitions, I had been at St. Mary's a 
month before I heard any of them. Then 
they were addressed to a young reporter 
on the --, who had managed to get a 
fall Possibly anyone else who had been 
picked up in his condition would have 
gotten what he did. "Is it not a shame 
for a young man like you!" Sister G. 
murmured in low tones colored by a 
faint French accent. "What would 
your mother have said if you had been 
taken to a station· house ?" "But, 
really, Sister," answered the boy, look
ing mischievously up at her, "It's the 
very first time I ever got drunk in my 
old clothes." Her sense of humor re
sponded to the appeal, as he knew it 
would. 

We heretics and sinners, early in our 
stay, discovered what a tolerant spirit 
was to be found among the sisterhood ; 
but the consequent increase of our con
fidence by no means displaced the rev
erence in which they were held. We 
gave them our story and they gave us 
good advice, better than their moderate 

experience of sin would lead one to ex
pect. And their quaint maxims have 
lingered in many a poor fellow's brain 
to help him through subsequent trial. 
.. Weare the carpenters who make our 
own crosses," Sister G. used to sav to 
the grumblers; and they invarlBbly 
changed their tune to one more cheer-

fu1. I used to like to draw them 
into speaking of their religion, 80 

eloquent were they in their enthusiasm 
of belief and unreserved devotion. To 
be in the neighborhood of such unhesi
tating and satisfied faith is to be in
fluenced by it,-which may, in part, ex
plain the charges of proselytism brought 
against this and similar communities. 

Another great aid to their religious 
influence are the emblems which they 
put before their patients. Toward the 
pitiful, benevolent figure of the Saint, 
standing in the corner of each ward, all 
eyes turn involuntarily, whether their 
owners are Romanist or no. The mean
ing of the cross, too, they understand; 
does it not tell of the cruelty of Earth 
and the tenderness of Heaven? Who 
needs the Thirty-nine Articles to explain 
its significance? 

St. Mary's is as busy, for its size, as 
Bellevue. The operating-table is al
ways "set," and everything is in read
iness for the doctors, even to their drink 
of ice-water. The staff is composed en
tirely of specialists, and tremendous sur
gical deeds are done daily, without stir 
or noise, and as a matter of course. 
Long lists of medicines are ordered 
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from the pharmacy, says the Sister in 
charge of that department, for special
ists usually have their hobbies in medi
cine as well as surgery. You should 
see tbe pharmacy, with its important 
I'OW8 of bottles 
and jars; you 
.hoWd look into 
the pretty 

children's ward and into the cosey private 
rooms-there are a hundred or more-
but your eyes are fixed on St. John's, 

• and thither we go forthwith. 
Give of your substance to a Sister or 

to the doctors, or drop it into the con
tribution-boxes hanging in the hall, but 
do not take a private room-just yet. 
It is in the ward that you will find in
termingled the light and shadow, the 
comedy and tragedy which go to make 
up hospital life. You may be as luxu
rious as you please in a private room, 
but in the ward there is something bet
ter than luxury. 

The patientS all look up as you en
ter; vour arrival means much to them. 
You 'may prove a drug in an already 
dull market; you may reveal shining 
merits as a joker or a story-teller. 
They can tell in an instant which it 
wilfbe. One young fellow has his arm 
in a sling. An old man, with hollow 
cbest and sunken eyes, sits by him. 
But few patients are in bed, and they 
are partially concealed by the white 

curtains. There is also a group at the 
other end of the room. One of the Si.&
ters met you down-stairs. Here are two 
more. One has dove's eyes, and a deli
cate color comes and goes in her cheeks. 
The lither's face is of the frank, straight
forward kind which men like, especially 
when they are to have every-day rela
tions with its owner. There is also an 
orderly, only he is never called. that, 
but usually Uncle Something-or-other. 
This is a touch of informality which 
aids in putting you at your ease. His 
protective, fatherly manner has a like 
effect. He may not say to you as one 
of his brothers did to me, .. This is a 
chair for you to sit down on," 01" " This 
is a towel for you to wipe your face 
wiih ; " but if he does, it will not be be
cause he thinks you came from a planet 
where the uses of chair and towel are 
unknown. It is merely an indication 
of his willingneBB to explain whatever 
he can in this new, strange life of yours. 
He arranges your traps in your locker 
and leaves you, promising to send in 
your supper as soon as it is "up," 
meaning as soon as the dumb-waiter 
has brought it from the kitchen below. 
It comes-thin slices of bread and but
ter, a bit of preserve, and a cup of tea, 
plain but wholesome. You think of 
your first supper at boarding-school 
when you gulped down 10neline88 and 
dread with every mouthful But the 
mood is transitory. You soon begin to 
listen for the convalescents to file out 
from the dining-room. You wonder 
what the lame boy is saying to make 
them laugh. The chaplain comes in 
and reads prayers; after he has gone 
the ward prepares to settle down for 
the night. The orderly turns out all 
the lights but· one; it throws a long, 
shining reflection on the polished floor. 
The curtained beds look ghostly in the 
shadow. You try to sleep, but feel 
more like coughing with the consump
tive, and groaning with the old fellow 
acroBB the aisle who is having a fresh 
poultice put on his1ame leg. You are 
ready to take an oath that misery does 
n.ot love company; but longs to get as 
far away as possible from all of its kind. 
The cough stops, and the groan. A 
clock ticks in a distant comer. There 
is no other sound save regular breath-
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makes fun for the rest, and he is often 
crippled or sadly deformed; just as 
there is always a pious patient, and a 
singer, tolerably certain to be an offshoot 
of Erin. There is also a prig, who finds 
fault with whatever is done for him, 
who judges the texts upon his quilt of
fensive, and asks if the "silent comfort
er" at the foot of 
the bed is " Catholic 
or Episcopal or any
thing, 'cos' I'm Meth
odist and I won't 
have it if it is." 
"What, the 1l0p
per?" asks Robbie, 
"Oh, no, that's a lit
tle of everything 'cep' 
Mormon." 

There is also the 
patient who does too 
much and the patient 
who does too little. 
The former is meek 
and yielding when 
discovered at it ; the 
latter laughs with 
lazy good humor, 
and is provokingly 
blind to his own shortcomings. The pa
tient who is very ill is incessantly talk
ing about "when I get well; " while the 
patient not ill at all is given to frequent 
last farewells. The patient without a 
ghost of an appetite is fond of repre
senting himself as a gormandizer; he 
who "can't eat no eatables at all" 
munches candy and sweetmeats on the 
sly. So contradictory are the fancied 
and the actual in the invalid's life. I 
have known a man, with both legs ready 
for amputation, pity another with a hang
nail; and the latter posed as a marlJT 
and received the condolence as his due. 

A chapter might be written on the 
responses to the doctor's morning ques
tion, "How do you feel?" One replies 
with alacrity, eagerly seizing the op
portunity to describe his long-hoarded 
sensations. He is as voluble as a pedler 
telling over his wares. 

Another answers savagely, resenting 
any allusion to his bruised and wounded 
sensibilities. Another, still, is peevish, 
for similar reasons. And many there 
are who reply mechanically; their les
son is too well learned. Cheerful and 

sad and jesting responses there are, 
and some which would indicate that the 
speakers never eat, never sleep, and ache 
incessantly. You hear from your corner 
the oft-re~ted question, the varied an
swers, and, for interest in the dialogue, 
forgetting what you intended to say, 
only smile idiotically when the form is 

put to you. The temperatures have 
usually been taken when the doctor 
makes his rounds, but sometimes he at
tends to a new patient or one in a crit
ical condition. 

The importance attached to a clinical 
thermometer by those in ignorance of its 
office approaches a superstition. They 
close their lips tightly upon it. Their 
eyes roll wildly around the room. They 
believe that the tube contains some 
mighty gas or a metal of mysterious 
power. "There ain't much taste to it, 
docther," said one of these credulous 
fellows, "but I s'pose it's tumble 
sthrong." Dr. --, who is something 
of a wag, encouraged the man's faith 
in the occult virtues of the thing, and 
with remarkable results. After the 
first "dose," the fever abated. The 
"treatment" was continued, and the pa
tient actually recovered, cured by ther
mometer, administered ter m die, with
out further drugging. 

The genuine orthodox prescriptions 
are filled in the medicine-room and 
brought out on trays, at regular hours. 
To watch for the glasses is as much a 

• 
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daily habit as to watch for meals or heard. The orphan with the bird-like 
listen for the bells. These ring for voice sings now and then; and now 
breakfast, dinner, and tea, for morning- and then a fine soprano is heard, ao
prayers and evening-prayers and for re- companied by a rich baritone. Not a 
tiring. There is also a big, clanging bell day passes without some break in the 
outside, by which the orphans go to routine, if it is nothing more than a 
school The day thus broken into pieces cackle in the corridor when one of Sis
is 80 much the more easily taken. Oc- ter --'s hens is brought in to have its 
casionaUy, in place of the chaplain, a tongue cut for the pip. These hens are 
certain fair Sister comes in to read the important members of St. John society. 
prayers. Kneeling there by the little They are named with a curious disregard 
reading-desk, she looks like the effigy of of sex, and on purely patriotic principles. 
a saint in black and ivory, with her black Their eggs are carefully lettered and 
dress, white cap, and deep white collar, numbered. So if you have been puzzled 
and with her face as white. Her voice by the cabalistic signs upon your break
is clear and sweet, lending unction to fast dainty, learn the explanation! The 

The SoI.,ilJm, 

the words. He is a hardened repro
bate indeed who will not say Amen to 
her supplications. 

Of an afternoon the chapel-door is 
often thrown open and the organ is 

origin and date of this 
particular ovum are 
here inscribed; it was 
laid by George Wash
ington or Henry Clay 
or Daniel Webater on 
the day of the month 
thus noted. 

Tuesday and Friday 
are Visitors'Days, and 
well patronized by all 
sorts and conditions 
of men and women. 
The tide sets in to
ward the ward at 2 
P.M., and flows steadily 
until 5, when what Rob 
calls the "chucker
out bell ,. rings a warn
ing. Rob has a regu
lar Sunday-school pic
nic, with his teacher, 
a delegation from his 
class and a few church 
"pillars." For Rob 
is a good lad, in spite 
of his mischief, and 
" has eminently re
specta ble connec
tions." Dan generally 
has one visitor with 
whom he converses in 
loud whispers and in 
a pronounced brogue. 
Mr. Smith entertains 

two or more as pious as himself, to judge 
from their faces. The handsome young 
man with his arm in a sling is visited 
by his sister. The two are orphans and 
devoted to each other. The consump-
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tive remains enm'ely alone, although it 
is said that he has two daughters living 
comfortably somewhere, a Ganeril and 
a Regan to this forlorn Lear. A patient 

_n_ 
In the Ope,atini Room. 

who came in yesterday, and who is to 
have a capital opemtion, is talking with 
a tall, shapely woman, evidently his wife. 
Her flushed cheeks and watery eyes tell 
a story not mre, alas, in our day. She 
leads by the hand a tiny pale-faced maid
en, whom the father welcomes more 
warmly than he does the mother. 

In pours the stream of guests, faster 
and faster. Greetings resound in bluff 
bass and shrill treble. Those who have 
many friends share with those who have 
few or none. Offerings of fruit, flowers, 
and dainties are displayed on every side. 
The room has a fcte-day look, and a fete
day sound of voices fills it. A cheerful 
buzz of conversation follows the settling
down to the business of visiting. There 
is an universal exclamation of surprise 
and dismay when the bell rings. 

After the lights are out you hear 
someone offel'ing a cake to Rob. some 
grown-up bad boy transgressing the rule 

to relinquish all such treasure to the dis
cretion of the nurse. "Why didn't I 
know before I over-ate myself at sup
per," replies the boy, with a whispered 

groan ; and then. remem
belWg how 'imp) th 
upper wa .. " ouldn't 

think, to heal' me, 'twas 
an over-dos of bI' ad, 
would you now?" 

But unday is the day 
of all til week, the day 
of xtl'a dinner and exttn 
leisure, of best coats and 
company smiles. Both 
wings of the chapel door 
are thrown op n. The 
little folks troop up ft· m 
dOWD-stairs, wany of 
them swinging in on 
crutches, but all in a 

flutter with the excitement of being 
"dressed up" and the anticipation of 
sweetmeats at deBBert. 

Everyone who can is expected to take 
his place in church. The paralytic is 
pushed in, a half hour before service. 
Those who remain in their beds main
tain a decorous silence and show as 
much devotion as is consistent with their 
attitudes. The patients from the wom
an's ward enter their gallery. The rum
ble of wheel-chairs is heard above and 
below. The orphans from the Home 
march in, two by two. The Sisters en
ter their pews. Friends from outside 
fill the unclaimed space. And the ser
vice begins. Never did clergyman look 
down upon a more interested congrega
tion. The buoyancy of health and the 
distractions of the world come not be
tween the shepherd and his sheep. Th~y 
hear his voice and respond with an alac
rity unknown to a flock who were up 
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The Surl;cal Ward. 

late the night before with the opem or 
whist. The children sing. The orphan 
boy has the Offertory. "BleBBed, bleBB
ed are the poor in spirit!" he carols. 
Humbled by pain and wea.kneBS, and by 
their own impotent struggles, the lame, 
the wounded, the sick, and the sore lis
ten to the words, taking in their mean
ing through the vague sense of comfort 
they bring mther than by actual com
prehension of them. The p888ivity of 
.. worship" is increased by languor. 
There are hospital lessons. however, 
which one does not get off from learn
ing so easily as from the Law of Sinai 
and Gospel of Galilee supposed to be 
proclaimed from the pulpit. 

Leave the Rev. -- to the limitations 
of his text and return with me to the 
ward. Here is the pamdox which is 
Immortality's most beautiful argument, 
a healthy soul in a diseased body. Here 
is Duty-to-God finding something to 
praise him for in the midst of cruel 
hurts. Here is Duty-to-Neighbor limp
ing from bed to bed with a cup of cold 
water or a cheering word. How much 
tlris tells of the life which has bullied 
and hurried and pounded the morbid
neBS out of them; of work that went on 

whatever the cost to aching head and 
weary limbs; of a ready will to assist 
others out of scanty and poor supplies I 

Noone here is exempt from helping 
himself, and all are expected to do their 
part toward leBBening the sum total of 
wretchedness. Elsewhere invalids are 
conspicuous; here they are the rule. 
Specific miseries are absorbed into the 
general Law of Suffering. Humiliating 
as this is in one way, in another it is in
spiriting. The consciousneBS that others 
are daring and enduring lends the stim
ulus of the army to the soldier. The 
openneBS of the conflict is, moreover, ex
hilamting. Life and Death confront each 
other, unmasked. Colors are flying and 
weapons are brandished in full view of the 
ranks. The patient talks of .. our cases " 
and .. our staff" as a private talks of the 
latest skirmish and his commanding offi
cers. Carbolic acid and iodoform are as 
the smell of powder. Chloroform and 
ether are also material of war. Even the 
chicken-bones are cleaned by the very 
owners of the wounds they are to drain, 
when chemically prepared, and appetites 
do not suffer from ugly associations. I 
knew a man who wanted to save his an
tiseptic pad as a souvenir. The early 
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gone to New York, where she bought a 
shawl for Jane Lockwood and a bowl of 
oyste1'8 for herself. The psychological 
process by which the old lady arrived at 
the determination to take a holiday, her 
cunning reticence after reaching this 
conclusion, her emotions as a traveller, 
her enjoyment of the novelty of shop-

oncile the expectant subject to his own 
coming fate. If nothing thus far has 
been so formidable as his imagination 
would have it, why may not the rule 
hold good to the end of the chapter? 
He is reassured, too, by the observation 
of other subjects going up and coming 
down, to rally and gain. He is won to 

Th. Childr.n·, Word, St. John', HOlpital, 

an ever-increasing 
confidence in the 
merciless mercy of 
surgery, the cruel 
kindness that 
stabs to heal. He 
is almost impa
tient for the day 
to come, and half 
inclined to wel
come it. All will 
soon be over, now. 
The inmates of 
the ward are also 
gen tIy agitated. 
They have not 
been told that he 
is " going up," but 
they feel the nerve, 
it is in the air. 
When nothing but 
a bowl of coffee is 
gi ven him for 
breakfast, the fact 
is established. He 
heal'8 the Staff en
ter and go up
stail'8. He heal'8 

ping, of the OOlat of making a present,
and of the oysters, furnish a study 
worthy of someone's leisure. 

Are there any smiles for an operation. 
day? I had a hearty laugh on one of 
them-not my own. A man with a bad 
leg went up for examination, possibly 
more. I had heard whispers of an am
putation, and when, through the open 
windows, I heard the sound of a saw, I 
felt sure the poor wretch was losing his 
limb. A cold perspiration started on 
me as I listened to the harsh, rasping 
noise. I saw as in a vision the details 
of the ghastly performance. But when 
a workman, a carpenter, crept to the 
edge of a balcony over the windows, 
saw in hand, I divined the nature of the 
operation. 

A few experiences like this dull the 
edge of nervous dread and almost ree
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the running to and fro which portends an 
operation here. At last, and it seems an 
age, someone says "Come," and he walks 
unsteadily or is pushed in a wheel-chair 
through the ward and toward the ele
vator, his mates looking pityingly or en
couragingly after him. Once in the ele
vator with John, he says to himself," Well, 
I'm in for it I " and tries to talk jestingly 
with his companion. A door opens above 
and the resident physician appeal'8, with 
a smile. He conducts the patient into a 
large room lit by a skylight, and helps 
him up on the table. Some" spiritus fru
menti," as the doctors like to call it, is of
fered him, a sort of stirrup-cup, and rare
ly refused. The pale fellow down-stairs, 
husband to the watery-eyed woman, re
fused it, but he had his reasons. "No, 
thank you," he said, turning away his 
head, "I've just kissed my wife good-by I" 
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.. Chloroform or ether, doctor? .. asks 
someone in the rear. "Start him with 
chloroform" is the response, if such a 
substitute for the smothering cone has 
been requested. A handkerchief moist
ened with the sickening-sweet fluid is 
placed to the patient's nostrils. .. Long 
breaths I" calls the surgeon, 
and the patient tries to an
swer .. All right I" but his 
voice seems to him to step 
high, like the legs of a 
drunken man. Now he 
hears an elevated t r a i n 
coming. It is run by elec
tricity. Its roads are of 
white light. Every now 
and then it dashes past a 
station, when a bell rings. .... .
He is rushed aboard and 
on they go, faster and faster. The 
bells ring closer together. .. Hap
py?" inquires the surgeon. " Ye-e ,
answers the patient, with an trorl . 
.. Happy?" the surgeon asks again, 
and there is no answer. • • . 
A blank, it may be of minutes, it 
may be of hours, then softneBB, warmth, 
comfort I He is in the little country 
graveyard which he knew when a boy. 
He is sitting by his own body there. 
It is a sunny, summer afternoon. The 
birds are singing. And he can smell 
the odor of the pines as they stir 
in the breeze. Is this death? Then 
death is a pleasant experience after all 
But what is the nause&, the excruciating 
pain ? " Spit it out I" urges someone in 
a friendly tone. Spit out what, death? 
Ah, the pain I and he is off into blank
ne88 once more. A moment of quiver
ing and agaiu the balance strikes. This 
time he half opens his eyes. " He's 
'playing P088um:" whispers a doctor, 
and the patient resents the irreverence 
of the remark. He is too fresh from the 
graveyard vision to tolerate joking fa
miliarity, and, there I he may be dead 
after all I The pain again, and the blank, 
not so blank as before I There are scat
tering thoughts striving to assert them
selves. He recognizes them, slowly, as 
a child stammers when it reads. .. Yes, 
-it is all right--it is all right I .. he says 
to himself j and then, as if he saw it 
written in great capital letters, the 
thought confronts him," This must be 

COMING TO I" How painful life is, and 
;yet to be alive-that brings a tbrill of 
JOY. The clatter of the supper dishes. 
the friendly dialogue between the pa
tients, even the undisciplined thrum
ming of a guitar in the street are all de
lightful, as sounds of life. The blank is 

The Convaleocent. 

bridged by consciousness. It is over. 
He is safe in his own bed, among jugs 
of warm water, which, unromantic rea
son tells him, account for the :pretty 
fancy of the warm, sunny graveyard. He 
is the hero of the hour. Whispered 
questions of his welfare he hears outside 
his curtains, and realizes that he has a . 
place in the hearts of his companions. 
A snug, home-like feeling comes over 
him. He is among friends and where 
all that can be done for his recovery will 
be done. The unity of the institution, 
its organized strength, its applied skill 
recur to his mind again and again, in
ducing deep gratitude and a lively en
thusiasm. The singing and the services 
soothe him. The talk in the ward 
amuses and diverts him. He thinks the 
place has come to meet him, but he has 
really advanced to a better understand
ing of the place and its workings. Time 
does Dot lag, and at last comes a holiday, 
celebrated by a visit to the children's 
ward. 

(0 you little folks of St. John I I dare 
Dot do more than mention you. For at 
thought of bonny Celia and winsome 
Johnny, of saucy "Brown Eyes" and 
quaint, sweet Lucy Ann ; of tiny, author-
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itative "Grandma," and of all the rest 
whose busy brains and eager tongues 
charmed away aches and transformed 
lonely hours into bona fide merry
makings for us restless fellows in the 
hospital cots, at the mere hint of 
you my pen gives an ambitious leap 
which promises folios at least. Some 
other time, children, you shall have 
a volume to yourselves, as you de
serve.) 

After the holiday the discharge I 
You look around upon the text-hung 
walls, upon the friendly faces of the pa
tients, upon the white-curtained bed 
where you have suffered and rested and 
recovered strength. The place holds BO 
many aBBOciations, dark and fair, that 
something very like a regret seizes you. 
The Sisters and nurses utter kind fare
wells. The fellows are all sympathiz
ing with your "good luck" and wish
ing you better still. Rob is gathering 
up his few traps, also. "You going 
home, too, boy?" "No," says the 
youngster, whimsically, "I can't. I 
haven't got one. I'm going out." It 
dawns upon you, with a sudden rush 
of feeling, what an ark this must be 
for the homeless, and how sad their 
leave-taking must be. It does not seem 
BO, however. The restless boy is eager 
for another plunge into the world, and 

even more gladly than you does he say 
good-by. 

As for you, my invalid, you have lost 
your burden of pains and have gained 
the power to 
toake your .i 
place in this }~ , • 
give-and-take ' 7T> .... J I 
world, where ,,' ~'. ~~ I I 
whoever can- _J..~~.:~.' I 
not pay for I 
his lodging 
runs the risk 
of getting 
kicked out 
into the cold. 
And you have 
dismissed 
from your 
mind the re
pulsive pic
ture of the 
Hospital 
which was 
formed there. You have learned how 
false it is, as false as to say that the be
nignant figure of Charity is repulsive, 
because the beggar who lies ut>! her 
knees is full of BOres. Above . ,the 
bending brows are holy with a watchful 
tenderness, and the mouth firm and true 
with silent blessings. 



THE COMFORTER. 
By julia C. R. Dorr. 

11l0W d08t thou come, 0 Comforter? 
. In heavenly glory dressed, 

. Down floating from the far oil skies, 
With lilies on thy breast? 

With silver lilies on thy breast, 
And in thy falling hair, 

Bringin~ the bloom and balm of heaven 
To this dim, earthly air? 

How doat thou come, 0 Comforter? 
With strange, unearthly light, 

And mystic splendor aureolea, 
In trances of the night? 

In lone, mysterious silences, 
In visions rapt and high, 

And holy dreams, like pathways set 
Betwixt the .earth and sky? 

Not thus alone, 0 Comforter I 
Not thus, thou Guest Divine, 

Whose presence turns our atones to bread, 
Our water into wine I 

Not always thus-for thou dost stoop 
To our poor, common clay, 

Too faint lor saintly ecstasy, 
Too impotent to pray. 

How does God send the Comforter? 
Ofttimes through byways dim; 

Not always by the beaten path 
Of sacrament and hymn ; 

Not always through the gates of prayer, 
Or penitential psalm, 

Or sacred rite, or holy day, 
Or incense, breathing balm. 

How does God send the Comforter? 
Perchance through faith intense; 

Perchance through humblest avenues 
Of sight, or sound, or sense. 

Haply in childhood's laughing voice 
Shall breathe the voice divine, 

And tender hands of earthly love 
Pour for thee heavenly wine I 

How will God send the Comforter? 
Thou knoweat not, nor I I 

His wa.ys are countless as the stars 
His hand hath hung on high. 

His roses bring their fragrant balm, 
His twilight hush its peace, 

Morning its splendor, night its calm, 
To give thy pain surcea.ae I 
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By F.}. Stimson. 
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way enough it was. 
Arthur went now 
and then to town ; 
but it was easy to 
get vacations in 

T amms's office, 
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p be valuable, 
to d perhaps A 
a secret notIon that his visit at Mrs. 
Levison Gower's was an advancement 
more speedy and notable than anything 
that was likely to come to him in the of
fice while he was away. For, after all, 
in her society he was getting the ulti
mate result of all labors, seeing what it 
w realized when 
s on earth. 

ed Arthur st 
a Mrs. Gower's h 
to mit. It was a 
o y of life that i 
part of a clever man to take things di
rectly rather than attain to them gradu
ally ; to grasp the fruits, and not culti
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would say. "But we in New York, in 
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th he title to all 
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in n thousand mo 
it , result of all 
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re intel
ought at 

Guests came an Gower's, 
with some c p n, or of 

fashion, or of succeBSful mind; applied 
intellect, not perhaps the pure kind. Ar
thur spent a few days in town, to prepare 
for his longer absence on the coaching 
trip; Tamms was moving down to his 
summer quarters near Long Branch, and 

d Mr. Townle came to 
e office now. te room 
stairs, where nd sorr.e 

o or three ho king after 
trusts. Char cting his 

sineBS more th eemed to 
make up for it by Ins devotIons to Mamie 
Livingstone, which were almost getting, 
for him, exclusive. That young lady was 
" coming out" the next autumn, and al
ready making elaborate preparations for 
it. Arthur saw her when he went to call 
on Gracie Holyoke who was going, with 

188 Brevier, to at Great 
arrington for th 
Mrs. Malgam h and Hav-

d, and MiBS e party 
ad gradually set hose who 

re invited for As their 
numbers were narrowed, a feeling of in
creased intimacy sprang up among the 
party, who were to go through so much 
together; and they were fond of talking 
of it and consulting maps as to roads and 
stopping-places; and they grew confi-

ntial about out 'd "B tIthought 
. Malgam wa us, too," 

d Mrs. Hay 0 'sy; the 
o women were w·mown 
y-rick on the la been cut 

ornamental soon to 
ake good hay. g, with 

a volume of poetry, at their feet. 
" Oh, dear, no," laughed innocent MiBS 

Duval "Flossie and Baby never could 
abide each other. You must know Mrs. 
Malgam is a very dangerous person, for 
all she looks like a pan of cream." 
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"Oh, indeed," said Mrs. Hay, com
pressing her ri~ _liJl& She had recog
nized in Mrs. .M.algam her American 
counterpart, and was slightly afraid of 
the violet-eyed brune, to whose deeper 
beauty her own made but a tinsel foil 

"Yes, indeed," said Daisy. " You 
know, a man shot himself for Mrs. 
Malgam, once, they say. Isn't it excit
ing?" 

"What, really?" put in Arthur. He 
had been forgotten for the moment; 8.IId 
Mrs. Hay drew up her red satin brode
quina with & start. "Here comes Mrs. 
Gower," said she, "suppose we ask 
her?" 

"Oh, don't," put in Daisy, rather 
frightened; but Mrs. Hay was not to 
be repressed. Flossie Gower barely 
raised her eyebrows at the question. 
"There was a man, a Mr. Vane, who 
shot himself," said she. "But it was 
from overwork, and not for Baby Mal
gam, I suspect. He was nothing but a 
money-making machine." 

It was a glorious day, when it finally 
arrived. Nature seemed, as usual, to 
smile on Flossie Gower's plans. The 
party met at breakfast, all the women 
radi8.IIt in the neatest of dresses, with 
the gayest of coaching umbrellas j Caryl 
Wemyss 8.IId Van Kull in brown frock
coats with rosebuds in their silk lapels, 
and Derwent and Birmingham infor
mally in knickerbocker&. It was hard 
to say which woman was the handsom
est; perhaps Mrs. Gower was the most 
fascinating, but the palm for beauty 
pure and simple lay certainly between 
Kitty Farnum and Mrs. Wilton Hay. 
Breakfast was a longer meal than usual ; 
and the warm June air came in through 
the windows, laden with roses. Then 
the crisp and rapid sound of many horses' 
feet was heard upon the ground, 8.IId 
they all ran to the door to inspect the 
coach, which bore about the same rela
tion to the one, familiar to Arthur, which 
met the quick train in his old home that 
a new dress-coat does to the quaint and 
dilapidated garment wom by an Irish 
peasant. 

The women ran away to get ready, 
and the serv8.llts were busy packing ev
ery conceivable kind of a wrap, shawl, 
waterproof, mackintosh, rug, cloak, cape, 
ulster, or other similar garment yet de-

vised, together with various little leath
er and silver travelling-bags, contents to 
Arthur as yet unknown. Of course, there 
was no room for real luggage in the 
coach ; this went behind in the wagon
ette. But the inside of the coach was 
quite choked up, as it was, with some 
bales of these and similar tri1les j so that 
when any lady had a headache and had 
to ride inside she had to lie upon the 
cargo, the seats being lost some two 
feet deep beneath it. Behind stood the 
wagonette, with four extra horses, in case 
of need, loaded with the luggage i and 
besides all this there was an extra ser
vant, or postilion, riding a "cock-horse," 
or tow-horse, for the pulls uphill. 

At last all was ready; on top of all inside 
was thrown a bundle of the morning's 
papers, which were to lie there unopen
ed through many sunny days i the light 
steel ladder was brought out, and Miss 
Duval and Kitty Farnum were inducted 
with much ceremony to the highest seat, 
Derwent and Lord Birmingham their 
companions. Mrs. Hay went behind 
with Arthur and Caryl Wemyss, in front 
of the pair of servan~an old stout one 
and a thin young one, both well truBSed 
up in their plum-colored broadcloth. 
But these were not there yet, and only 
their neatly folded coats, showing the 
two brass buttons with the well-known 
crest of Levison-Gower, betokened their 
future presence. Mrs. Gower herself 
climbed lightly into the box-seat, scom
ing a ladder; Van Kull took the reins 
beside her, and with a rapid leap the 
four horses took the road. As they 
passed out from the great porte-cochere, 
the coachm 8.11 and groom came climbing 
up behind; the latter seized the hom, 
and a long and joyous peal of coaching 
music woke the echoes of the sleeping 
woods and lawn. 

It seemed this gay fanfare had loosed 
their tongues, for at once a clatter of 
laughter and merry voices began. Van 
Kull, the horses being fresh, was bus
ied with his driving; but Mrs. Gower 
turned to talk with the four behind her, 
and soon Miss Duval's How of animalspir
its was set oft'8.IId exploded in shrieksof 
shrilly laughter. Miss Farnum, too, said 
something to make Birmingham roar 
his catastrophic bass gu1faws, and We
myss took up the cue with Mrs. Hay. 
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Only the two servants Bitting facing them 
maintained the severe aspect which de
corum of them demanded. 

They were already sweeping down the 
dewy ravine in the forest, and in a min
ute more had come to the gate of Mrs. 
Gower's demesne; it flew open, the por
ter bared his head, the porter's wife and 
children bobbed up and down behind 
him; and between the armorial pillars 
they rolled out upon the common road. 
A dusty, sleepy road it was, giving no 
hint of its much use; for, early as it was 
for them, the people that travelled by 
the highways, the morning tradesmen's 
carts and factory operatives, had long 
since passed over it to their daily station 
in life. You would be surprised if you 
knew how busy this same road could 
be in the hour or two that followed 
sunrise. 

But now it stretched away in silence 
through the broad green country, and 
its dust lay heaped in ridges undis
turbed. The horses trotted smartly 
down its gentle slope; and then, break
ing into a joyous gallop, rushed them 
up the other for a mile or more. Here 
was the factory village; and they swept 
through it triumphantly, but almost un
seen, for all the world was now indoors. 
A few dogs barked; a few street-chil
dren, too young to work in the mills, 
cheered at them, or jeered, it were hard 
to say which. There was a great whirring 
of wheels from the mills, however; and 
the two free leaders took fright at them, 
and almost broke away from Van Kull, 
who held them hard, the big veins swell
ing in his throat. The coachman facing 
Arthur leaned far out and looked for
ward at them anxiously; but no one 
else minded. Such was the exhilaration 
of the air and motion, they might have 
run away and Daisy Duval have but 
sung her song the louder, while the oth
ers laughed the more. At last Van KuU 
pulled up his smoking team on the face 
of a big hill, the town a mile or so be
hind them. It was a very steep hill, or 
they would have carried it by assault; 
but now the groom on the cock-horse 
rode up and hooked his harness to the 
whiftletree, and the five horses set their 
necks into the collar, and took the sum
mit slowly, as by siege. As they rose 
up, the country all behind them was un-

folded, ridge by ridge, like a map; Ar
thur from his back seat faced full to
ward it. Gradually the chimneys of the 
factory village sank down into the bosom 
of the valley; the hills breasting it rose 
up behind them, until they overlooked 
their highest ridge; now the village was 
nearly hidden in the green floor of the 
valley, and all beyond were faint blue 
films of mountains; then, as they rose 
still higher, the rift of luminous air be
tween the near hills and the distant 
mountains was seen to be paved with 
the blue flood of the river. The horses 
paused a moment to take breath; it was 
marvellously still; now and then the 
cackle of a hen came up from the valley; 
a train was crawling along its other 
Bide, but it moved as noiselessll as the 
white specks of sails upon the nver. 

The sunlight began to be hot, and 
Wemyss was sent within to fetch the 
larger sunshades from the "cabin," as 
Miss Duval pleased to call it. 

"NowloU men," said FloBBie, "may 
go behin and smoke; and Mrs. Hay 
can take a place in front. You have 
none of you had your morning cigars, 
I am sure." They had not; and after 
due demurrage, the change was made. 
Four blue clouds arose to heaven from the 
after seat; the four fair women grouped 
together in front; and Van Kulliooked 
now and then askance and backward, as 
if in envy. And surely if ever an ap
proach to godlike Nirvana is realized' 
on earth, it is when one is moving rap
idly through a broad June morning, 
looking down upon the roundness of 
the world, and blowing clouds upon it 
dreamily. 

When Lord Birmingham took Van 
KuU's place upon the box, giving the 
latter his seat in the smoke-room, as he 
termed it, most of the party felt, if they 
did not show, a deligntful drowsiness, 
which was only dispelled by their ar
rival at a town and rumors of luncheon. 
A wild burst of the coaching horn elec
trified the main street, and they drove 
up before the principal "hotel," a vast 
and ill-aired wooden structure, quite 
inappropriate to a coaching party, or 
even to the more civilized usages of life, 
as Mr. Wemyss with much particularity 
pointed out. But a private room had 
been engaged for them, and in this, with 
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some local chickens and the resources 
of Mrs. Gower's cellar and grapery, they 
made out not so badly. 

After luncheon the men smoked, and 
the women retired to their especial quar
ters, where, it is to be presumed, some 
took a n&p" and others, having sent 
for the little travelling-bags before 
mentioned, performed mysterious rites 
therewith. W emyss, Lord Birmingham, 
Miss Duval, Miss Farnum, and Arthur 
went to walk about the town: and be
came the subjects of considerable ad· 
miring comment. In the country, on 
the contrary, such had not been the 
case; nil admirari was a motto faithfully 
practised, and the old farmers would 
hardly hitch their trousers and turn 
about for the loudest hom or the most 
rattling pace. When they came back to 
the hotel and found the coach drawn up 
to the door there was assembled a con
siderable concourse of immature popu
lace, who had already passed from the 
open-mouthed stage to the derisive one, 
and were making sarcastio and injurious 
comments upon the coach and its equip
ment, with that tendency so noteworthy 
in young America to deride or decry 
what it does not itself possess. 

Oft'went the horses-the two wheelers 
were nearly fresh, having only been in 
the wagonette in the morning-the 
coachman wound a small and rapid sym
phony upon his hom, attended by an 
obligato of small boys, and they swayed 
and swung through the winding street 
of the hot little town, out into fields and 
hedgerows again. The hedges were in 
front of the lawns and villa residences 
that surrounded the town ; and the road 
was well arohed over with elms just 
breaking into leaf, under which the at. 
temoon sun slanted. 

It seemed to the party almost the per
fection of life, as the little disconnected 
comments and the absence of any eft'ort 
of conversation indicated. Simple being 
was enough; there was no sicklying over 
that day's air and sunlight with any 
pale cast of thought, as Derwent said. 
Again they were high up on the slope of 
the country side; but the great golden 
bay of the Hudson had become a river 
here, and close beyond it the blue moun
tains of the highlands loomed up bold 
and near. 

Now they came down close by the 
shore of the river; its salted waters 
were lapping, lapping on the round, 
weedy shore-atonea, and over against 
them, in the skirt of the bills, lurked 
already the night. The stream's broad 
bosom glowed motionless, bearing here 
and there a bark or boat; but no Sidney 
Sewall spoke of these to-night, or cared 
to trouble with intellectual speculation. 
Arthur remembered with unconcern that 
in the past there.had been such things 
as the city, business, hour of duty; what 
mattered this to them, the chosen ones, 
bright beings in a world apart? .And 
certainly everyone of the ~ had a 
charm our hero had not realized before ; 
even Mrs. Hay, with her strong, sensu
ous beauty, lent a richness and a color 
to the grouping. 

.. It is lovely, after all," said Miss 
Farnum, dreamily, voicing his thoughts. 
Here they were entering a high hanging 
wood; on the lower side of the road a 
lofty hewn-stone wall, all overgrown with 
moss and ivy, surmounted with old-fash
ioned stone urns now chipped and crum· 
bling away. Over it they could see the 
winding leaf-heaped walks of a forgotten 
garden, untended lawns, and old stone 
garden-seats swathed in mOBS and m<mld. 
.. It must be the grounds of some gen
tleman's old country-seat, " said Miss Far
num. " Everyone goes farther from the 
city nowadays." There was a some
thing begetting thought in this sugge&
tion ; the warm sunlight sank sleepily 
down in the cup there between the 
woodlands, and the old garden looked 
like a place where one might take a nap 
for half a lifetime-aay from ,outh to 
early old age. It was evidently a place 
of the old Idlewild, Ik Marvel, Port&
Crayon days, when people lived in their 
country, wrote of Dobb his ferry, and 
were as yet unacquainted with English
men and other foreigners. There must 
have been a strong home-fragrance in 
our life in the forties or thereabouts, be
fore the few found out that we are prov
inces, or the many that we are all the 
world. • • • Now they came out by 
a little watel'-bay, or lagoon, reaching 
inland, where the water lay still and a 
salt crust was on the long plashed 
grasses. .. I suppose the people who 
live here go to Mount Desert, nowa-

J 
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days," said Miss Farnum. "I wonder 
why they left here?" 

"Malaria," suggested Wemyss. 
"There always seems something un

real, impossible about malaria here," 
said .Arthur. "Malaria is Ia.nguid, trop
ical, unsuited to our bleak Northem, 
Puritan, hard - worked hillsides and 
meadow bottoms. Consumption, not 
malaria, is the typical disease." 

co It is only lately creeping into New 
England," said Wemyss, dryly. Just 
then a merry burst of laughter was 
heard from the front; .Arthur looked 
behind him, but there seemed to be no 
one speaking. The laugh had been 
from Miss Duval; she turned around at 
the same moment, her black eyes spark
ling from her rosy face. "Isn't it de
lightful ? .. said she to Arthur. There 
seemed to be no other reason for her 
laughing than this; and.Arthur laughed 
in accord with her. It was delightful. 

Now they were up in the highlands 
again, bowling along a hard straight 
road between the rows of trees. Con
tinually the merry hom was sounded to 
warn the slow teams ahead to turn aside, 
or wake the sleepy milkmen, or pedlars 
in their carts. The sun, across the river, 
had already ~t behind the purple moun
tains; but eastward, to the right, the 
hills were light. 

They entered into a high wood, filled 
already with gray shadows; along the 
edge of the road still lay the last year's 
leaves, thick-matted, making the sound 
of the wheels soft. What light there 
was came from the violet sky above the 
tree-top!; and against it Kitty Farnum's 
profile shone pale and clear-cut. Arthur 
was humming a German song to himself, 
and looking at her and wondering about 
her: what she was, what was her secret 
of life. 

So the night came on them, in the 
wood. It was evening when they came 
out of it and rolled along, low by the 
river-shore; opposite, the great black 
mass of the Storm King Mountain, and 
beyond it, farther to the north, the 
mountains sank into a· long low line, 
and above the dark ridge the sky was 
saffron, and in it hung and trembled one 
large liquid star, rellected larger and soft
ly in the calm river. And they all looked 
at these things and were silent. 

TIIB OJIA1UOT oJ' TIIB OABW .BS8 GODS. 

Tn coach drew up at the little wharf 
at Garrison's, and the party got into the 
ferryboat and were carried aCross the 
river. The great hotel at West Point 
had been opened; the waiters were spick 
and span; the wooden 1l00rs were var
nished, and slippery like glass. In the 
hall were two or three pretty girls, over
dressed in white tulle dresses, low
necked, with their cavaliers who served 
for the nonce and their noisy younger 
brothers. This bright company crowded 
to the porch, curious, when the carriages 
drove up; and.Arthur heard one of the 
pretty girls say to another," It's the 
coaching party-from New York." 

They went out and wandered on the 
c1i1fs above the river; the beautiful moon
washed mountains stood about them, and 
below them slept the Hudson with its 
salt 1I00d, deeper, nobler than any Rhine. 
But there were no castles here, nor 
Lorelei; and the sunken gold had long 
since been robbed from its depths and 
was circulating in the hands of men. 

.Arthur fell to Miss Duval's share, a 
position he always found a somewhat un
comfortable one; for how could he re
place another man like Jimmy De Witt, 
and that one her acknowledged lover? 
But, had he known it, Miss Daisy, who 
was looking forward with intense and 
hungry anticipation for the joys of 
worldly pleasure and a fashionable mar
riage, and regarded this coaching par
ty as an earnest of them, would have 
blushed at herself if she had been so out 
of the mode as to be unable to 1lirt with 
anyone but her future husband. It must 
be owned, therefore, that she found our 
hero slow; she tried to talk to him of 
hunting, and he to her of books, both 
things of which they were reciprocally 
ignorant. Then they walked up and 
down the great piazza, and amused them
aelves by looking through the windows 
into the great parlors, where the hotel 
girls (puella tabernen8i8 Americana) were 
dancing with some tightly-buttoned ca
dets. Just then Lionel Derwent came 
up, alone with his cigar. co Let me join 
you," said he. "I went downhill and I 
came upon Birmingham, in an attitude 
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full of unconscious humor, addreBBing 
Miss Farnum; I came uphill and blun
dered full upon Van Kull and Mrs. Hay. 
From these I retreated in disorder only 
to make myself de trop with Mr. Caryl 
WemYBB and our charming hosteBB. 
Shall I be so here?" 

Miss Duval laughed. "I was just g0-
ing to bed, Mr. Derwent; so you and 
Mr. Holyoke can fight it out alone. 
Good-night-good-night, Mr. Holyoke." 
And she left them in the doorway and 
took her way up the great staircase. Ar
thur and Mr. Derwent looked at one an
other inquiringly. "Shall we go and 
smoke?" said the latter, at last. " By 
all means," answered Arthur. "Where 
shall we go--out upon the clift'?" 

"I am afraid it is too densely po~ 
ulated there for such a wild man as 
myself, already," said Derwent,laughing. 
" Come down to the billiard-room." 
They went down there, and sat at a ta
ble, opposite a bar, where they were not, 
as Derwent expreBSed it, "troubled by 
the moon," and here they smoked their 
cigars and pondered. 

"Mr. Van Kull seems rather devoted 
to Mrs. Hay," said Arthur, at a venture. 

" And well he may be," said Derwent, 
gravely. "He prefers the flowers of 
evil ; and she is a most glorious one." 

" Evil? .. said Arthur, incredulously. 
" She seems to me a kind-hearted creat
ure, fond of show, no worse than thought
le88." 

.. So is a nightshade blossom fond of 
sunlight, and bright-colored and inno
cent of harm," said Derwent, with a smile. 
"Mrs. Hay is a luxuriant animal-a 
woman of the world, as other women are 
women of the town; and her life is one 
continual sermon unto these: 'Look ye ; 
I am rich, happy, high-placed; I have all 
the opportunities and advantages, all 
the taste and teaching, that the best can 
give; and I have not one single taste, or 
thought, or aspiration that the worst of 
you have not; nor have I lost one that 
you have, except, perhaps, the fondness 
for domestic life which some of the best 
of you may once have had. I, too, still 
care for dreBS and show and the longing 
glance of many men; these things, that 
you are foolishly told have ruined you, 
are just what I, too, prize in life; I, Mrs. 
Wilton Hay, the great high-born beauty 

whose photograph you have seen in the 
sho~windoW8 1 I tell you," ended Der
went, savagely, "but for a little poor fas
tidiousness, her soul resembles theirs as 
do two berries on one stem. But con
sciously, 'tis true she does no harm ; p0s
sibly she has not even sinned; as well 
attach a moral guilt to some gaudy way
side weed, growing by mistake in a gar
den among the sesame and lilies I" 

"But Mrs. Gower seems very fond of 
her-" 

" Ah 1 Mrs. Gower I" answered Der
went, dropping his voice. "She is a dif
ferent sort of person entirely. Fannie 
Hay is but a soldier of Apollyon ; but 
Florence Gower is a general-of-division." 

.. I don't see why you live with them," 
said Arthur, boldly. 

"Ah, Holyoke, I live everywhere; I 
see these, and others, too. That night 
when I came back from the factory vil
lage, I had been talking with the men, 
and with some of the young girls there. 
And I could fancy Mrs. Hay going there, 
good-naturedly as she might, and saying 
to them: 'Don't care for dresses, or to 
lure men's love or women's envy, or to 
dazzle your neighbor Jenny or break 
her Johnny's heart; read books, look at 
pictures, enjoy the beauties of nature, 
seek the beauty of holiness. '-' Doesyour 
ladyship?' say they.-' Well, at all event.., 
be clean,' answers Fannie Hay, shocked. 
-' But cleanliness costs money, my fine 
lady. '-Christ solved the question once; 
but now Christ is forgotten; and the 
sphinx looks out unanswered over the 
desert sand." 

" Surely you can say nothing against 
Miss Farnum, at least? .. 

.. She is caught like the others, in their 
web," said he. "But come, it's late in
deed to be troubling ourselves over these 
two or three. What are they to the 
million?" 

Arthur thought much of Derwent's 
talk; but he seemed to him a morbid 
fellow, unpractical and vague. And 
still more morbid it all seemed in the 
morning, when he woke and saw the 
sunlight and blue sky above the moun
tains of the river. Dressing was a de
light, with such an outlook and with such 
a day before him; and coming down he 
met Miss Farnum looking fresh as a rose 
with the dew on it. Caryl Wemyss was 
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sta.ndin~ talking to her with that air of 
distinction of which he was so proud; 
and just after, Mrs. Hay and Miss Duval 
came bouncing down the staircase, arm 
in arm. So they went in to breakfast, 
without waiting for Mrs. Gower, hungry, 
and in high glee for want of a chaperone. 
"Oh, I don't consider you a chaperone," 
said Daisy Duval to Mrs. Hay. "Nor 
do 1," added Kill Van Kull, hastily. 

Theirs was the central table in the din
ing-hall ; and each lady found a dozen 
roses at her L!.";e. These were from 
Lord Birming ,who appeared late, 
and was duly thanked for them. Every 
man asked his neighbor for one rosebud 
as a boutonniere; and just then Flossie 
came in, dressed in the airiest of summer 
gowns; and there was a great arising and 
scraping of chairs among the gentlemen. 

Soon they were down at the river, and 
crossing the river again. Such a wealth 
of purple sunlight as was in the air I The 
bold mountains rose up on either side, 
not soft and purple with heather, as in 
England, nor brown and sharp with rock, 
as in Italy, but green and shaggy, as in 
a new country, with a growth of tim
ber; the deep, swirling waters, brown 
where you looked into them, shaded off 
to blue farther from the boat, where they 
gleamed smooth beneath the cloudless 
sky. And the sparkle and the stillness 
of the morning gave one the feeling of a 
truant schoolboy. 

" There is something about an Amer
ican landscape that reminds one of the 
pictures in omnibuses," said Wemyss. 
No one replied to this; for they were 
nearing the wharf, where the coach and 
four were standing, as if it were Fifth 
Avenue. Again there was the shifting 
of rugs and wraps in the body, and 
the courtesies of the steel ladder, and 
the pleasant twinkling of neat ankles 
as the ladies alertly mounted it. The 
four men hove themselves u~=!how, 
with Lord Birmingham and . Far-
num on the box ; and then with a swing 
the heavy drag was swaying under way, 
and the four Shining chestnuts took the 
hill at a gallop. They were passing a 
row of square wooden houses where poor 
people lived, and Mrs. Hay turned about 
and called to Wemyss. "One thing I 
notice, Mr. Wemyss-in America you 
have tenements, not cottages." 

.. Yes," said he, .. and 'elegant resi
dences' for gentlemen's houses I " 

"Now, in Devonshire," said Mrs. Hay, 
.. those cottages would be smothered in 
roses and fucImia vines. Don't you have 
any cottage improvement societies? My 
cousin, Lady St. Aubyn, at Hartland 
(near Clovelly, you know), has been 
most active in them; and one of her 
tenants took the prize for the county I" 

" These people are nobody's tenants," 
said Wemyss; "and they decorate their 
houses as they damn please, American 
fashion; with goats and tomato-cans, if 
they prefer." 

By this time they had entered the 
forest that clothes the slopes of Break
neck Mountain. The road was none of 
the best, and the top of the coach ca
reened violently, almost shaking Der
went, who was idly smoking with his 
face in the sunlight and his eyes half 
closed, off the back seat. .. Come, let's 
walk," said Daisy Duval; and as the 
coach halted a moment upon one of 
those ridges across the road imagina
tively designated" thank-ye-marms," she 
nimbly dropped herself over the side 
and sprang back into the daisies and 
butterc~ps. Arthur, Mrs. Hay, Flossie, 
Van Kun, and Wemyss followed; Der
went Mrs. Gower ordered to remain 
upon the coach and play propriety; 
whereupon that ,gentleman stretched 
himself quite lengthwise upon the warm 
back seat, pulled his cloth hat over his 
eyes, and to all appearance went to 
sleep. 

"We can cut off a mile," said Van 
Kull, "by cutting straight through the 
woods to where the road strikes the 
river again. Now then I each his own 
way, and the coach will wait for us there, 
if it gets in first." So they disappeared; 
Van Kull with Mrs. Hay making for a 
pine grove on the high land, Wemyss 
and Mrs. Gower going lower, where 
there seemed evidences of a path, and 
our hero with Miss Duval taking a mid
dle course through a rocky pasture, 
sweet-scented with fern and heathery 
blossoms, and dotted with dwarfed and 
obsolete a.pple-trees. This gave Lord 
Birmingham a chance of devoting him
self entirely to his driving and his com
panion upon the box. For an hour or 
more the coach lumbered on; its driver 
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talked incessantly, but drove very badly, 
and Lionel Derwent slumbered in the 
rear. 

In the woods, the day was a very warm 
one. What breeze there was could not 
be felt. It would take too long to fol
low the devious ways of every party in 
all their wanderings; suffice it to say 
that shortly before noon Arthur, with 
Daisy Duval, came out upon the road 
close by the Hudson, where they sat 
upon a fence and waited. Arthur was 
getting every day more used to her s0-
ciety ; and Mr. De Witt was no longer 
80 continually upon his mind. Here 
they were met by the other two couples; 
and finally, when the coach came thun
dering down the hill with a wheel in a 
shoe, the whole six were sitting on the 
fence, d la mode du paYB i and Wemyss 
was even whittling. 

"Well, you have been long," said Van 
Kull. 

.. Ab, you can't make up for lost time 
with cracking of wbips and hom-blow
ing I" laughed Mrs. Gower. 

.. What have they been doing all this 
time ?-without prejudice, now, Mr. Der
went?" 

"I don't know, Mrs. Hay-I've been 
asleep," said that gentleman. 

-"Come, now, I'd like to know how 
long all of you have been here-that's 
all," growled his lordship, blushing ob
viously. "Get aboard there-I'm hun
gry as a bear. Where do we stop for 
lunch, Mrs. Gower?" 

"At Fishkill," said that lady. "It's 
only & few miles ahead." And in an hour 
or so they stopped before a sleepy old 
inn, low and rambling, with a Ri~Van
Winklish look about it. There is a lazy 
luxuriance, a sort of slattemly comfort, 
and a Southem coloring about these old 
New York villages, bespeaking material 
ease and an absence of moral nervous
neBS; perhaps nervous morality would 
better express it. .. I never look at a 
place like this," said Wemyss, "without 
thinking that the most vigorous-sound
ing word in the Dutchman's language 
was Schnapps I " 

After luncheon the day was warm, 
and the ladies inclined to sleep. Only 
Derwent wished for a waIk, and Arthur 
went with him, while the others smoked. 
They sauntered through the little town's 

unkempt, painted streets; and Derwent 
sent a telegram. Then at three they re
turned, and found the party for the 
most part wrapped in dreams. 

They put to and were 01l: but the or
der was changed, as usual, and Daisy 
Duval rode with Derwent on the box. 
Caryl Wemyss would not drive, for he 
never did anything that he thought he 
did not well; so he and Mrs. Gower and 
Birmingham sat on the back seat, with 
Arthur, Van Kull, Mrs. Hay, and Kitty 
Farnum on in front. The drive to 
Poughkeepsie was straight and unevent
ful. The long hours were only diversi
fied by Mrs. Wilton Hay's uncertain 
efforts on the coaching-hom. 

Poughkeepsie is a brick-built city, 
with horse-ca.r lines, an opera-house, and 
a court of justice all its own. Here 
they had a suite of rooms, with long 
lace curtains, black-walnut furniture, 
and Brussels carpets, equiJ>ped .. before 
the dawn of taste, in poor unitation of a 
poorer thing," said Wemyss; "how dif
ferent from an English inn I " The rest 
of the adomment consisted, in each 
room, of a steam-heater and a pitcher 
of ice-water. "I believe they even bathe 
in ice-water I" said he. "Dear me!" 
said Birmingham, simply. "I rang and 
could not get a tub at all." 

They had dinner in Mrs. Gower's pal'
lor, and a telegram was brought in to 
her during the dessert. "Oh, I am very 
glad," said she, as she laid it down. •• It 
is from Mr. Haviland; and he says he 
can join us to-morrow." The others ex
pressed a polite gratification, and then 
the question came up what they were to 
do in the evening. Already a great in
timacy had sprong up among the party, 
and a certain feeling of youth, bom of 
much outdoor air and freedom from 
care. Some proposed ghost-etories, oth
ers, games. "I bar kissing games," said 
Daisy Duval, with much aplomb. "in 
the absence of Mr. De Witt." Kisees 
were debarred, being, as Van Kull ex
pressed it, too serious things to be made 
game of; but forfeits, twenty questions, 
even dancing, was indulged in. When 
all these failed to satisfy their souls, it 
was rumored that Mr. Derwent was 
" up" in palmistry. "Oh, do tell us our 
fortunes I" was the cry. " We must have 
a regular gypsr tent." 

- .::.a,;;:"-
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"Now," said Mrs. Bay, "it's no fun 
unless we all tell. Agree all of you to 
tell us what he says I" 

"Girls, girls" (the women of Mrs. Gow
er's set had a way of still addreSBing each 
other joyously as .. girls ")-" suppose he 
reveals the secrets of your hearts ? " 

" 'Pon my soul I " cried Mrs. Bay, "rve 
quite forgotten what they are I Who'll 
go in first?" 

A shawl had been hung across an open 
door, behind which Derwent took up his 
position. No one seemed anxious to 
make the first try; and at last the voice 
of the company fell upon Arthur Holyoke, 
.. as having," said Mrs. Gower, "the most 
future before him." 

Arthur went in and came out laugh
ing. .. 1 have had," said he, "a very 
terrible horoscope, as Derwent says. 
Everything that I really wish for is to 
happen to me I" 

"I don't see what there is so very ter
rible about that," said they all; and the 
others were emboldened. Mrs. Gower 
went in ned "Speak aloud, Mr. Der
went," cried Mrs. &y, "so we all can 
hear-we can't trust the garbled state
ments of the culprits." 

Derwent's voice was heard, in sepul
chral tones, from behind the screen. " 1 
see the hand of a woman who has done 
whatever she has meant to do---" 

(" Dear me," interjected Mrs. Bay, 
"how successful we all are I ") 

II She may come near doing more than 
she meant to do; but her will shall con
quer everything." 

" How delightfully enigmatic I"laugh
ed Daisy Duval. 

"You must go in next, Miss Daisy
you spoke," said Van KulL But Daisy 
wouldn't; and the choice fell upon Kitty 
Farnum. She disappeared, and there 
was several moments' silence. At las~ 

.. Eln Jbgling liebt eln Midohen, 
Die hat einen Andern erwihlt i 
Der Andre liebt elne Andre 
Und hat moh mit Dieeer vermihlt. 

.. Das Midohen heirathet aus lrger 
Den enten besten Mann, 
lIer ihr in den Weg gelaufen i 
Der Jbgling ist flbel dran. 

"Es ist eine alte Geschichte, 
Doch blelbt sie Immer neu i 
Und wem sie just passiret, 
Dem brioht das Berz entawei-" 

"Good heavens I" laughed FloBBie. 
"Come, you go in, Mr. Van KulL" 

.. 1 can tell more of this man's past 
than his future," said the voice. 

.. There has been a voyage BCro. 
the water-perhaps to Brighton, or to 
Cannes. And there is a fair maiden and 
a dark maiden; and both have had but 
little in1luence on his life. And there is 
to be another yet, 1 see--" 

.. There, there," interfered FlOBBie, "if 
you make poor Van. such a Don Juan, we 
shall have to send him home again, in 
our own protection. Mrs. Bay, you go 
in." 

But this the beauty 1Iatly refused to 
do. And after much chaft' at her ex
pense, the party betook themselves to 
their several sluinbers. 

The next day was Sunday; but, as 
Wemyss said, to leave Poughkeepsie was 
a work of necessity and mercy; and they 
were early under :way. Here they left 
the river, and they struck inland; the 
country grew more rural and primitive, 
and their spirits rose proportionately. 
Bav.iland appeared by the early train, 
and shared the back seat with Birming
ham, Mrs. Gower, and Kitty Farnum. 
He brought the news of the day, which 
no one cared to hear; and some goBBip 
of the town, which interested everybody. 
"How can you have the heart to bring 
him up?" Wemyss had said at break
fast; and FloBBie had laughed, and said 
that she expected a very entertaining 
day. .. He must go back Monday even
ing. you know," she added. 

They had another perfect day, and by 
this time all of them, even to Caryl 
Wemyss, were charged with ozone and 
overflowing with animal spirits. Even 
practical joking was in order; and Ar
thur had caught an instantaneous photo
graph, which he exhibited with much 
applause, of Van Kull assisting Mrs. 
Bay over a stone wall. Conversation 
was unnecessary; it was quite enough to 
live and laugh. Much amusement was 
caused by a rustic, at a farm-house where 
they stopped for milk, who first insisted 
that they were the advance-guard of a 
circus, and then would have it that they 
were" travelling" for something-"jer
seys" and men's clothing, he first sug
gested, and then parlor organs and pat
ent medicines. And all the women 
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were so pretty, and so stylish, and so 
sweet-tempered, that Arthur began to 
feel a little bit in love with every one of 
them. 

" But one gets tired of women, after 
a while," said Caryl Wemyss to Arthur, 
at Washington Hollow, where they 
lunched. The inn was an old roadside 
one, at the "four corners," smelling of 
dusty leather and the road, with a large 
bar-room, fit political centre of the sur
rounding district; but the country was 
robed in beautiful green forests, into 
which the others had plunged, and 
came back loaded with wild flowers, 
Mrs. Gower with Lord Birmingham, 
and Haviland and Kitty Farnum last of 
all. For a wonder, Derwent had done 
the polite, and wandered off with Mrs. 
Wilton Hay. Van Kull and Miss Du
val came back laughing over some quaint 
epitaphs they had discovered in what he 
termed a " boneyard" opposite. .. What 
a jolly place this must have been in the 
old days I " said Flossie. "Look at the 
splendid great chimney-places and the 
old ball-room I" And Arthur's memory 
suddenly went back to the ball-room at 
Lem Hitchcock's. But it was summer 
now, and the place was civilized; some 
stranded woman-boarder was playing, 
upon an old piano overhead, one of 
Beethoven's sonatas. 

But, after all, no stops were like the 
rapid riding; the sense of freedom and 
delight of sw;:..eg high over the roll
ing country, . g a panorama of it, 
and being in a little republic of their 
own. Two small roans were leaders to
day, and the chestnuts, being a little 
used up, were in the lighter baggage
wagon, in "spike team" with the cock
horse; for no great hills were expected 
that afternoon. 

Arthur settled himself again to the 
pure delight of life, gazing joyously from 
sky to forest and from forest to the wide 
green carpet of the fields, sweeping by 
them with the changing angles of the 
long Virginia fences. Arthur and Daisy 
Duval were the least bla88 of the party; 
and both drank in the very moments 
with enthusiasm. And when he was 
tired of looking at the swelling hills and 
spaces of the sky, it was pleasant to look 
in her fair face-or, for that matter, at 
any other of the beautiful women about 

him. As for Miss Duval, the world W88 
like an opening treasure-house to her; 
she saw before her all she wanted, and 
had only to grasp her ft11 with full handa. 
Ah I saints and cynics to the contrary, 
this world has happiness for some-
thought Arthur. But what he said was, 
"How lovely that long edge of the forest 
is, Miss Duvall See how boldly the high 
trees rise out of the meadow; I suppose 
it's what the poets call a • hanging wood.' 
La 1i8Ure they call it in French; I have 
always thought it was such a pretty name 
for Mrs. Gower's place." 

.. But you weren't really thinking of 
that, Mr. Holyoke," said she. .. You 
weren't looking at it." 

.. I was looking at 10ur eyes, Mias 
Duval, if you will have It," said Arthur. 
It will be seen that our hero was making 
progress. 

"Dear me I" cried Mrs. Hay, who over
heard this speech, "I shall certainly 
write to Mr. De Witt. Why don't you 
say such intense things to me, Mr. Van 
Kull?" 

"Because I daren't," said Van Kull, 
meaningly. 

" Please-I'll promise not to write to 
Wilton," retorted she. "Poor Wilton I 
he must find it so hot in Washington." 

How pleasant it is to feel ourselves 
moving above the world like gods I How 
pleasant it is, like gods, to make of our 
own rules of conduct our laws of good 
and evil I And what responsibility have 
we for the rest of humanity? They 
should not all attempt to be in fashion. 
Fashion is for us alone-us few, who 
transcend common laws. 

Yet it is relying on the many abiding 
by the humdrum rules of gravity that 
the few can flutter and glitter freely on 
the surface. In the evening there was • 
moon (which shineth alike upon the just 
and on the unjust; particularly the lat
ter, for moonl.ight has no conscience), and 
the warm night attracted them forth 
from the dreary hotel parlor. They 
wandered up the hill, through pastures, 
to where there was a ~ above huge 
chasms of a quarry, carven deep into the 
living rock. Here they met some Ital
ian laborers; they were living in little 
wooden huts about the quarry, with their 
womankind, richly, upon seventy cents a 
day. Their views of lile were much the 
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same as their own. thought Derwent, 
looking at the merry party; with only, 
perhaps, a little less morality, a little 
more religion, these day laborers, than 
had they. 

Caryl Wemyss conversed with them a 
little in their own language, at which 
they were greatly pleased. They were 
citizens, and had come over to make 
their portion of our great democracy j 
but they sighed for the sunny skies of 
Sicily as yet. 

Wemyss was walkingwith Mrs. Gower, 
and as they turned back they found Havi
land sitting with Kitty Farnum on a 
stone wall in the long grass; the moon 
lit up her fair face, and all about them 
lay the petals of a rose that she had 
k:!ed to pieces. .. How like Faust and 

'guerite I " said Mrs. Gower. 
.. Say, rather, Psyche with her Dipsy

chus," said Mr. Wemyss. 
"Who is Dipsychus?" said Flossie 

Gower. 
.. Have you never met him, then?" said 

Wemyss. And coming back, she took 
his arm across the fields. 

Wemyss pressed it gently, and began 
to analyze himself, whether he was in 
love with her or not. It rather 1Iattered 
him to think he was. 

CHAPTER Xx. 

ABTIIUB GOBS BOlD. 

To days were growing unnumbered 
by this time, measure of time being on
ly necessary when one has daily petty 
duties, and existence is not a continu
ous, untroubled joy. .Arthur positively 
bloomed; even Derwent seemed a shade 
less anxious for the souIsof men, and Mr. 
Wem1Bs a point less analytic. And the 
mornmg was one to bring a bit of fresh 
color to the cheek of a very Tannhiuser 
who had been long years jaded with Ve
nus's joys, his dull eyes dazzled with the 
lights of earth again, his ear soothed by 
notes of spring and human love. The 
land was beautiful with bud-promise, 
the air steeJM:d with joyous light of life. 
And the pis came down to breakfast, 
looking each and all a Hebe. 

How the will of the world comes out 
in this-that all that has to do with life, 

new life, charms and attracts us ; that 
all that speaks of over-thought, of over
soul. if you will. is wan and weird
either positively uncanny, or laughable, 
like the chorus of old men in Faust I in
stinctively, we all turn to the Bower, to 
the fresh looks of the young girl, to the 
rosy lips, full of the promise of future 
life. No wrinkled wisdom, no sorrowful 
lines of character, can make up for this. 
The first thoughtless girl we meet shows 
her beau.t~ du diable more than a match 
for all the crow's-feet of the intellect. And 
this is the magnetism of vitality; it is 
your full-blooded man that the masses 
of the world delight to follow. The un
thinking are repelled by too much con
sciousness, as by disease. 

We all have known such sunny mom
ings, when we that are living live, and 
the dead lie dead in their churchyards. 
Gayly the party mounted; and the strong 
horses galloped over the roads. They 
were still in the broad valley of the Hud
son j far behind them lay the river, un
seen, but farther still was visible yet the 
blue film of the Catskills. They crossed 
a broad intervale, and ahead of them was 
a gap in the hills, over which the road 
wound in a sort of pass. And now as 
they galloped up it in the shadow of the 
elms it was as if they had gone through 
a narrow door into a dift'erent country; 
the scene changed, the hills grew small, 
rugged, and broken; the vegetation was 
less rich; they were in New England. 
So marked was it that Wemyss pointed 
out the change; even the color of the 
houses was not the same, nor the look 
of the barns. They were small and neat, 
and painted sternly white; the very 
gates were better hung, and the side
walks more neatly trimmed; the squalid, 
unkempt look was gone, and with it the 
greater luxuriance. One no longer felt 
the vastness of the Continent, but seemed 
to be in an older comer of it, the bars 
not yet let down, where elbow-room was 
less, and ideas and conTentions artifi
cially preserved. The hills were smaller, 
and the trees looked stunted; human 
habitations had a look like an old dress 
which the wearer in her JMlnury still 
struggled to keep neat. .Arthur was re
minded at once of the look of the land 
about the hill-town to which he had 
driven on that day with Gracie. They 
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had crossed the line into Connecticut, 
and the boundary was more marked than 
is wmaJ. in political divisions. Even in 
New York there had been a suggestion 
of the Western prairies; here was none. 
But there was a greater vigor in the air, 
which had a sort of moorland sparkle in 
it; and the talk was livelier than ever. 
They had a long and breezy drive of it, 
and the cock-horse was used many times 
in pulling up the grassy old road, which 
led uncompromisingly up the barren, 
ferny hills. For lunch they stopped at a 
little place called Lakeville, nestling in the 
hills between two clear blue ponds; and 
here John Haviland had to leave them to 
take his train back to the city. In the 
afternoon Arthur was allowed to try his 
hand at driving. having professed to be 
a skilful whip; he sat on the box-seat 
with Miss Farnum, who was very silent, 
and Mrs. Gower and Wemyss had the 
rear seat to themselves. Kill Van Kull 
was allowed to get into the " cabin" and 
go to sleep, a refreshment which he 
averred the country air made most need
ful to him. Behind him on the middle 
seat the party were very noisy, and Ar
thur had much ado to keep his attention 
on the horses, who seemed also to feel 
the tang of the keen soft air. As they 
were going down a crooked hill, longer 
than he had expected, 80 that no shoe 
had been J>ut on, the horses got almost 
beyond his control He gathered the 
four reins together and pulled his best, 
and just managed to keep them in the 
road. The people behind were laughing 
and talking, unconscious of what was 
going on; and Arthur had aJ.ready be
gun to congratulate himself upon his 
escape, when, as they were nearing the 
bottom, he got too far on the outer curve, 
and the heavy wheels sank deep in the 
gravel, still wet with the spring rains. 
One awful moment of mspense, and then 
the ponderous vehicle swayed. heavily~ 
rolled majestically over on ita side. A 
shrill scream resounded behind him-it 
is not the custom for American girls to 
scream-and Mrs. Hay threw her arms 
wildly around Lord Birmingham, with 
the feminine instinct to embrace some
thing in emergencies. But it was of no 
avail; and they all sailed gracefully off 
into the long grass, Arthur still devot
edly hanging to the reins. 

No one was hurt; and after a bare 
pause for reflection, everybody burst 
forth in a roar of laughter. Loudly and 
long they laughed, holding their sides ; 
they were laughing too much to get 
up; one horse was down, and the oth
ers rearing and plunging. Van Kull 
put his head ruefully out of the window 
of the coach that was uppermost and 
contemplated the scene. His hat was 
crushed, he was nigh smothered with 
shawls and veils, and his hair hanging 
down over his eyes, and his head pro
truded slowly, like a disabled jack-in
the-box, amid the merriment of the 
company. 

"Perhaps, when some of you damned 
fools get through laughing," said he, 
without undue emphasis, "you'll find 
time to attend to those leaders." 

Van Kull's remark, though over-forci
ble, was undeniably just; and Derwent 
was already at their heads. The groom 
was also there; and in a few momenta 
the horses were taken out, the coach set 
upright again, and all damage repaired. 
Everyone agreed that the accident was 
in nowise due to Arthur's driving, but 
entirely to the soft bit in the road. 

"These things will happen, you 
know," said Birmingham, good-natured
ly. 

"It's half the fun, I think," said Daisy 
Duval. 

"I thought you'd 'a dumped 'em, air," 
said the groom, "when I see that ere 
soft bit in the road." And as a mark of 
special confidence, Arthur was allowed 
to drive the coach the reat of the way 
into Great Barrington, where they were 
to stop for the night. 

The merriment consequent on their 
disaster did not cease during the after
noon, and Arthur was many times ma
liciously thanked for the diversion he 
had afforded the party. But Mias Far
num, who was still his companion on 
the box, seemed fortunatelt,::uch in
clined to silence as he was' U. In
deed, she had been strangely silent all 
the day. 

The country roads gradually drew 
themselves together and made them
selves into the broad, straight avenue 
that is Great Barrington's main street; 
and up this they swept gayly, about an 
hour before sunset. "'.rhey did not pa88 
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the Judge's old place; but as .Arthur 
heard Mrs. Gower's light laughter be
hind him, the old scene in the garden 
recurred to him at once. It was not 
yet a year ago ; and he remembered now 
that the man she had been driving with 
'W88 Wemyas. 

They drew up merrily before the vil
lage hotel-it seemed so odd to .Arthur 
to be there in his own town; he had 
never associated it with so gay a party
and after a few minutes of preparation 
they started out to see the place. Miaa 
Farnum made pretext of a headache and 
did not go; but the others sauntered 
along beneath the overarching elms. 
To the left the setting ann lay BCl'Oaa 
the intervale in broad gold bars. Ar
thur was walking with Lord Birming
ham and Mrs. Hay. 

Coming back, they met Mrs. Gower at 
the dinner-table. "I am sorry," said 
she, "Miaa Farnum has to go home." 

"Dear me, rm so sorry," said Mrs. 
Hay, politely. 

"What, you don't mean she's going 
to leave us?" said Lord Birmingham, 
blankly. He looked from one to the 
o-ther of the party, as if asking an expla
nation. "She said nothing to me about 
it.," he added, n&'Ively. 

"I have telegraphed to Mrs. Mal
gam to ask her to join us," said Mrs. 
Flossie, hurriedly checking the general 
inclination to laugh that had succeeded 
his lordship's last speech. " You need 
not look so blank, you men-no Jack 
aha1l be left without a Jill." 

"A Jill," said Wemyas, maliciously, 
accentuating the indefinite article, and 
looking at Mrs. Hay. 

"'Pon my word, I think you're very 
insulting," broke in Mrs. Hay, savagely. 
No one could exactly see why; where
upon Van Kull, with much social dex
terity, looked upon Mrs. Hay and sighed. 
Further comment was checked by the 
arrival of Miss Farnum herself, who 
bore her fine face quite as unconsciously, 
a shade more coldly, than usual. And 
then the finer emotions gave place to 
food. 

.Arthur was honored by a seat on Mrs. 
Gower's left; but he was silent through 
the meal, a fact which was maliciously 
attributed to the events of the after
noon. " Don't look upset, Mr. Holyoke, 
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please I" cried Miss Duval "We have 
quite regained our composure." .Arthur 
had not been thinking of the accident 
at all; but he did color again, to be re
minded of it. II It was a soft spot in 
the road, you know," said he. 

II A soft spot in your heart, I much 
suspect," laughed Mrs. Gower. "Mias 
Farnum, you should not have sat with 
him." 

"Who?" said the beauty, briDging her 
gaze to a focus. "Oh," she added, in
dift'erently, "I?" 

"'Pon my word," screamed Mrs. Wil
ton Hay. "You two are too delicious I 
But you're positively too absent-minded 
to be trusted together. Aren't they, 
Mrs. Gower? They might not have 
presence of mind enough not to elope, 
you know." 

Soon after this Miss Farnum left the 
table; and when Arthur followed, he 
found her out upon the doorstep, talk
ing with Lionel Derwent. The ann had 
gone down now, and ita last radiance 
came down upon them from some scar
let clouds. Mias Farnum went in al
most immediately, leaving him with 
Derwent alone. 

"A lovely evening," said he. "Will 
you take a tramp?" 

Arthur hesitated. Then he spoke 
with decision. "Yea. I have a can to 
mak&-won't you come with me? Miss 
Livin~ne, you know, and my cousin, 
Mias Holyoke, are here---do you know 
them?" 

"No," said the other; "but I shall 
like to." 

"Come along, then," said Arthur. 
And they went up the long village street 
until the road began to twist among the 
apple-orchards and they got into the 
dusk that was already at the base of the 
wooded billa. Derwent pulled out a 
brierwood J?ipe and smoked it, and they 
walked in silence. 

At last they came in front of the dig
nified old house, wearing, like a wig, its 
high pitched roof and white balustrade, 
with ita terrace for silk stockings and 
its dreaaed front of quaint old flowers as 
a ru1Be of old lace. The gate creaked 
in ita wonted way; and they walked up 
the familiar gravel-walk. "The ladies 
were at home;» and the two went into 
the large living-room, and found Gracie 
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and Ma.m.ieLivingatone together. Arthur 
shook hands with Mamie, and then, after 
introducing Mr. Derwent, sat down by 
his cousin, leaving Mamie to his friend, 
a proceeding which the latter noticed. 
Derwent t.a.1ked nearly aU the time to 
Mamie, whose little self he read at once, 
but his eyes wandered more than once 
to Gracie and her cousin. Now, Gracie 
Mamie thought a character far simpler 
than herself. They aU sat so near that 
when either pair was silent the other's 
conversation oould be heard. Their call 
bad lasted nearly an hour, when Miss 
Brevier came in, who was there matron
izing the young people, for a few days 
only. Then the oonversation became 
more general, save that Derwent talked 
some half an hour, at the end, with Miss 
Holyoke. It was after ten before they 
rose to go. 

"So you are going to Lenox to-mor
row," said Gracie. "And after that?" 

"After that, I don't know; perhaps I 
shall come here?" 

"I don't think you could bear being 
at the Barrington Hotel,.. said Gracie, 
with a laugh. Arthur bit his lip. 

" Well, I suV,pose a fellow can go 
somewhere," &a.ld he. "I may have to 
go back to the shop. Where do you go, 
Derwent?" 

"I am going out among the Rockies 
of British Columbia, hunting," said he. 
"I wiah you'd come," he added, turning 
to Arthur suddenly, as if the thought 
had then first struck him. 

"Thanks," said Arthur, ill-naturecl1y. 
"Unfortunately, rm nothing but a 
broker's clerk." But his amour propre 
was soothed by the evident increased 
oonsideration that Miss Livingstone bad 
shown him; and even to the last mo
ment she pressed him with questions, 
and hung admiringly upon his history of 
the trip. 

"Who did you say was with you on 
the box when you upset?" she said, as 
they lingered at the doorway. The moon 
was up by this time, bleaching aU the 
colored roses of the terrace in its yellow 
light. 

"Miss Farnum," said Arthur. " But 
I believe Mrs. Malgam takes her place 
to-morrow," he added, carelessly. 

" Oh I" said Mamie. .. I'm fearing 
10u'll be quite too grand to speak to 

me when rm a bud. It And abe ga ..... 
him a look-one of her practised looks 
-out of her very pretty eyes, a look 
that Gracie never oould have oompaBlled. 
Arthur returned it, with the skill of a 
year's experience; meantime, Derwent 
was taking leave of the others, and they 
soon were walking home togeth~that 
is, to the Great Barrington HoteL 

" A charming gir)," said Derwent. 
"Who?" said Arthur, curtly. 
"Miss Livingstone," said the other, 

after a pause. " Your young New York 
girls are such delicate 1l0wers-and yet 
80 hardy, too. And they can be trained 
to almost anything." 

Arthur did not sleep well that night; 
but the morniDg was a lovely one aga.iD. 
They had to wait until the New York 
train arrived, which was not until the 
afternoon, for Mrs. Ma1gam. Kitty FR
num bad started off quietly, early in 
the morning, and Derwent had gone 
with her, meaning to see her safely to 
New Haven, where her maid would meet 
her, and then take the return train back 
with Mrs. Ma1gam. Lord Binningbam 
had been too dull to tbiDk of thls pr0-
ceeding, and was in a vicious humor 
all the dal in oonsequence. Arthur was 
in two mmds about going to see Gracie 
in the morning. But as Birmingham 
sulked all day, there were notmen enough 
without him; so he went to walk with 
Mrs. Hay instead. Mrs. Hay was one of 
those women whose flirting was leas in
tellectual than the American type ; abe 
delighted chidy in appealing to men's 
senses; and her oompany was not en
nobling. 

But in the afternoon appeared Mrs. 
Malga.m, clothed in the loveliest of 
smiles and spring dresses. If she bad 
any grudge against Flossie, she did no~ 
show it; but spoke to her oaressingly, 
and with a certain deference, as from a 
giddy young girl to her chaperone. 
And then, as if her oonscience were 
safely in Flossie's charge, she inaugu
rated a most audacious and ostentatious 
love-a&ir with the peer; that is, abe 
caused him to inaugurate it. Baby 
Malgam never inaugurated an~; 
she only looked as if abe understood 1&. 
A pan of cream, indeed; not milk and 
water; opaque, unfathomable to the eye, 
and yet, perhaps, not deep. W em~ 
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talked with Arthur about it. .. You are 
the only fellow left whom one can talk 
to," said he. .. Birmingham's too dull, 
and Derwent's not a man of the world." 
Arthur's heart warmed to him at once. 
"Baby Malgam," said he, "means to 
beat Mrs. Gower on her own ground." 

This was said on the way to LenOx. 
At five the horses were brought up to 
the door; the brilliant party were again 
in their familjar seats, and bowling 
briskly over the well-made roads. And 
our hero was himself again; and the ex
hilaration of the motion, and the bright 
eyes and rretty dreesea, and the trained 
httery 0 their most desirable owners, 
and the admiration of the populace
to him as to them, was the breath of his 
nostrils. 

.. A woman's looks 
Are barbltd hooks, 
That catch by art 
The Itrongeat heart," 

says the old Elizabethan poet; but they 
swallowed the hooks in those days. 

So they came to Lenox; Lenox, which 
till lately was the Nirvana known only 
to the elect; Lenox, where alone (said 
Wemyss) of all American summer re
sorts did they recognize a gentleman; 
Lenox of the sleepy hills, and sweet 
wild roads, and shady green seclusion. 
Here were the first good roads they had 
seen since they left Mrs. Gower's home; 
and Van Kull "let out" the horses, and 
they galloped like a summer storm. 
And the gayety seemed redoubled since 
Mrs. Malgam's arrival; her merry laugh 
rang incessantly-a laugh which (even 
without a look from her dark eyes) was 
enough to shrivel up one's questionings 
and blow away the doubts and thoughts 
of solitude, or twilight mUBings, like cob
webs in a dark place now open to the 
summer wind. .. After all," said Daisy 
Duval to Arthur, .. Miss Farnum is a 
very pretty girl; but she is not one 
of us." And they all felt as if a cer
tain constraint was removed by her de
parture---all, that is, except Lionel 
Derwent, and pe~£'i Lord Birming
ham. But his 10 ~.P _ was evidently 
drinking in Mrs. Jack Malgam, like some 
new sort of wine; Derwent alone was 
silent and abstracted. So they were 
none of them sorry when he told them 

that he, too, must leave at LenOx. In 
the evening, he got a long walk with Ar
thur, and spoke moat bitterly about 
them all. " As for Mrs. Hay," he said, 
.. she's hardly worth considering; she 
only injures men, and men who are her 
mates. But Mrs. Gower is a woman who 
has succesaively sought and successively 
attained, or appeared to attain, every 
height, every good thing, and every great 
place in turn, in order that she might 
vulgarize it. She has mounted every 
summit but to make it hers. Do you 
see how Mrs. Malgam, and Miss Duval, 
and all the others a{l8 her?" 

Arthur thought him very ill-bred and 
rude to this moat charming hostess, 
and almost dared to say so. Derwent 
pulled out his brierwood pipe, and they 
walked on in silence. 

.. Now," the other went on, "take 
another sort of girl-a girl like your 
friend Miss Holyoke, for instance--" 

.. I don't see what Miss Holyoke has 
to do with the case," said Arthur, goad
ing himself into a passion. And the 
walk ended-purposely, so far as Ar
thur was concerned-in a sort of 
quarrel. Coming back, he found Mrs. 
Ma1gam walking in the lawn of Mrs. 
Gower's cottage, and joined her, and 
found solace after the Englishman's as
perity. 

Mrs. Malgam was dressed in a fault-
1888 summer gown, and her white neck 
shone through its lace covering like a 
snow-bank in the moo~ht. Arthur 
revenged himself by repeating to her all 
Derwent's conversation. 

.. I am glad he's going," said she. 
.. He's the most cynical ~eraon I ever 
met; and I hate cynicism. ' 

.. Who's that you're talking of?" said 
Wemyss, coming up. 

.. Derwent," said Arthur. "We're both 
glad he's going." 

.. Oh, Derwent is quite imposaible," 
said Wemyss. " He's well enough at a 
dinner where they feed the lions, but 
quite out of his place in society. The 
fellow's a crank, too ; just the sort of a 
man who ends by marrying a woman of 
the demi-monde." 

.. By way of reformation, I suppose," 
laughed Mrs. MaIgam. Arthur walked 
with her some time, as Wemyss left up
on this last bon mot; and the next day, 
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when they came together after break
fast, there was no trace of Derwent. 

" Do you know he's a friend of 
Chinese Gordon?" said Lord Birming
ham. 

"I should think, quite possible, " said 
Wemyss. " I hope we'll get a better fel
low in his place-a gentleman, at least," 
he added, 80ttO voce. 
"Th~:'fi he belongs to one of the 

oldest fa .. es in Northumberland, do 
you know," said Mrs. Hay. 

"All rot," said W emyss; .. I believe 
him to be a mere adventurer-nothing 
more." 

" Well," said Flossie, "rve written to 
Tony Duval in his place. " 

"Oh, dear I" cried Daisy. "I hate to 
go about with Tony; or, rather, he says 
he hates to go about with me. He 
says he can't have any fun while rm 
around." 

"He hates to flirt before his little 
sister," laughed Mrs. Gower. II Never 
mind, dear-I think you'll soon be even 
with him." And when Tony Duval ar
rived, all his simple soul went out to 
Mrs. Hay. "She is the finest woman I 
ever saw," he would say to Arthur, al
most with a sigh. And he sent to Long 
Island for his two best blooded horses ; 
and the ftrst day they rode out he spill
ed Mrs. Hay over a four-barred fence, 
just as they were returning, and brought 

the fair burden home in his brawny 
arms. Her eyes uncloaed soon after 
she was in the house; and she was not 
seriously injured. And Arthur. who bad 
indited a telegram to Wilton Hay at 
Washington. sensibly put the despatch 
in his pocket. 

80 the days went by delightfully. 
Arthur had fears that he was sometimes 
the odd man ; but after aU, they seemed 
to like him pretty well; and if even 
Daisy Duval failed him. there were 
other fair in Lenox with no cavaliers 
imported, like the fruit in the hampers, 
from the city. 80 June waned toward 
July. and everyone almost cheered at 
Flossie Gower's proposal that they 
should have one more drive-to Lake 
Geo~before they parted. This new 
excursion was duly clironicled in all the 
newspapers. where Mamie Livingstone, 
eager. and perhaps a little envious, saw 
it. "Mrs. Levison Gower's brilliant 
coaching party-the Earl of Binning
ham-Al-thur· Holyoke, Esq." Arthur 
wrote and got his leave of absence 
extended at the office. They were eesy
going people at the oftlce. 

Meantime. Derwent was II hunting big 
game" out in the Rockies. and CharHe 
Townley was sweltering in the city
"working like a dog, by Jove," he would 
say-at the a&irs of Measrs. Townley 
& Tamms. 

DESPONDENCY. 

By A. Lampman. 

BLow figures in some live remorseless frieze. 
The approaching days, escapeless and ungueased 
With mask and shroud impenetrably dressed; 

Time whose inexorable destinies 
Bear down upon us like impending seas; 

And all the presence of this world, at best 
A sightless giant wandering without rest. 

Aged and mad with many miseries: 

The weight and measure of these things who knows? 
Resting at times beside life's thought-swept stream, 

80bered and stunned with unexpected blows. 
We scarcely hear the uproar. Life doth seem, 

Save for the certain nearness of its :woes, 
Vain and phantasmal as a sick man's dream. 



THE TORCH-RACE. 

By Helen Gray Cone. 

f.W RAVE racer, who hast sped the living light 
With throat outstretched and every nerve R-strain, 
Now on thy left hand labors gray-faced Pain, 

And Death hangs close behind thee on the right. 
Soon flag the flying feet, soon fails the sight, 

With every pulse .the gaunt pursuers gain ; 
And all thy splendor of strong life must wane 

And set into the mystery of night. 

Yet fear not, though in falling, blindness hide 
The hand that snatches, ere it touch the sod, 

The light thy lessening grasp no more controls: 
Truth's rescuer, Truth shall instantly provide: 
This is the torch-race game, that noblest souls 

Play on through time beneath the eyes of God. 

VOL. III.---M 
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CARDINAL NEWMAN. 

By Augustine Birrell. 

are some 
men whose names 
are inseparably 
nnd exclusively 
n.ssociated wit h 
Mo v ements; 
tb re are others 
who are forever 
united in human 
memories wit h 

Places; it is the happy fortune of the 
distinguished man whose name is at 
the top of this page to be able to make 
good both titles to an estate in our minds 
and hearts; for whilst . his fierce intel
lectual energy made him the leader of a 
great Movement, his rare and exquisite 
tenderneBB has married his name to a 
lovely Place. Whenever men's thoughts 
dwell upon the Revival of Church Au
thority in England and America during 
this century, they will recall the Vicar 
of S. Mary's, Oxford, who lived to be
come a Cardinal of Rome, and whenever 
the lover of all things that are quiet 
and gentle and true in life and literature 
visits Oxford he will find himself won
dering whether snap· dragon still grows 
outside the windows of the rooms in 
Trinity where once lived the author of 
the "Apologia." 

The Rev. John Wesley was a distin
guished man, if ever there was one, and 
his name is 8880Ciated with a movement 
certainly as remarkable as, and a great 
deal more useful than, the one connected 
with the name of Newman. Wesley's 
great missionary tours in Devon and 
Cornwall and the wild, remote parts of 
Lancashire lack no single element of 
sublimity. To this day the memories of 
those apostolic journeys are green and 
precious, and the source of strength and 
joy; the portrait of the eager preacher 
hangs up in almost every miner's cot
tage, whilst his name is pronounced with 
reverence by a hundred thousand lips. 
"You seem a very temperate people 
here," once observed a thirsty pedestrian 
(who was, indeed, none other than the 
present writer) to a Cornish miner, 

"how did it happen?" He replied 
solemnly, raising his cap, "There came 
a man amongst us once, and his name 
was John Wesley." Wesley was an Ox
ford man, but he is not much in men's 
thoughts as they visit that city of en
chantment. Why is this? Surely be
cause, great as he was, he lacked charm. 
As we read his Diaries and Letters, we 
are interested, we are moved, but we 
are not pleased. Now Oxford pleases, 
charms, and therefore it is that when we 
allow ourselves a day in her quadrangles 
we find ourselves thinking of Dr. New
man and his Trinity snap-dragon, and 
how the Rev. William James, "sometime 
in the year 1823," taught him the doc
trine of Apostolical Succe88ion in the 
course of a walk round Christchurch 
Meadow, rather than of Wesley and his 
prayer-meetings at Lincoln, which were 
J>roclaimed by the Authorities as savor
mg of sedition. 

A strong personal attachment of the 
kind which springs up from reading an 
Author, which is distilled through his 
pages, and turns his foibles, even his 
follies, into pleasant things we would not 
for the world have altered, is apt to 
cause the reader, who is thus affected, 
to exaggerate the importance of any in
tellectual movement with which the Au
thor happened to be associated. There 
are, I know, people who think this is 
notably so in Dr. Newman's case. Crusty 
men, are to be met who rudely say they 
have heard enough of the Oxford move
ment, and that the time for penning ec
static paragraphs about Dr. Newman's 
personal appearance in the pulpit at S. 
Mary's is over. I think these crusty 
people are wrong. The movement was 
no doubt an odd one in some of its as
pects-it wore a very academic air in
deed, and to be academic is to be ridic
ulous, in the opinion of many. Our 
great Northern Towns lived their grimy 
lives amidst the whirl of their machinery 
quite indifferent to the movement. Our 
huge Non-conformist bodies knew no 
more of the University of Oxford in 
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Cardinal Newman. (From a recent photograph.) 

those days than they did of the Univer- 1888C Taylor wrote two volumes to prove 
sity of Tilbingen. This movement sent that Ancient Christianity was a drivel
no missionaries to the miners, and its ling and childish superstition, and in the 
Tracts were not of the kind that are opinion of some pious Churchmen sue
served suddenly upon you in the streets eeeded in doing so. But for the most 
like legal process-but were in fact bulky part people left the Movement alone, 
treatises stuffed full of the dead lan- unless they happened to be very cleri
guages. London, of course, heard about cally connected or Bishops. " The Bish
the movement, and, so far as she was not ops," says Dr. Newman, "began cbarg
tickled by the comicality of the notion ing against us." But Bishops' charges 
of anythhtg really important happening are amongst the many seemingly im
outside her cab-radius, was irritated by portant things that do not eount in 
it. Mr. Henry Rogers poked heavy fun England. It is said to be the duty of 
at it in the Edinburgh Review. Mr. an Archdeacon to read his Bishop"s 
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Charge, but it is undoubted law that a 
mtmciamus will not be granted to compel 
him to do so. 

But notwithstanding this aspect of 
the case, it was a genuine thought-move
ment in propagating which these long
coated parsons, with their dry jokes, 
strange smiles, and queer notions were 
engaged. They used to drive about the 
country in gigs from one parsonage to 
another, and leave their tmcta behind 
them. They were not concerned with 
the flocka-their message 'W88 to the 
shepherds. As for the dissenters, they 
had nothing to say to them except that 
their very presence in a pariah was a 
plenary argument for the neoesaity of 
the movement. 

The Tractarians met with the usual 
fortune of those who peddle new ideas. 
Some Rectors did not want to be primi
tive-more did not know what it meant, 
but enough were found pathetically 
anxious to read a meaning into their 
services and offices, to make it plain 
that the Tracts really were .. for n and 
not .. against" the times. 

The great p'lot, plan, or purpose, call 
it what you will, of the Tractarian move
ment was to make Ohurchmen believe 
with a personal conviction that the 
Church of England was not a mere Na
tional Institution, like the House of 
Commons or the Game of Cricket, but 
a living branch of that Catholic Church 
which God had from the beginning en
dowed with sacramental gifts and graces, 
with a Priesthood apostolically descend
ed, with a Creed., precise and specific, 
which it was the Ohurch's duty to teach 
and man's to believe, and witli a ritual 
and disciP.!ine to be practised and main
tained WIth daily piety and entire sub
mission. 

These were new ideas in 1883. When 
Dr. Newman was ordained in 1824: he 
has told us he did not look on ordina
tion as a sacramental rite nor did he 
ascribe to baptism any supematural 
virtue. 

It cannot be denied that the Tracta
rians had their work before them. But 
they had forces on their side. 

It is always pleasant to rediscover the 
meaning of words and forms whinh have 
been dulled by long usage. This is 
why etymology is so fascinating. By 
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the .natural bent of our minds we are 
lovers of whatever things are true and 
real We hanker after facts. To get a 
grip of reality is a pleasure so keen
most of our faith is so desperate a 
" make-believe," that it is not to be won
dered at that pious folk should have 
been found who rejoiced to be told that 
what they had been saying and doing 
all the years of their lives really had a 
meaning and a history of ita own. One 
would have to be very unsympathetic 
not to perceive that the time we are 
speaking of must have been a very happy 
one for many a devout soul The dry" 
bones lived - formal devotions were 
turned into joyous acts of faith and. 
piety. The Ohurch became a Living 
Witneaa to the Truth. She could be 
interrogated-she could answer. The 
old Oalendar was revived, and Saint's 
Day followed Saint's Day, and Beason 
8e8aon in the sweet procession of the 
Ohriatian Year. Pretty girls got up 
early, made the sign of the Cross, and, 
unacared. by devils, tripped ac1'OB8 the 
dewy meadows to Co'inmunion. Grave 
men read the Fathers and found them
selves at home in the Fourth Century. 

A great writer had, so it appears, all 
unconsciously prepared the way for this 
Neo-Catholicism. Dr. Newman has never 
forgotten to pay tribute to Sir Walter 
Scott. 

Sir Walter's work has proved to be of 
so permanent a character, his insight 
into all things Scotch 80 deep and true, 
and his human worth and excellence so 
rare and noble, that it has hardly been 
worth while to remember the froth and 
etrervescence he at first occasioned; but 
that he did create a movement in the 
Oxford direction is certain. He made 
the old Oatholic times interesting. He 
was not indeed, like the Tractarians, a 
man of .. primitive" mind, but he was 
romantic, and it all told. For this we 
have the evidence not only of Dr. New
man (a very nice obae~er~, but also of 
the delightful, the beWItching, the never 
su:fJiciently to be praised George Borrow 
-Borrow, the Friend of Man, at whose 
bidding Lassitude and Languor strike 
their tents and flee, and Health and 
Spirits, Adventure and Human Comrade
ship take up the reins of life, whistle to 
the ho1"88B, and away you go t 
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Borrow has indeed, in the Appendix 
to the II Romany Rye," written of Sir 
Walter after a fashion for which I hope 
he has been forgiven. A piece of invec
tive more terrible, more ungenerous, 
more savagely and exultingly cruel, is 
nowhere to be found. I shudder when 
I think of it. Bad another written it, I 
could easily have brought myself to spit 
upon his tomb. Nothing he ever wrote 
should be in the same room with the 
" Heart of Midlothian," II Redgauntlet," 
and "The Antiquary!' But I am not 
going to get angry with George Borrow. 
1 say at once-I cannot aftOrd it. But 
neither am I going to quote from the 
Appendix. God. forbid I I can find 
elsewhere what will suit my purpose 
just as well Readers of "Lavengro" 
will remember the man in black. It 
is hard to forget him, the scandalous 
creature, or his story of the ironmon
gar's daughter at Birmingham "who 
screeches to the piano the Lady of the 
Lake's hymn to the Virgin Mary, always 
weeps when Mary Queen of Scots is 
mentioned, and fasts on the anniversary 
of the death of that very wise martyr, 
Charles L Why, said the man in black, 
I would engage to convert such an idiot 
to popery in a week, were it worth my 
trouble. 0 Cavaliere Gualtereo, avete 
latta molto in favore della Santa 8ede." 

Another precursor was Coleridge, who 
(amongst other things) called attention to 
the writings of the e&rlier Anglican di
vines-someof whom were men of primi
tive tempers and Catholic aspirations. 
Andrews and Laud, Jackson, Bull, Ham
mond and Thorndyke--sound divines to 
a man-found the dust brushed off them. 
The second-hand booksellers, a wily and 
observant race, became alive to the fact 
that though Paley and Warburton, 
Horsley and Hoadley, were not worth 
the broWD paper they came wrapped up 
in, seventeenth-century theology would 
bear being marked high. 

Thus was the long Polar Winter that 
had. befallen Anglican theology broken 
up, and the icebergs began moving 
about after a hap-hazard and even dan
gerous fashion-but motion is always 
something. 

What has oome to the Movement? It 
is hard to say. Its great leader has 
written a book of fascinating interest to 

prove that it was not a genuine Angli
can movement at all ; that it was foreign 
to the National Church, and that neither 
was its life derived from, nor was its 
course in the direction of, the National 
Church. But this was after he bjmaeH 
had joined the Church of Rome. No
body, however, ventured to contradict 
him, nor is this surprising when we re
member the profusion of argument and 
imagery with which he supported his 
case. 

A point was reached, and then things 
were allowed to drop. The Church of 
Rome received some distinguished con
verts with her usual well-bred composure 
and gave them little things to do in their 
new places. The Tracts for the Times, 
neatly bound, repose on many shelves. 
Tract No. 90, that fierce bomb-shell 
which once scattered confusion through 
clerical circles, is perhaps the only bit 
of Dr. Newman's writing one does not, 
on thinking of, wish to sit doWD at 
once to re-read. The fact is that the 
movement, as a movement with a ter
minus ad quem, was fairly beaten by a 
power fit to be matched with Rome her
self-John Bullism. John Bull could 
not be got to 88Bume a Catholic de
meanor. When his judges denied that 
the grace of Baptism was a dogma of his 
faith, Bull, instead of behaving as did 
the people of Milan when Ambrose was 
persecuted by an.Aria.n government, was 
hugely pleased, clapped his thigh and 
exclaimed, through the mouth of Lord 
John Russell, that the ruling was II sure 
to give general satisfaction, JJ as indeed it 
did. 

The work of the movement can still 
be seen in the new spirit that has de
scended upon the Church of England 
and in the general heightening of Church 
Principles-but the movement itself is 
no longer to be Been, or much of the 
temper or modes of thought of the 
Tractarians. The High Church Clergy
man of to-day is no l'heologian-he is 
an Opportunist. The Tractarian took 
his stand upon Antiquity-he labored 
his points, he was always ready to prove 
his Rule of Faith and to define his p0si
tion. His SUCC8SBOr, though he has ap
propriated the results of the struggle, 
does not trouble to go on waging it. 
He is as a rule no great reader--you 

--~~-~~- - -- .-~-~---~-~--~---------... 
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may often search his scanty library in 
vain for the works of Bishop Jackson. 
. Were you to ask for them it is quite 
posaible he would not know to what 
Bishop of that name you were referring. 
He is as hazy about the Hypostatic 
Union as are many laymen about the 
Pragmatic Sanction. He is all for the 
People and for filling his Church. The 
devouring claims of the Church of Rome 
do not disturb his peace of mind. He 
thinks it very rude of her to dispute the 
validity of his orders-but then for
eigners are rude I And so he goes on 
his hard-working way, with his high 
doctrines and his early services, and has 
neither time nor inclination for those 
studies that lend sapport to his priestly 
pretension&. 

This temper of mind has given us 
peace in our time and has undoubtedly 
promoted the cause of Temperance and 
other good works; but some day or 
another the old questions will have to 
be gone into again and the Anglican 
claim to be a Church. Visible, Continu
ous, Oatholic, and Gifted, investigated
probably for the last time. 

Oynics may declare that it will be but 
a storm in a teacup-a dispute in which 
none but "women, priests, and peers It 
will be called upon to take part-but it 
is not an obviously wise policy to be 
totally ind.ift'erent to what other people 
are thinking about - simply because 
your own thoughts are running in other 
directions. 

But all tpis is really no concern of 
mine. My object is to call attention to 
Dr. Newman's writings from a purely 
literary point of view. 

The ciharm. of Dr. Newman's style 
necessarily 'baftles description: as well 
might one seek to analyze the fragrance 
of a 1l0wer, or to expound in words the 
jumping of one's heart when a beloved 
friend unexpectedly enters the room. 
It is hard to describe charm. Mr. Mat
thew Arnold, who is a poet, gets near it : 

.. And what but gentlen888 untired, 
And what but noble feeling warm, 

Wherever seen, bowe'er Inspired, 
Is grace, is charm? .. 

One can of course heap' on words. Dr. 
Newman's style is pellucid, it is ani
mated, it is varied; at times icy cold, it 

oftener glows with a fervent heat; it 
employs as its obedient and well-trained 
servant a vast vocabulary, and it does so 
always with the ease of the educated 
gentleman, who by a sore instinct ever 
avoids alike the ugly pedantry of the 
bookworm, the forbidding accents of 
the lawyer, and the stift' conceit of the 
man of scientific theory. Dr. New
man's sentences sometimes fall upon the 
ear like well-considered and final judg
ments, each word being weighed and 
counted out with dignity and precision; 
but at other times the demeanor and 
language of the Judge are hastily aban
doned, and substituted for them we 
encounter the im:petuous torrent--the 
captivating rhetonc, the brilliant imag
ery, the frequent examples, the repeti
tion of the same idea in dil'erent words, 
of the eager and accomplished advocate 
addreeaing men of like paesioDS with 
bjmself. 

Dr. Newman always aims at eJfect and 
never misses it. He writes as an orator 
speaks, straight at you. His object is 
to convince, and to convince by engag
ing your attention, exciting your inter
est, enlivening your fancy. It is not 
his general practice to address the pure 
reason. He knows (he well may) how 
little reason has to do with men's con
victions. .. I do not want," he says, .. to 
be converted by a smart syllogism." In 
another place he observes .. the heart is 
commonly reached not through the rea
son-but thro~h the imagination by 
means of direct lIDpressions, by the tes
timony of facta and events, bl history 
and by description. Persona in1luence 
us, voices melt us, books subdue us, 
deeds in1lame us." I have elsewhere 
ventured upon a comparison between 
Burke and Newman. Both men, despite 
their sabtlety and learning and super-' 
refinement, their love of fine points and 
their splendid capacity for stating them 
in language so apt as to make one's ad
miration breathlellB, took very broad, 
common-sense, matter-of-fact views of 
humanity, and ever had the ordinary 
man and woman in mind as they spoke 
and wrote. Politics and Religion ex
isted in their opinion for the benefit of 
plain folk, for Richard and for Jane, or, 
m other words, for living bundles of 
hopes and fears, doubts and certainties, 
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prejudices and paaaiona. Anarchy and 
Atheism are in their opinion the two 
great enemies of the Human Race. How 
are they to be frustrated and confound
ed, men and women being what they 
are? Dr. Newman, secluded as has 
been his life. has always got the world 
in his eye j its unceasing roar sounds in 
his ear as does the murmur of ocean 
in the far inland shell In one of his 
Catholio Sermons, the sixth of his DiB
courses to Mixed Congregations, there 
is a gorgeous piece of rnetorio in whioh 
he describes the people looking in at 
the shop-windows and reading advertise
ments in the newapap8l'fJ. Many of his 
pages positively glow with light and 
heat and color. One is at times re
minded of Fielding. And all this com
paring, and distinguishing, and illus
trating, and appealing, and describing 
is done with the praotiaed hand of a 
consummate writer and orator. He is as 
subtle as Gladstone, and as moving as 
Erskine ; but whereas Gladstone is often 
clumsy and Erskine is sometimes ornde, 
Newman is never clumay, Newman is 
never crude, but always graceful, always 
mellowed. . 

Humor he poaaeases in a marked de
gree. A quiet humor, of course, as be
fits his sober profession and the gravity 
of the subjects on whioh he loves to dis
course. It is not the humor that is 
founded on a lively sense of the Incon
gruous. This kind, though the moat de
lightful of all, is apt, save in the hands 
of the great Masters, the men whom you 
can count upon your fingers, to get to 
wear a slightly professional aspect. It 
happens unexpectedly, but all the same 
we expect it to happen, and we have got 
our laughter ready. Newman's quiet 
humor always takes us' unawares and 
is aooepted gratefully, partly on account 
of its intrinsio excellence, and partly 
because we are glad to find that the 

"Pilgrim pale with Paul', aad girdle bound" 

has room for mirth in his heart. 
In Sarcasm Dr. Newman is pre-emi

nent. Here his extraordinary powers 
of compression, which are little short of 
marvellous in one who has also suoh a 
talent for expansion, come to his aid 
and enable him to squeeze into a couple 

of sentences pleadings, argument, judg
ment, and execution. Had he led the 
secular life, and adopted a parliamen
tary career he would have been simply 
terrifio, for his weapons of oft'ence are 
both numerous and deadly. His sen
tenoea stab-his invective destroys. The 
pompous high-placed imbecile, mouth
mg his platitudes, the wordy 80phister 
with his oven full of half-baked thoughte. 
the ill-bred rhetorician with his taw
dry aphoriama, the heartless ~pro
duoing satirist would have gone down 
before his aword and spear. But God 
was merciful to these sinners: Newman 
became a Priest, and they Privy CoUD
oillol'fJ. 

And lastly, all these striking qualities 
and gifts 1loot about in a pleasant a~ 
mo~here. .As there are some days even 
in .England when merel1 to go out and 
breathe the common air IS joy, and when, 
in consequence, that grim tyrant, our 
bosom's lord 

co su, UghU,ln hla throne," 

so, to take up almost anyone of Dr. 
Newman's books, and they are happily 
numerous-between twenty and thirty 
volumes-is to be led away from .. evil 
tongues," and the "aneeraofaelfishmen," 
from the mud and the mire, the shov
ing and pushing that gather and grow 
round the pig-troughs of life, into a di
viner ether, a purer air, and is to spend 
your time in the company of one who, 
though he may sometU:o.es astonish, 
yet never fails to make you feel (to use 
Carlyle's worda about a very ditferent 
Author) .. that IOU have paaaed your 
evening well an nobly, as in a temple 
of wisdom, not ill and d.isgraoefully as 
in brawling tavern auprer-rooms with 
fools and noisy persona.' 

The tendency to be egotistical noticea
ble in some persons who are free from 
the faintest taint of egotism is a ten
denoy hard to account fOl'-but delight
ful to watch. 

.. Anything, OJ says glorious John Dry
den, .. though ever so little, which a man 
speaks of himself-in my opinion, is 
still too much." A sound opinion moat 
surely, and yet how interesting are the 
personal touches we find aoattered up 
and down Dryden's noble prefaces. SO 

-- - --- ---- - -- -- ------
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'With Newman - his dignity, his self
restraint, his taste, are all the greatest 
stickler for a stiB upper lip and the 
consumption of your own smoke could 
desire, and yet the personal note is fre
quently sounded. He is never afraid to 
strike it whenever the ~ect harmony 
that exists between his character and 
his style demands its sound, and so it 
has come about that we love what he 
has written because he wrote it, and we 
love him who wrote it because of what 
he has written. 

I now approach by far the pleasantest 
part of my task, namely, the selection of 
two or three passages from Dr. New
man's books by way of illustrating 
what I have taken the liberty to say 
are notable characteristics of his style. 

Let me begin with a chance specimen 
of the precision of his language. The 
passage is from the prefatory Notice the 
Cardinal prefixed to the Rev. William 
Palmer's .. Notes of a Visit to the Rus
sian Church in the Years 1840,1841." 
It is dated 1882, and is consequently the 
writing of a man over eighty years of 
age: .. William Palmer was one of those 
earnest-minded and devout men, forty 
years since, who, deeply convinced of 
the great truth that our Lord had. insti
tuted, and still acknowledges and pro
tects, a Visible Church-one, individual, 
and integral-Catholic, as spread over 
the Earth, Apostolic, as coeval with the 
Apostles of Christ, and Holy, as being 
the dispenser of His Word and Sacra
ments-oonsidered it at present to exist 
in three main branches, or rather in a 
triple presence, the Latin, the Greek, 
and the Anglican, these three ";~~:ne 
and the same Church, distin . ble 
from each other by secondary, fortuitous, 
and local, though important character
istics. And whereas the whole Church 
in its fulne88 was, as they believed, at 
once and severally Anglican, Greek, and 
Latin, 80 in turn each one of those three 
was the whole Church; whence it fol
lowed that, whenever anyone of the 
three was present, the other two, by the 
nature of the case, was absent, and there
fore the three could not have direct re
lations with each other, as if they were 
three substantive bodies, there being no 
real difference between them except the 
external accident of place. Moreover 

since, as has been said, on a given terri
tory there could not be more than one 
of the three, it followed that Christians 
generally, wherever they were, were 
bound to recognize, and had a claim to 
be recognized by that one; ceasing to 
belong to the Anglican Church, as An
glican, when they were at Rome, and 
ignoring Rome, as Rome, when they 
found themselves at Moscow. Lastly, 
not to acknowledge this inevitable out
come of the initial idea of the Church, 
viz., that it was both everywhere and 
one, was bad logic, and to act in opposi
tion to it was nothing abort of setting 
up altar against altar, that is the hide
ous sin of schism., and a sacrilege. This 
I conceive to be the formal teaching of 
An licanism." 

:.the most carefully considered judg
ments of Lord Westbury or Lord Cairns 
may be searched in vain for finer ex
amples of stern accuracy and beautiful 
aptue88 of language. 

For examples of what may be called 
Newman's oratorical rush, ODe has not 
far to look-tho~h when torn from their 
context and depnved of their conclusion 
they are robbed of three-fourths of their 
power. Here is a passage from his 
Second Lecture addressed to the Angli
can Party of 1838. It is on the Life of 
the National Church of England. 

"Doubtless the national religion is 
alive. It is a great power in the midst of 
us, it wields an enormous in1luence ; it 
represses a hundred foes; it conducts a 
hundred undertakings. It attracts men 
to it, uses them, rewards them ; it has 
thousands of beautiful homes up and 
down the country where quiet men may 
do its work ana benefit its people; it 
collects vast sums in the shape of volun
tary 06erings, and with them it builds 
churches, ~rints and distributes innu
merable Bibles, books, and tracts, and 
BUBtains missionaries in all parts of the 
Earth. In all parts of the :Earth it op
poses the Catholic Church, denounces 
her as anti-christian, bribes the world 
against her, obstructs her influence, 
apes her authority, and confuses her 
evidence. In all parts of the world it is 
the religion of gentlemen, of scholars, 
of men of substance, and men of no per
sonal faith at all J1 this be life, if it be 
life to impart a tone to the court and 
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houses of Parliament, to ministers of 
state, to law and literature, to mUver
sities and schools, and to society,-if it 
be life to be a principle of order in the 
population, and an organ of benevolence 
and almsgiving towards the poor,-if it 
be life to make men decent, respectable, 
and sensible, to embellish and reform 
the family circle, to deprive vice of its 
grossness and to shed a glow over ava
rice and ambition,-if indeed it is the 
life of religion to be the first jewel in the 
Queen's crown, and the highest step of 
her throne, then doubtless the National 
Church is replete, it over1lows with life ; 
but the question has still to be answered, 
Life of what kind ? " 

For a delightful example of Dr. New
man's, humor, which is largely if not 
entirely a playful humor. I will remind 
the reader of the celebrated imaginary 
speech against the British Constitution 
attributed to "a member of the imUor 
branch of the Potemkin family, and 
supposed to have been delivered at 
Moscow in the year 1850. It is too 
long for quotation, but will be found in 
the first of the "Lectures on the Pres
ent Position of Oatholics in EngJand." 
The whole book is one of the best hu
mored books in the English language. 

Of his sarcasm, the following example, 
well known as it is, must be given. It 
occurs in the Essay on the "Prospects 
of the Anglican Church," which 18 re
printed from the "British Oritio" in the 
first volume of the "Essays Oritical and 
HistoricaL " 

"In the present day mistiness is the 
mother of wisdom. A man who can set 
down half-a-dozen general propositions, 
which escape from destroying one an
other only by being diluted into tru
isms, who can hold the balance between 
opposites so skilfully as to do without 
fulorum or beam, who never enunciates 
a truth without guarding himself from 
being supposed to exolude the oontra
dictory, who holds that Scripture is the 
only authority-yet that the Ohurch is 
to be deferred to, that faith only justi
fies, yet that it does not justify without 
works, that grace does not depend on 
the sacraments, yet is not given without 
them, that bishops are a divine or
dinance-yet those who have them 
not are in the same religious condition 

as those who have-this is your safe 
man and the hope of the Church; this 
is what the Church is said to want, Dot 
party men, but sensible, temperate. 
sober. well-judging persons to guide it 
through the ohannel of No-meaning~ 
between the Scylla and Charybdis of 
Aye and No. But, alas I reading seta 
men thinking. They will not keep 
standing in that very attitude, which 
you please to call sound Church-of-Eng
landism or orthodox Protestantism. It 
tires them, it is so very awkward, and 
for the life of them-they cannot con
tinue in it long together, where there is 
neither article nor canon to lean against 
- they cannot go on forever standing 
on one leg, or sitting without a chair, or 
walking with their legs tied, or grazing 
like Tityrus's stags on the air. Pr0m
ises imply conc1uaioD&---germs lead to 
developments; principles have issues; 
doctrines lead to action." 

Of the personal note to which I have 
made reference-no examples need or 
should be given. Such things must 
not be transplanted from their own 
homes. 

" The delicate shells lay ou the shore i 
The bubbles of the latest wave 
Fresh pearl to their enamel gave; 
And the bellowing of the savage sea 
Greeted their saCe escape to me. 
I wiped away the weeds and foam 
And bronght my .pa-bom treasures home: 
But the poor. unsightly noisome thiugs 
Had left their beauty on the ahore, 
With the aun and the sand aud the wild 

uproar." 

If I may suppose that this paper may 
be read by someone who is not yet ac
quainted with Newman's writings I 
would advise him, unless he is bent on 
theolo~, to begin not with the "Ser
mons,' not even with the " Apologia, .. but 
with the "Lectures on the Present Posi
tion of Oatholics in England." Then let 
him take up the Lectures "On the Idea 
of an University" and on "University 
Subjects." These may be followed by 
.. Discussions and Arguments," after 
which he will be well diSposed to read 
the Lectures on the "Di1Bculties felt by 
Anglicans. " If after be has despatched 
these volumes he is not infected with 
what one of those charging Bishops 
called .. Newmania," he is possessed of a 
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dew of Obtuseness no wit of man can 
drive out. 

Of the strength of Dr. Newman's 
philosophical position, which he has ex
plained in his .. Grammar of Assent," it 
would ill become me to speak. He 
there strikes the shield of John Locke. 
Non nostrum esl tanlas componere lite8. 
But it is difficult even for the most ig
norant of us not to have shy notions and 
lurking suspicions even about such big 
subjects and great men. Locke main
tained that a man's belief in a proposi
tion really depended upon and bore a 
relation to the weight of evidence forth
coming in its favor. Dr. Newman as
serts that certainty is a quality of prop
ositions and he has discovered in man 
" an illative sense" whereby conclusions 
are converted into dogmas and a meas
ured concurrence into an unlimited and 
absolute assurance. This mative Sense 
is hardly a thing (if I may use an ex
pression for ever associated with Lord 
Macaulay) to be cocksure about. 
Wedges, said the medialval mechanic to 
his pupils, split wood by virtue of a 
wood-splitting quality in wedges-but 
now we are indisposed to endow wedges 
with qualities, and if not wedges-why 
propositions? But the "Grammar of 
Assent" is a beautiful book, and with a 
quotation from it I will close my quota
tions: "Thus it is that Christianity is 
the fulfilment of the promise made to 
Abraham and of the Mosaic revelations j 

this is how it has been able from the 
first to occupy the world and gain a 
hold on every class of human society to 
which its preachers reached; this is why 
the Roman power and the multitude of 
religions which it embraced could not 
stand against it j this is the secret of its 
sustained energy, and its never-flagging 
martyrdoms; this is how at present it 
is so mysteriously potent, in spite of the 
new and fearful adversaries which beset 
its path. It has with it that gift of 

stanching and healing the one deep 
wound of human nature, which avails 
more for its success than a full encyclo
pmdia of scientific knowledge and a 
whole library of controversy, and there
fore it must last while human nature 
lasts. " 

It is fitting that our last quotation 
should be one which leaves the Cardinal 
face to face with his Faith. 

Dr. Newman's poetry cannot be pass
ed over without a word-though I am 
ill-fitted to do justice to it. " Lead, 
kindly Light" has forced its way into 
every hymn-book and heart. Those who 
go, and those who do not go to church, 
the fervent believer and the tired-out 
sceptic here meet on common ground. 
The language of the Verses in their in
tense sinceritl seems to reduce all human 
feelings, whetller fed on dogmas and holy 
rites or on man's own sad heart, to a 
common denomina.tor. 
.. The night ia dark, and I un far from home, 

Lead thou me on." 

The Believer can often say no more. 
The Unbeliever will never willingly say 
less. 

Amongst Dr. Newman's "Verses on 
Various Occasions" (though in some 
cases the earlier Versions to be met with 
in the "Lyra Apostolica" are to be pre
ferred to the later) poems will be found 
by those who look, conveying sure and 
certain evidence of the possession by the 
poet of the true lyrical gift-though 
almost cruelly controlled by the course 
of the poet's thoughts and the nature of 
his subjects. One is sometimes con
strained to cry "Ob, if he could only get 
out into the wild blowing airs, how his 
pinions would sweep the skies," but such 
thoughts are unlicensed and unseemly. 
Tha.t we have two such religious poets 
as Cardinal Newman and Miss Christina 
Rossetti is or ought to be matter for 
sincere rejoicing. 



AN EVENING FANTASY. 

By William A. Leab)'. 

[!J THINK my spirit is in the wild sea-bird 
'. That o'er the wave 6ies foraging. I bathe 

My bosom in the surf. Strange phantoms gird 
My phantom 6ight. Strange forms my forehead swathe. 

Amid the waters in the everglooms 
Dim, dim below, dwelleth the race of man, 

Poor coral-builders in the sea of time, 
Whom wrathful doom, or that ancestral ban 

The moss-hid legends say, amid this slime 
With death in hideous revelry entombs. 

In vain, 0 Death I they cease not. They bequeath 
Themselves, insculptured in eternal stone, 

To be the pillars of new lives that breathe 
And 1I0urish o'er them. Thus from zone to zone 

The godlike temple of their race they rear. 
Oh, Atlas on his heavy shoulders held 

No grander burden than a man inwrought 
Into that tower the generations build 

Skyward to their hoped heaven, where Death, outfought, 
Shall vanish, ana Pain break his wounding spear. 

The day is near. The winds' invisible hands 
O'erstrew the ledge with soil. Sweet showers and spray, 

Descending, do enrich the barren sands 
To banks thick-grown and 1I0ral with the May. 

Now hillsides and the wavy-bosomed lea 
Pour forth a magic bloom. Nor lack clear lakes, 

Nor woodlands green, nor arches for the bower 
Of virgin love, nor songsters in the brakes, 

To make most fair this odorous ocean 1I0wer, 
That blossomed from the bottom of the sea j-

This island-garden of the sweet to-morrow, 
(Who are the cowards that gaze ahead with fears?) 

Whose only sorrow is the dearth of sorrow, 
That Love no more can melt away its tears; 

Where, never older than the roses are 
That through the green their ripeness just unfold, 

Men dwell with Good and Beauty, and still chase 
The lIying woodland footfall to behold 

Amid the glooms, at last, Truth's heavenly face 
Revealed, like the bursting of a star. 
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By George H. jessop. 

L 

~ •• S~ HAD snatched a 
fortnight's va c a
tion, a few days be
fore Christmas, and 
was on my way to 

~~~~~ ~duwi~Tom 
Kavanagh, perhaps 
~eoldestanddear

est friend I had on earth. We had been 
school-boys toge~er, and had kept u? 
our inti~ to more purpose ~ 18 
usual in such friendships. When I was 
at Oxford, Tom's regiment was quartered 
at Aldershot, and we saw a good deal of 
each o~er, visited Epsom toge~er and 
lost more money thaD ei~er of us could 
aif'ord. As boys, we had bo~ made up 
our minds to go into ~e army ; Tom 
carried out his programme, but circum
stances forced me to ~e University and 
afterward to the bar. The army, as 
my fa~er was never tired of informing 
me, was no provision, and I could not 
aif'ord it. To tell the tru~ neither 
could Tom; but he had only a widowed 
mo~er to deal with-dear old lady, it 
must be eight years sinoe she died;
besides Tom had expectations, and I had 
none. I have often acknowledged since 
that my govemor was right. I have not 
the figure for a cavalry officer, and I had 
rather face the Lord Chancellor any 
day than an Afghan or a Zulu; but at 
~e time I thought myself hardly used. 
NevertheleBB I ate my dinners at the In
ner Temple wi~ very fair appetite, got 
~ugh my work at a conveyancer's 
office, and contrived to see a good deal 
of Tom Kavanagh in ~e mean,!,hile. 
He kept a spicy liWe trap, I remember, 
however he managed it, and we never 
missed a pigeon day at Hurlingham. 

Then Tom's regiment was ordered to 
India, and I saw nothing of him for
let me see-ten years, every day of it. 
How ~e time slips away when a man 
has passed five and thirty I In all those 
years I never met myoId pal, and I 
heard of him but seldom. His name 

was in orders once or twice, but he did 
not return to England. I followed his 
career with interest, however, and was 
as much pleased ~e day he got his 
troop as if I had taken silk myself. 
Then his ship came home-metaphor
ically, actually-in every sense of the 
word. The" expectations" which had 
been used as an argument in favor of 
his superior fitness for a mili~ life 
took shape at last, and characteristically 
enough, Captain Kavanagh ~ereupon 
promptly left ~e service. He came 
home, settled down, and married. He 
looked me up in London every day 
during his bnef stay in town, was sin
cerell and unaif'ectedly glad to see me, 
and Jll8isted on my stealing a week to 
visit him at Christmas. 

I should have mentioned that the Ie ex
pectations" which had done so much to 
shape my friend's career came from a 
misan~pio and eccentric uncle whom 
Tom had never seen. ~ old gentle
man had lived a life of celibacy and 
strictest retirement in the wilds of Gal
way, and had announced his intention 
of leaving Master Tom everything if 
that young officer should make no 
attempt to see him during his life
an obviously easy condition which the 
heir-expectant implicitly observed. Ie I 
wouldn't worry my dear uncle for the 
world, Ned," he has often said to me 
with a grin ; "the old gentleman objects 
to legacy-hunters; 111 take him at his 
word; this is a match that plays itself; 
and the only kind of game that's worth 
bagging without stalking it, is a fort-
une." 

Old Peter Kavanagh was as good as 
his word, and his dea~ the year before 
had left Tom master of some six thou
sand pounds a year, a house in London, 
and an estate in Connemara. 

And that is how I, Edward Leslie, 
Esq., of the Inner Temple, barristel'-at
law, came to be crossing ~e Irish Chan
nel on that extremely disagreeable De
cember night. 

A fine, misty rain was blotting out ~e 
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ftunted prospect of the Wicklow hills as nons district at beet, and not rendered 
we steamed up the Lift'ey. I have heard livelier by the prevailing hue of the 
Dublin Bay described. as one of the most overcast skies, and the incessantlv faU
beautiful in the world, but though I ing rain. It was not till we appro8.ch.ed 
have entered. it three times, I cannot the Shannon at Athlone that the dead 
say I have ever seeD it. Poor Erin has level gave place to rolling hills and the 
her woes, as she is fond of telling the . acenerl. began to take on a J>leasantly 
world, and no doubt that is the reason diversified aspect. By that time it had 
why she generally welcomes her visitor grown too dark for sight-seeing, and I 
with tears. leaned back in the corner of the carriage 

I was not inclined to be captions, how- discontentedly enough. Still, I was 
ever. The Violet moved along on an nearing my journey's end, and the 
even keel, and I ventured to creep out thought of the hearty welcome that was 
on deck with my fellow sufferers. But awaiting me was enough to dissipate a 
ml patience was subjected to a severe legion of even bluer devils than my mis
trial on landing. The boat was un- managed. trip had conjured. up. Tom 
usually crowded, and the facilities for Kavanagh would be there-jolly, hearty, 
handling luggage struck me as entirely and handsome, and his wife-I won
inadequate. Before I could rescue my dared. what she would be like. To one 
modest belongings from the general con- thing I had made up my mind I would 
fusion, and bestow them on a cab, my take the utmost possible enjoyment out 
watch told me that I had already missed of my fortnight's vacation; I would 
the train I had intended to take. There leave all thoughts of briefs and latifats 
was nothing for it but to drive to a in my locked-up chambers; I would 
hotel and wait for the next with such have a hot corner at the cover-ahooting 
patience as I could command. to-morrow, and see if my hand had lost 

A few minutes later I was sheltered. all its former cunning. Of late, I had 
from the rain that had never ceased. fall- had little practice, but ten or a dozen 
ing since we had sighted the Irish coast, years ago I was considered. more than 
and my ill-humor was rapidly thawing a fair shot. Never to be compared to 
out under the infiuence of a good break- Tom Kavanagh, to be sure, who was 
fast. one of the deadliest marksmen with any 

A consultation of time-tables showed species of 1ire-arm I have ever seen; 
that the 1irst train available for my pur- but then Tom was accustomed to be 
pose left at one P.lL, so I had a long fore- king of his company where sporting 
noon on my hands. I sent a telegram matters were concerned I had no 
to Tom Kavanagh, stating that I had doubt but that I should acquit myself 
been delayed and would come on by the at least respectably, for I was thorough
one o'clock express. I wandered to the ly fond of a good day with the beaters. 
door of the hotel eve'r'[ half-hour or so As I quitted the train at the little rural 
and searched the sky m vain for some station to which I had been directed to 
prospect of clearing; I anathematized take my ticket, life looked far rosier 
my travelled friend who had suggested than it had seemed to me in Dublin. 
the North Wall route, as often as I re- A smart;..looking groom touched his 
fleeted that the mail boat would have hat to me as I stepped on the platform. 
landed me in time, and that was not .. Gentleman for '!runybeg, 8U"? .. 
seldom; and, on the whole, passed as I answered. in the aftirmative and saw 
dreary a morning as any I remember. my light luggage transferred. to a hand
It was with no small. feeling of relief som~ appointed dog-cart which stood, 
that I climbed into my vehicle and re- with lighted lamps, in the miry road be
BlUDed my interrupted journey to the hind the station. A tall, rakish-looking 
BroadBtone. bay horse was between the shafts, and 

Irish trains, as a rule, are not rapid as he tossed his head and rattled the 
travellers, and the country was flat, dull, silver-mounted harness, I thought to 
and uninteresting. I afterward learned myself that ten years of Indian tats had 
that the 1irst half of my journey lay not vitiated. my friend's judgment at 
through the bog of Allen-a monoto- horse-flesh. 
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.. Beg pardon, S11'; I'll see if there's jected from the front door, and under 
anything for Captain Kavanagh," and that shelter we pulled up. It struck me 
the groom croBBed over to where the as a particuJarly good arrangement for . 
station-master was standing. I saw the driving parties in a moist climate. I 
latter hand him a telegram in its red- had been able to see but little of the 
dish-brown envelope. Then the servant house as I approached, but that little 
BW1ll1g himself u to his seat. im reBBed me favorably. It was large 

"Like to dri . d. an well filled, to j 
"No," I ans ther keep th ·ghted windows 

my hands warm as I don't had comfortable 
know the way." ab fronted the . 

He gave the ea.d and we ell a.inst the bIackn 
bowled along a e into the a 1 ght. 
darkness, for the light of the lamps only An a perfect glow of greeting poured 
extended a few feet, and beyond their from the broad ha.11 door, which was 
influence the night stood like a wa.ll. I dung open the instant we drew up. 
had a misgiving that the telegram I had Tom was standing on the upper step, 
seen the ~m receive was the same I framed and backed in the light behind 
had sent m the morning. him. Very handsome and soldierly he 

"When was received 100 • . ta.ll, erect fi . 
here?" I asked. eyes, and cl 

"Some time sir," he an- fac eavy, dark cav 
wered; .. you miles out tac e upper lip. 

to Tullybeg and ding them, Tullybeg, old m 
so they just lie body hap- 8IU own and a.1mos 
pens to ca.1l for m g-ca.rt. "You 

I laughed inwardly. I was beginning entirel1 I suppose, but we'll soon set 
to realize how far I was from London. that nght. Jones, you'd better give 

"Have you been waiting long?" I re- Faugh-a.-Ba.11a.gh a bran mash after you 
sumed; "I expected to have come down rub him down, and when you've done 
by an earlier train, but missed. it." come round and I'll send you a glass of 

"Oh, no, sir; I only came for this punch. You a.11 must have got a cruel 
rain. Captain e said, sir, we y, Ned-" by 

when you wro comin' by I and divestin 
North.Wa.11, tha make the of ents, while a 
nine o'clock an no use a uggage. Tom 
hinkin' of it." wi me a chance 

Here was an to breathe " manteau up to 
another blessing on e end who had lie s room. You brought your gun, I 
laid out my itinerary, and I availed my- see. You needn't; I could have let 
self of it. you have your pick of a dozen-leave it 

.. Ga.-a-ate I" sang out the groom, and here. McTaggart will look it over for 
the ta.ll bay was checked, restleBB and you in the morning. Well, old man," 
pawing, till the broad iron gate swung with another grasp of the hand-" and 
back, and we dashed forward into the how's every inch of you? " 
dark avenue. runched on dling," I answ 
the gravel of th rse, recog- lit ride tired, that 
nizing the vicin e, strained mi train--" 
t the bit. I reath of re- u did; come al 
. ef. The twel passed, and I'll our room. W 

they had been as bad as I las ut we try to 
had expected. If people will live a dozen fortable. What's this, anyhow?" he 
miles from the nearest station, the least added, opening the telegram the groom 
they can do is to keep good horses, and had handed him as we were moving to
Tom was never likely to fail in his duty ward the broad, sba.11ow-etepped oaken 
in that respect. stairs. 

A sort of porticO, with pillars, pro- He read the message with a laugh. 



748 LAWR ABBOO SINGH. 

.. It's yo... own, Ned ; you might have 
brought it yourself and saved your six
pence-no one ever wires down here. 
It's waste of time. The post is quicker." 

.. So I perceive," I answered; "and 
now, how is Mrs. Kavanagh?" 

.. Eva? She's just- Oh, come now, 
none of your Old Bailey tricks on me. 
That's not a fair question to ask a man 
and he less than a year married. Now, 
here's your room, jump into dry togs 
and come down and Judge for your
self." 

What a picture to put before a man 
fresh from the miseries of the Irish 
Channel, fresh from a rainy forenoon in 
Dublin; fresh from six hours of the 
bog of Allen, fresh from twelve long 
miles of Galway bill aDd hollow-a good
sized room with two curtained windows 
facing the door as you entered; a bed 
that seemed, like an innocent defendant, 
to crave an immediate trial; some half 
a dozen chairs of various patterns, all 
comfortable; a soft thick carpet on the 
floor, aDd several well-chosen engravings 
and etchings on the walls. IMt but 
not least, a pair of lighted candles on 
the dressing-table and another pair on 
the broad mantlepiece, beneath which 
blazed and roared and cracked aDd sput
tered one of the most glorious wood
fires it bas ever been my good fortune 
to keep compaDy with. Breathing a 
sigh of inetl'able content, I kicked off 
my boots, sank into an 88B'l, chair and 
extended ml chilled extremIties toward 
the comforting blaze. 

"Like it, eh?" said my host after con
templating me for a moment. I could 
only signify my acquiescence by a nod. 
"Well, thaw out," he went on, .. and 
then get into your duds. It's only 
twenty minutes to dinner, and eVery
one's dressing I suppose by this time." 

The footman had unstrap~ my port
manteau and was now laymg out my 
evening clothes. I cast a very wistful 
look at the brightness aDd comfort 
around me, and roBe to my feet, sti1Jing 
a sigh. Tom's quick eye noticed and 
interpreted my reluctaDce. 

"Now, I'll tell you what, Ned," be be
gan cheerily, "you're tired and done 
up and all that, you know; you're not 
as young as you used to be-oh, yes, 
we're both the same age, of course," he 

pursued, anticipating my UDSpoken pro
test, "but you lawyers age faster among 
your sheepskins than we Indians do 
among our tigerskiDs. By the way, rn 
show you some beauties ~morrow; but 
what I mean now is this: We're rather 
a houseful, and if you don't feel equal 
to meeting them all ~night after your 
journey, don't come down at all. Get 
mto dressing-gown and slippers, throw 
a log on the fire, and I'll send you up a 
bit of dinner." 

.. Tom, you've saved my life," I ex
claimed enthusiastically. .. The picture 
you draw is Elysium itself." 

.. What a lazy beggar you are," he 
said with a laugh, as I prooeeded to don 
the garments he had suggested and set
tle ~pe1f once more before the fire. 
" Well, I can't be with you always i rn 
try to steal half an hour somehow b&
fore bed-time and come up and have a 
cigar with you." The door closed and 
he was gone. 

I threw another log on the fire and, 
blessing Tom for his hospitable consid
eration, I lay'back with, I do not doubt, 
much the same feelings that inspire a 
cat to purr herself to sleep in the sun
shine. Presently the .. bit of dinner" 
promised by my host appeared-some 
clear soup, a slice of the Lard side of a 
noble salmon, a cutlet, the wing of a 
pheasant, cheese and celery. Tom re
membered my tastes and had coDfUlted 
them. It was just such a dinner as I 
should have chosen, and I was exactly 
in the frame of mind to enjoy it. The 
claret was good too, but the Madeira
I don't know where the rogue could 
have come by it. Perhaps old Peter 
Kavanagh had laid in a stock in his 
youthful days, but, certain it is, we 
never get such wine now. I made a 
capital meal and then, pouring out a 
third glass of that unparalleled Madeira, 
I pushed the tray asiae, lighted a cigar, 
and gave myself up to the .l>l~t 
thoughts inspired by a good digestion 
and an easy conscience. 

n 
I JUOST have been smoking and ru

minating five minutes or more when the 
door opened and Tom Ka'YaDAgh pu' 
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his head into the room. After looking 
round to see that I was alone, he beck
oned me to follow him. I rose in some 
bewilderment, but, before I could ask 
him what was the matter, he laid his 
finger on his lips, commanding silence 
with a moat impressive gesture. When 
I reached the door he grasped m1. right 
wrist in his left hand, holding It in a 
vice-like grip, and drew me after him, 
out of the room and along the passage 
that ran past it, walking rapidly but 
with elaborate caution. Involuntaril,. 
I imitated him. Whatever this mysteri
ous conduct of Tom's might mean, it 
was evident that he did not wish us to 
be overheard. 

Another passage led at right angles 
out of the one we were traversing. The 
turning was to the left and we followed 
it. Alter a few paces we came to a 
descent of two steps. The corridor was 
dimly lighted, and Tom held my arm 
tighter as if to assist me, but he did not 
utter a word. A few feet beyond the 
steps was a door. This my conductor 
opened and pushed me forward into the 
room. Whether he accompanied me or 
not I could not say, for all my attention 
was enchained and my senses held spell
bound by the scene before me. 

The apartment was large and hand
some, and furnished like a drawing
room, in solid, substantial style, but 
relieved by an abundance of those little 
feminine knick-knacks which testify to a 
lady's care. To the left of the door 
were three t.all windows draped in 80me 
dark ~ and despite the wintry 
~th~the~teMthe~er end 
was innocent 01 fire ; it was almoat hid
daD by a mass of 1lowers. Abundant 
light came from a large, old-fashioned 
chandelier which hung in the centre, 
and re1lected the blaze of BOOreB of wax 
candles from the facets of its cut-glass 
ornaments. 

This was all I noticed about the room, 
and I wonder that my observation went 
even 80 far, in view of the terrible tableau 
which at once riveted my attention as 
I entered. A lady, in fashionable even
ing dress, had sunk on one knee near 
the centre of the lloor. The myriad 
lights from the chandelier threw her 
beautiful figure out in bold relief; her 
hair was unbound-magnificent auburn 

hair that swept in a generous volume 
over her shoulders and touched the 
ground as she knelt. Her hands were 
raised as if in terror, and her whole atti
tude expressed the extremity of horror. 
Her head was thrown back and she was 
gazing upward, but her face was turned 
from me. With his left hand clutching 
her shoulder and his right hand raised, 
stood a young man-his age I might 
guess to be four or five and twenty. 
His face, which in repose would proba
bly be strikingly handsome, was drawn 
and dis6gured by an expression of 
the moat devilish passion. It looked to 
me like the face of a madman. Though 
clad in the ordinary evening drese of a 
gentleman of the day, he seemed to be a 
foreigner and nearly akin to those races 
which we are accustomed to consider 
semi-barbarous. His swarthy complex
ion, black eyes, and serpent-like configu
ration of head led me to set him down 
as an East Indian. Glittering in the 
right hand was a long, extremely thin 
dagger. The hilt, as it showed above 
his grasJ>, sparkled with precious stones, 
and I distinctly caught the green light 
re1lected from a large emerald. The 
blade, toward the point polished, blue, 
and murderous-looking, was arabesqued 
toward the haft with a strange, intricate 
pattern which I easily traced. as I looked 
at it, but which I would try in vain to 
describe. This was the tableau that 
met my eyes as I passed the door, and 
the strange weirdness of it, coming in 
such a place, its un~ horror, 
froze the blood in my vems and turned 
my limbs to stone. I strove to cry out, 
but I could not articulate j' my voice 
would go no further than my throat, 
where it died away in a hoarse murmur. 
For a moment I was as helpless as a 
statue, frozen into silence and iDaction 
by the sight. 

A moment was enough I I do not 
believe I was a second in the room. 
All the details of the picture burned 
themselves into my brain as if stamped 
by a brand. Then, and it was at the 
instant of my entrance, I saw the man's 
features contract; I closed my eyes in
voluntarily, for I felt that the blow was 
coming, and at the instant, with a frantic 
dort, I mastered the horror that had 
chained me silent. I sprang forward 
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into the room, shrieking .. Help, help 1 " 
at the oop of my voice. 

With the Drat step I was conscious of 
a change. I soopped and rubbed my 
eyes. I was in my own well-lighted apart
ment, the fire blazing away merrily in 
front of me, and the arm-chair in which 
I had been sitting overturned at my feet. 
Was it possible that it was only a dream? 
I was not conscious of having slept, or 
even of having felt drowsy, and the cigar 
I had been smoking was still alight be
tween my fingers, though crushed and 
broken in my spasmodic grasp. If I 
had dozed atall, my slumbers must have 
been of the shortest, and I was conscious 
of none of the sensations which usually 
herald our return from dreamland. .All 
the scene that I had witnessed and have 
attempted 00 describe was as vividly 
before my eyes, and l?,resent in my mind 
00 its minutest detail. as if I had actu
ally seen it. I would have known that 
young Oriental, with his serpentine head 
and handsome, passionate face, among a 
thousand. I would have sworn 00 the 
lady's hair and the curve of her shoul
ders, though I had not seen her face. I 
would even have recognized the jewelled 
dagger, and as for the room-it had as 
much reality and distinctness and char
acter as the room I sOOod in. This be
ing so, how could I have dreamed it all? 
and yet it was impossible 00 fancy that 
a young Indian should have stabbed a 
lovely lady in Tom Kavanagh's Galway 
house; and stranger yet that Kavanagh 
should have known of the crime and 
brought me upon the scene just in time 
00 witness it. But at any rate, here I 
was in my own room and I had no con
sciousness of how I got there. Realistic 
as the whole vision had been, this fact 
was enough 00 stamp it what it was
rather· horrible, and a good deal out of 
the common, but only a night-mare after 
all, bred of a fatiguing day and Irish 
salmon and Madeira. 

Now, all my life I have been unusually 
free from those oorments of the darker 
hOUl'B-indeed, if I have ever dreamed 
at all, the impression made upon me has 
been so evanescent that my waking has 
retained no memory of the unsubstantial 
fancies of my sleep. This made it the 
more difficult fftr me 00 believe that the 
whole of that murderous, fantastic scene 

had been merely the figment of a drowsy 
imagination; yet what was I 00 think? 
At all events, even granting that the 
tragedy was only an unusually substan
tial piece of .. the st11ft' that dreams are 
made of," I was fully persuaded that my 
agonized ery for help had been uttered 
aloud and I wondered if I had disturbed 
anybody. I opened the door and lis
tened. Not a sound. No doubt every
one was at dinner, and the servants most 
likely were in the lower regions. .As I 
looked out I could not but notice that 
the passage ran past my room exactly 
as it had done in my dream. I was Dot 
conscious of having observed this when 
I 6rst came up-stairs with Tom, but no 
doubt I had noticed it; now, as every
thing was quiet, it seemed a good op
portunity 00 prove the fallacy of my 
strange vision by discrediting it at the 
very outset. I had never been in Tully
beg House before, therefore it was clear 
that the various corridors I had seemed 
00 traverse under my host's guidance 
must be as much figments of my dis
tempered fancy as the Indian, the lady, 
or the dagger. I remembered every inch 
of the ground I had p&IIIed over on my 
way 00 the chamber of horrors; now I 
would see what this part of the house 
was like in reality. 

Tullybeg had no gas and the passages 
were not lighted. I remembered tbat, 
as I had imagined them, they were not 
aloogether dark, though far from bril
liantly illuminated. This reassured me, 
and returning 00 my room, I rook one 
of the candles from the mantlepiece 
and started on my 00nr of inspection. 
Strange 1 The very passage I had 
traversed intersected the other at the 
identical spot as I remembered it. I 
turned 00 the left and kept on. Two 
steps, placed just as those were which I 
had descended. These strange coD1ir
mations threw my mind inoo disorder 
again. I advanced. There was the door 
-the very door that Tom had thrown 
open for me-the door behind which I 
had seen that terrible tragedy enacted. 
I caught my breath. There was cer
tainly something very curious about all 
this-something uncanny, it seemed to 
me. I tried the door; it was fastened. 
I knocked, but there was no response. 
Shading the light I stooped down and 
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peeped through the keyhole. ODly 
aarkness. If this chamber had a ghastly 
secret, it shrouded its secret welL I re
turned to my own room, set the candle 
on the mantlepieoe, and threw a fresh 
log on the fire. Then I lit a cigar and 
smoked myself into a condition of qui
eter nerves. A. night-mare it must be ; 
it could be nothing else ; and as for the 
strange identity of the corridors-it was 
easier to 888ume that I had walked in my 
sleep and actually traversed them, than 
that a murder had been committed in 
the house under such extraordinary cir
cumstances. 

Tom came in presently with a hearty 
greeting and a particular cigar which 
he insisted on my trying. He was fnll 
of his arrangements for to-morrow's 
cover-shooting. We were to try Alta
dioul-that is the best attempt I can 
make at spelling the name he told me
and I was to have a particularly hot 
comer, where, as he said, if I didn't 
shoot more woodcocks and pheasants 
than I ever saw together before, I need 
never look McTaggart in the face again. 
Passing on from this to more general 
conversation, Tom, who was in love if 
ever a man was, told me how he had 
met his wife. She had been the belle 
of Simla it seemed, the summer he was 
there, and run after by every man in 
the place from the govemor-general's 
aides-de-camp to the best of the &boos 
themselves. "How she ever came to 
think twice about a fellow like me, 1'11 
never tell you," he said, but I thought I 
could hazard a guess as I looked at his 
tanned, manly face lighted up by the 
big, blue-gray eyes-I have always told 
Tom his eyes were much too handsome 
for a man. However, it seemed, to use 
his own phraseology, when he took up 
the running, he cut down the field in 
no time, and they would have been en
gaged in three months only her father 
wouldn't hear of it. II You see, I hadn't 
a shilling," said Tom, "and the old boy 
naturally thought a girl like Eva should 
make a good match. However, just in 
the nick of time, dear old Uncle Peter 
died and then it was all plain sailing, 
and here we are. n 

I congratulated him heartily and 
promised myself a great deal of pleas
ure in making his wife's acquaintance j 

and before we said good-night--for my 
dream still weighed on me a good deal, 
I took occasion to ask my host who was 
the occupant of the room at the foot of 
the steps on the corridor. 

.. Hullo, have yon been out foraging? 
Now, what have you been looking for, 
rd like to know?!' 

I parried his badinage and brought 
him back to the question as soon as 
possible. 

.. The room at the foot of the two 
steps," he repeated. "Confound those 
two steps; I nearly broke my neck 
down them the first time I went over 
the house. That's the red room, as we 
call it. It's not occupied just now, and 
it's ke]?t locked up, or it ought to be." 

"It lBD't furnished as a drawing-room, 
is it ? .. I asked. 

.. As a drawing-room, no, of course 
not. It's a bedroom, like this, only 
not quite as good. rn show you over 
the whole house on Sunday-no shoot
ing Sunday you know, and you can pick 
out a Bluebeard's Chamber to suit your
self, if you can't live without romance." 

And with a hearty good-night he left 
me. 

So the room was not as I had seen it. 
There was a sensible consolation in that, 
and the fact that my impressions had 
been correct only as far as the outside 
of the locked door seemed to ·confirm 
my idea that the whole thing was a sim
ple case of somnambulism. Still I could 
not help acknowledging to myself that 
it was a very remarkable dream. 

There is not much in the record of 
a week's cover-shooting, varied by two 
days' hunting, and that was the history 
of my vacation at Tullybeg. I acquitted 
myself fairly well, and if I did not win 
golden opinions from the game-keeper, 
McTaggart, that functionary admitted 
that I .. shot vara weel for a Lunnoner." 
But in truth it would have reqnired a 
Carver or a Bogardus to show to ad
vantage beside Captain Kavanagh at the 
cover side. Literally every cartridge 
told, and he confessed to me one even
ing, at the close of a long day, that he 
would have to invent some other kind 
of sport, for woodcocks were too easy. 
This to me, who accounted myself lucky 
if I could bag one in three in the thick 
cover I Another day. my last at Tully-
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beg, I camenpon him seated at the 
back of a ditch, in compaul with the 
under-keeper who was mampulating a 
pair of ferrets. Tom had a revolver in 
his hand, and was actually shooting at 
the rabbits with it as the ferrets bolted 
them-and not only shooting at them, 
but killing them three times out of five. 
He hailed me with his usual cordiality. 

"Come along, Ned; rve hit on a 
aport at last that gives the game half a 
chance. I'll send Pat up to the honae 
for another revolver for you if you'd 
like to join me." 

I declined with thanks. Shooting 
bolting rabbits with a breech-loader has 
always appeared to me diftieult enough 
to satisfy a man of moderate ambition, 
and I did not believe I could put a 
pistol-bullet in the same field with one 
of the nimble little creatures. 

Tom did not preas me. He went on 
with his sport, and the results Oed me 
with awe and admiration. Commenting 
on his offer to lend me a second re
volver, I asked how many he had. 

.. Oh, I don't know. Quite some. I 
always had a fancy for guns and things 
you know," he answered. 

Then we drifted over our old lives; I 
told a few of the adventures and good 
stories which every barrister picks up 
on circuit. Tom told Indian atories
mostly Shikar, and presently our talk 
went back to old aehool-days and old 
school-mates; how poor Fred. Vernon 
went under at Candahar, how Neil Fer
guson had gone to the bad altogether
something about a woman-CC how men 
can be such fools I " Benedict Tom inter
jected-and was living a shady sort of 
existence on the Continent. Jack Pren
tiss had gone to America; he was on .. 
cattle-ranch out Weat somewhere, and 
was the only one who had given any 
sign of life, having written to Tom con
gratulating him on his inheritance. 
.. I've answered the letter," my hoat re
marked, laughing, .. and told him I was 
married. I wonder what he'1l say to 
that?" And so the conversation came 
round, as it often did between us, to 
Mrs. Kavanagh. Tom was anxious to 
know how I liked her now I had met 
her. cc You two seem to get on uncom
monly well together," he said. .. She 
always vowed that she was going to 

hate my bachelor friends; I told her 
she'd better not, if she wanted me to be 
civil to hers." 

.. To her bachelor friends?" I asked, 
tbiDki:ng that Tom had made a slip of 
the tongue, and I would trip him up. 
like the clever lawyer I believed myaelf. 

.. Certainly," he &D8Wered with the 
utmost coo1neas. .. Do you suppose I 
was first in the field? Not I I I started 
late, though I did get the cup. She had 
scores of adorers before ever abe saW' 
me." 

.. Indeed," I said. A good non-oom
mittal answer I have always found that 
same .. indeed." 

"Girls in India are di«erent from 
here, you know," he went on. " There 
are comparatively few of them, and 
they're made much of accordiDgly. 
They're on dress parade, too, most of 
the time, what with the band and the 
tiffin and the gnp-gatherings. Oh, I 
tell you, an attractive p'l gets a great 
deal of attention in India." 

.. From the Babooe I suppose," said I, 
laughing. 

.. Some of them do, and let me tell 
vou a good, rich, high-eaate young 
Bmdoo isn't a fellow to be 8Deezed at. 
Lots of English girls would 8Dap uJ! a 
chap like that if they got the chance. 

.. I should think the chance would 
hardly be wanting," I said. 

"That shows all you know about it.. 
You hardly ever hear of one of those 
real high eaetea ta~!f", notice. Why, 
there was one at S' IAlor Abboo 
Sin~h, and his devotion to my wife was 
a mne days' wonder at the garrison. 
Everybody said it was an isolated case. • 

.. You don't seem to mind?-

.. Why should I--espeeially as she 
W88D't my wife; she was Miss Dundas 
then." 

"What was this Lalor, etc., like? 
Young and handsome?" 

.. Quite a young man, I believe, and 
good-looking I dare say. That kind are 
apt to be." 

" Oh, rn don't know him then?" 
.. No, never saw him. I tell you I 

took up the running late, but better 
late than never-look out I" and the 
sharp crack of the revolver rang out II 
a bunny rolled over dead in his tracb. 

"Well, I'll never make love to your 
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wife after witnessing that sample of 
your shooting," said I, rising, with a 
laugh. "Have you committed rabbicide 
enough for one day, do lOU think?" 

"Yes, I'm with you, replied Tom, 
drawing the cartridges from his re
volver, "especially as that brown ferret 
seems to have snlked again and Pat will 
have half an ho¥s work getting him 
out." 

And we strolled toward the house arm 
in arm. 

Mrs. Kavapagh was a 'very pretty 
woman, not beautiful, not handsome
but most undeniably ~~:y. She had 
violet eyes-at least I . she had ; I 
never saw the color before, and it came 
nearer to the purple-blue shade of the 
violet than anything else I can liken it 
to. She had a petite figure, but it was 
perfection in miniature, and the most 
lovely neck and arms that ever a modern 
dinner dress aft"orded a glimpse of. Then 
she had bright auburn hair, and plenty 
of it; dainty little hands and feet-in 
fact, she was perfectly pretty on a small 
acale. Her husband·used to look her 
over patronizingly-he was a very tall 
man-and remark that her points were 
all good, but that it did not pay to 
breed ponies. Then she would pretend 
to pout and sometimes pull his mustache 
-standing on his foot to reach it. There 
was not much depth to her, but she had 
a quick wit and abundance of rather 
shallow repartee. That accomplishment 
would have been inevitably acquired by 
General Dundas's daughter, with her 
Indian breeding and military training. 
For the rest, she was fond of admira
tion, and if I had met her anywhere else 
than at dear old Kavanagh's fireside, I 
am afraid I should have set her down 
as a flirt. She was fond and proud of 
her husband, though; anyone could see 
that; and if she was a little partial to 
admiration and attention, they were only 
what she had been used to all her life. 
Such as she was, it would be difficult to 
imagine a more charming hostess for a 
big country house. 

I need scarcely say I had told her 
nothing of my dream-neither to her 
nor to Tom nor to anyone in the house 
had I breathed a syllable of the strange 
experience that I had encountered dur
ing my first evening at Tullybeg. It 

VOL. m-'lO 

was only a night-mare, I told myself, 
and I was unwilling to give it even the 
importance of a .circumstantial narra
tion ; but it weighed upon me neverthe
less with a persistence which I could 
neither resist nor explain. 

It was weighing upon me now as we 
walked up the broad gravel sweep be
fore the door. Mrs. Kavanagh, looking 
bewitching as usual, stood on the steps 
Bwingjng a ~ of skates. The weather 
had changed the day before, and a hard, 
black frost had succeeded the weeping 
skies and November weather that had 
welcomed me to Ireland. To skate or 
not to skate was evidently the question 
of the moment in the little lady's mind. 

"How's the ice, Tom?" she began, as 
BOOn as we were within hearing. 

"Slippery, I ·fancy," replied her hus
band, without moving a muscle of his 
face. 

"Oh, what a tease you are I" she said 
impatiently. .. Mr. Lealie, you have 
some sense; will the ice bear to-day?" 

.. Really, I am so ignorant where 
country matters are concerned "-1 be
gan, but Tom broke in. 

ee Give it another day, Eva, and there'll 
be no doubt about it. You needn't be 
in a :fidget, for this frost's going to hold," 
he added with an upward glande at the 
sky. 

"Well, to-morrow, then," she assent
ed, with ready acquiescence; "I'm go
ing to take lessons, Mr. Lealie. I don't 
know how to skate. That's the one thing 
we can't do in India. Tom's going to 
teach me." 

.. I expect I'm pretty rusty; I've been 
in India too. Better ~ut l,0urself under 
Ned Leslie's iustruction,' said Kavan
agh, maliciously; "he cuts :figures of 
eight and spread eagles on the Ser
pentine, you know." 

"Oh, Mr. Lealie, if you only will," and 
the wonderful eyes shot down a wonder
ful glance at me from the temporary 
elevation of the door-step. 

.. I am v~ sorry, Mrs. Kavanagh, but 
as I was telling your husband yesterday, 
my happy visit here is drawing to a 
close. I shall have .to leave you to
morrow." 

"Not really?" She spoke as if I had 
hinted at some horrible and vague im
pending calamity, and she was hanging 
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on my lips in the hopes that my next 
words would dispel the dread I had creat
ed. But that was only a trick of manner. 

" Yes, really," I repeated laughing; 
"but I can assure you that no business 
has ever seemed so distasteful to me as 
that which compels me to cut short my 
pleasant visit." 

"Now that's very prettily said," she 
replied, with a little nod of approval, 
"and since you have found your way 
into the wilds of Connemara, I hope you 
will run over and see us whenever you 
have a few days to spare." 

With an inward shudder at the 
thought of the channel, I made a suit
able reply to this gracious invitation. 

"We'll see you sooner than that, 
thougb," broke in Kavanagh; "Eva in
sists on a London season as a compen
sation for all this rusticity." 

"London seasons are vague," I an
swered. "Some people begin them in 
February; some wait till May. Under 
which category am I to include you?" 

"We aball be early this year," said 
Mrs. Kavanagh; "ob, you needn't look 
like that, Tom," she pursued, in answer 
to a despairing gesture of her husband; 
"we must get to town in good time this 
~ at any rate. I know that old house 
m Portman Square will want everything 
done to it before we can ask a soul 
to enter the doors. Portman Square I 
Did anyone ever hear of such a local
ity ?" she asked, with a glance at me. 

" Our grandfathers considered it ultra 
fashionable," I replied, unable to repress 
a smile, "and I am sure the houses there 
are as roomy and well built as any in 
London." 

"It's all the houte we have at any 
ra~" said Tom, .. and I suppose it has 
the respectable traditions of a family 
mansion. Other people live there too, 
no doubt. I can't be the only man in 
the world who has inherited a town and 
country house from an antediluvian like 
old Peter Kavanagh." 

80 it was settled that I was to call on 
m1 friends when they came to town
.rm a month or so," Tom said vaguely; 
"in three weeb at most, " his bride said 
decisively, and I had little doubt which 
would carry the c;;:: At Tullybeg, if 
nowhere else in d, Home Rule was 
evidently an established fact. 

Tom drove me to the station next 
day and beguiled the way pleasantly 
with his abundant flow of anecdote and 
unftagging spirits. The vitality of that 
man was amazing. I never could real
ize that we were contemporaries till I 
had been in his company for an hour ; 
by that time I generally felt at least ten 
years younger than my age. 

He ,.,arted from me as the train moved 
o~ WIth a hearty hand-shake and a re
commendation to go back by way of 
Kingstown. This I had .long since de
termined to do. The very recollection of 
that odious little "Violet" made me ill. 

m 
To journey back to Dublin was 

pleasant enough; it was daylight, for 
one thing, and the landscape was bathed 
in a cola wintry sunshine which spar
kled back brightly from the hoar frost on 
tree and hedge-row-all in marked con
trast . to the lowering skies and mist;y 
rain that had greeted. my arrival. Still 
my spirits were below ~lower even 
than they had been anud the disheart
ening conditions that had attended my 
journey down. I was leaving a pleasant 
country-house and returning to foggy, 
smoky London. I was turning my back 
on a thoroughly enjoyed vacation, and 
facing the wearisome grind of a busy 
lawyer's daily life. Good-by to rock
eting pheasants, wily woodcocks, and 
tantalizing snipe. In their laces I had 
to confront the vision of briJs, opinions, 
and consultations-not by any means 80 
exhilarating a prospect. And there was 
another thought which, though I did not 
acknowledge it, contributed to dampen 
my spirita. Ever and anon, like a spec
tre that would not down, the memory of 
my extraordinary vision would pass like 
a shadow across the wintry sunshine, and 
I would catch my thoughts going overit8 
details, still as fresh as ever, despite the 
lapse of days, in all their curious exacti
tude. The handsome face of the yoUDg 
Oriental, all drawn and distorted by vin
dictive ~ion-the hopeless, dishev
elled attitude of the victim-I went over 
the whole soene repeatedly, rousing my
self at intervals and forcibly wresting my 
mind from the subject; but all in vain ; 
it invariably returned. 
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Nevertheleaa the journey, as a jour
ney, was enjoyable. Iarrived in Dublin 
in good season, dined comfortably, and 
then, eschewing the ~t .. janey," 
drove in a cab to Westland Row, where 
I took the train for ~wn. The 
crossing was most successful; the chan
nel, for once in its existence, was as 
smooth as a mill-pond; and I stepped 
ashore at Holyhead with a feeling of 
wondering gratitude that I had not been 
sick-I. who had never before Cl'OBBed a 
body of water more considerable than 
the Thames without suft'ering .... 

I BleF. fairly well on the train, and it 
was WIth a feeling of considerable re
freshment both of body and mind that 
I entered a hansom at Euston and gave 
the addreSB of my chambers. Since I 
left Ireland my dream bad not once ris
en up to torment me. Nothing, at the 
moment, was further from my-tboughts, 
which were occupied, as a busy man's 
ought to be, in running over the list 
of my appointments and engagements 
and apportioning the work of the day. 
Nothing, I repeat, could have been fur
ther from my thoughts than my first 
evening at Tully~ and aU its weird 
acceasories, when they were suddenly 
brought up in a manner as vivid as it 
was unexpected. Just as my cab turned 
out of the EUBton Road, which was tol
erably crowded with vehicles, early as 
was the hour, another hansom, going in 
the opposite direction, dashed past. I 
had but a momentary glimpse of the 
occupant, but that glimpse was enough 
to change the whole current of my 
meditations and to bring me to my feet 
JWl:ting, wondering, horrified. Framed 
m the opening above the door of the 
passing hanBOm, I saw, as plainly as I 
ever have seen anything in my life, the 
:face of my dream-the face of the young 
Oriental. The same olive complexion, 
the same dark, lustrous eyes, the same 
serpent-like configuration of brow-the 
same man in short. I could not be mis
taken. The features were in repose as 
I saw them-no trace of the pasBion 
that had animated them in my dream 
was there--but it was the :face I had 
seen. There conld not be two such in 
the world. The cabs passed very close, 
and our eyes met. Whether he read 
the startled expreBBiOll in mine or not I 

cannot say, bnt in his I saw only the 
calm in<llirerence of a well-bred stranger. 
But beneath the dreamy, sensuous lan
guor of those dark eyes I fancied I could 
detect the poBBibilities of a paBon 
which would fire them with the lurid 
light I had once seen there. For that 
they were the same eyes, and that this 
was the same man who had been BO 
mysteriously revealed to me at Tullybeg, 
I was as certain as I was of my own 
identity. 

It was aU over in a moment. The two 
cabs, rapidly driven, dashed past each 
other. The shock of the surprise had 
brought me to my feet, and I pushed: 
open the trap above my head. The 
hansom stopped and I sprang out and 
looked back. There were a dozen cabs 
in view along the Euston Road, and any 
of them might have contained the man 
I was interested in. Speedily recogniz
ing the futility of p1l1'BUit, I climbed 
baC1t into my seat, and bade the man 
drive on. I could hear his muttered 
comment before the trap was closed, 
.. Seems a Buddint BOrt 0' a gent; won
der if 'e's often took BO," but I paid 
no attention to the impertinence. Tho 
dream was back in ml mind with ten
fold intensity, and this time I found it 
had come to stay. 

It was about a fortnight after my re
turn to London that bUBineBB took me 
to the offices of Buller, Kickham & 
Cleary in the Gray's Inn Road. They 
were a firm of solicitors with whom I 
had been associated a good deal in the 
past, and througlt Mr. Cleary a large 
amount of Irish busineBB found its way 
into the office. Indeed, it was some af
fair of my friend Tom Kavanagh's
something about cancelling a mortgage 
on the Tullybeg estate, that took me 
there that morning. The clerk, who 
knew me well, asked me to step di
rectly into Mr. Cleary's private office. 
I entered, and found the solicitor in 
friendly conversation with the man of 
aU others who had occupied my thoughts 
for many days and nights, the mysteri- . 
ous East Indian. 

To say that I was astonished at this 
meeting but faintly expreSBes my state 
of mind. I was thunderstruck, and if 
it had not been for the chance circum
stance of having seen the man in a cab 
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a couple of weeks before-if this were 
the first time I had met him in the 
flesh, I feel convinced that I should 
have said or done something which 
would have raised in Mr. Cleary a per
manent doubt of my sanity. As it was, 
I believe I managed to control myself 
indi1ferently well; at any rate, my be
havior excited no comment. 

Mr. Cleary introduced the stranger 
to me as "Mr. Lawler." I was sur
prised at the commonplace English 
name, for now, on close and leisurely 
~~on, the man was more Oriental-

.looking than ever. His appearance I 
need not describe. Point for point, 
feature for feature, he was as I had seen 
him in my dream, save that he wore a 
frock coat instead of evening dress, and 
the look of murderous passion in his 
face was replaced by one of languid in
di1ference. 

Very speedily, however, this expres
sion gave place to one of eager interest. 
We were speaking of Captain Kava
nagh. Mr. Cleary, who knew Tom well, 
was aware that I had been visiting Tul
lybeg, and had not seen me since my 
return. He had many questions to ask 
about Tom-about the place, and above 
all about Mrs. Kavanagh, whom he had 
never met. I could not help observing 
that Mr. Lawler's face evinced extreme 
interest in these questions and answers, 
although he took no part in the conver
sation. Indeed, he had spoken very 
little since I entered the room, but the 
few words he had Ul9d were well chosen 
and uttered without a trace of foreign 
accent. Presently he took his leave 
with a courteous excuse. He knew we 
were two busy men, and had business 
to talk over; he would not interrupt us 
longer; and so he bowed himself out. 

" Who is that man, Cleary?" I asked 
eagerly as the door closed behind him. 

re Who is he?" repeated Cleary; 
re well. he's a young Indian Rajah, or 
something of that sort. He is im
mensely wealthy at any rate, and he 
was recommended to us by a firm in 
Calcutta. He intends to settle in Eng
land, and is tr.ansferring his property 
to English securities under our advice." 

reI thought he must be an Oriental," I 
answered. "How, then, does he come to 
have such an. everyday name as Lawler?" 

"Lawler isn't his name," said Mr. 
Cleary, .. but it sounds something like 
it, so he has adop~ it for convenience 
sake. He wants to Anglicize himself 
as much as possible, and I think he is 
pretty suooeesful. You found him or
thodox enough, I have no doubt, in 
dress, in manner, in conversation-in 
short, in everything but his face." 

I assented briefly, but I thought to 
myself that the passions that belong to 
such a face cannot be so readily dena
tionalized. The tamed tiger may seem 
as gentle as the house cat; but sooner 
or later something will occur to arouse 
its savage nature, and then the jungle
bred instinct to slay and rend will de
clare itself. I thought of that evening 
at Tullybeg and shuddered. 

.. Now, with reference to that mort
gage," said Mr. Cleary, in a sharp, busi
ness-like voice, .. the points on which I 
desire your opinion are these." 

I recalled my wandering thoughts 
with an el'ort, and we were soon deep in 
the knotty questions which had arisen 
out of old Peter Kavanagh's eccentric 
business methods. 

As may easily be imagined, my unex
pected meeting with Mr. Lawler had 
been a severe shock to me. First I had 
seen the man in a dream-if dream it 
were-then I had met him accidentally 
face to face. Now, I had been intro
duced to him. Events were evidently 
marching on and dragging me with 
them. I had procured the young gen
tleman's addreBB from Mr. Cleary, with 
no intention of calling, but simply that 
I might know where to find him if any
thing happened; though what was to 
occur, and how I was to act if anything 
did occur, were problems beyond my 
power of solution. 

It was about a week after I had en
countered him at the solicitor's that, to 
my unbounded astonishment, I received 
a visit at my chambers from Mr. Law
ler. The young fellow wae very polite 
and very apologetic. He was an idle 
man himself, he said, but he Jmew the 
value of the time of busy· peopJe, and ho 
would not have presumed to trouble me, 
if he had known where else to turn. 
For he had come to ask me a favor; I 
great favor. He had spoken to :Mr. 
Cleary on the subject, and that gentle-
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man had said he was sure I would be 
happy to oblige him-and much more 
in the same strain, which puzzled me 
wofully. I cut him short. 

.. .AJiythiDg I can do to oblige any 
friend of Mr. Cleary's," I said with rather 
ill-natured emphasis, .. I shall, of coUl'Be, 
do with pleasure; but I am at a 1088 to 
understand how you can stand in need 
of my aervicea." 

This was honestly true; I had a 
vague notion that he mi~ht wish for my 
advice on BOme legal pomt; since I bad 
heard of his wealth, it was absurd to 
suppose he had come to borrow money. 
Despite his elaborate preparation I was 
sure the whole thing was a mere trifle, BO, 
when he propounded his request, I was 
silent at first from sheer amazement. 

.. Mr. Leslie, you are an intimate 
friend of Captain Kavanagh's. He is 
coming to London next week. I want 
you to introduce me at his houae." 

Before he had finished I had collected 
myaelf aufJiciently to make up m1 mind 
to refuse. What I Introduce this man, 
the principal in that hideous tragedy,.to 
my friend"'s family circle. I would as 
soon have introduced a rattlesnake; yet 
I was conscious that I must assign BOme 
reason for my refuaa1, and I certainly 
could not aaaign a dream. 

Lawler went on. "I am a stranger 
in London, you see. Mr. Lealie, and 
that must be my exCDBe for presuming 
to trouble you with a request upon BO 
short an acquaintan~" 

.. Might I ask why you are BO anxious 
to meet Captain Kavanagh?" I asked, 
recovering my speech with an effort. 

.. Certainly," replied Lawler without a 
moment's hesitation. .. I am a Hindoo, 
you know. My real name is Lalor Abboo 
Singh. Captain Kavanagh, who has been 
a distinguished Indian officer, as biB in
timate friend must be aware .. -this with 
a bow to me--" rendered an inestimable 
service to my family BOme years ago. 
Now that I am in England, I am moat 
anxious to know him and expreaa my 
gratitude." 

An unexceptionable reason certainly, 
but I was hardly liatening to him. He 
bad given my mind a new problem. 
"Lalor Abboo Singh." Where had I 
heard that name before? Was it a part 
of the dream? 

Lawler paused a moment, but seeing 
my aDBWer Blow in coming, he went on. 
" Some years ago I had the pleasure of 
meeting in India the lady who is now 
Mrs. Kavanagh," he said. "I should be 
pleased to renew an acquaintance which 
I once valued deet;;.," 

~ was watching . as he Bpoke, and I 
fancied his lips tightened and his color 
changed as he mentioned Mrs. Kava.
nagh's name, but myoWD embarraaament 
was too great to admit of accurate ob
servation. I was fully determined that 
I wouW. not be in any way instrumental 
in bringing this man and the Kavanagbs 
together. That he would obtain the in
troduction he BOught from BOme other 
quarter I did not doubt; but at least 
my conscience would acquit me. 

"Captain Kavanagh is not in town 
yet," I said, "and he is not expected for 
BOme time, I believe." 

"I beg your pardon," said the young 
man, eagerly. "He will arrive on Tuea
da ." 
~ he was better acquainted with my 

friend's movements than I was myself. 
There was BOmething very strange about 
the whole aft'air. r determined to cut 
the interview as short as poasible, for I 
was not greatly concerned to be polite 
to him, and my determination was im
movable. 

"I regret very much, Mr. Lawler," I 
began, "that reasons, which it will not 
profit to enter into, forbid my having 
the pleasure of bringing you and my 
friend together. I have no doubt, how
ever, t11at you can easily obtain the in
troduction J: seek from others, leas 
hampered I am; and, indeed, con
sidering the circumstances, I should 
think you would be justified in waiving 
formality and calling youraelf." 

Mr. Lawler did not seem much put 
out by my refuaal. 

"Thank you, Mr. Lealie," he said. "I 
would prefer to be properly introduced. 
I am BOrry y!>u cannot grant me this 
favor, but no doubt you have good rea
BOna. I will wish you good-moming, 
with many apologies for. having tres
passed on your time. I am sure Mr. 
Cleary will present me to Captain Kav
anagh. He only referred me to you as 
being a more intimate friend of the 
Captain's, and-and-don't rise, I beg. 
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Good-morning," and Mr. Lawler was 
gone. 

u On Cleary's head be it, not mine," I 
said to myself as I resumed my seat. 
At that moment the office boy entered 
with BOme letters. It was the hour for 
the distribution of the Irish mail, and I 
found a note from Tom Kavanagh
short as his letters always were, for he 
disliked a pen as much as he liked a 
gun. 

DEAR NED: 
Tullybeg, Jan. 24th. 

The Missis has her own way J usual, 
and we clear out of here bag and bag
gage to-morrow. I made a fight for it, 
but my resistance gave out last night 
after dinner. We'll spend a dal or BO 
in Dublin and croBB Monday mght, so 
we'll be in Lunnon town bright and 
early Tuesday. Look us up as soon as 
you can. Yours, 

TOM KAVANAGH. 

P.S. You're not to come too soon, the 
missis says, for she's going to the house 
at once, and expects to find it rather at 
mes and sevens. As soon as we're ship
shape I'll let you know. 

So this East Indian had been ap
prised of Tom's movements so accurate
ly that a plan, made only two days since 
at Tullyheg, was already known to him. 
Strange, very strange; and, coupling 
the circumstance with the locality of my 
dream, I was tempted to add, "horribly 
strange I" 

Consideration for Mrs. Kavanagh's 
household arrangements at first, and a 
pressure of busineBB afterward, com
bined to force me to give a. very liberal 
interpretation to Tom's hint against too 
early a call The Kavanaghs had been 
in town nearly a fortnight before I found 
my way to Portman Square. Tom met 
me in the hall and nearly wrung my arm 
off in the exuberance of his welcome. 
and then conducted me to the back of 
the house, where he had fitted up a lit
tle snuggery, the walls of which were 
garnished With all kinds of weapons, 
modem and antique, and the atmo
sphere of which was redolent of tobac
co. Here we found a bright fire and 
comfortable chairs, and after I had un
dergone a scolding for my tardy appear-

ance, we settled down for a good chat 
over old times-a faculty for which 
made Tom, in my eyes, one of the most 
gifted conversationalists that ever lived. 
By and bye, I inquired for Hrs. Kava
nagh, with an apology for not having 
done so sooner. 

"Oh, she's aU right," said Tom with a 
laugh, "she's having her innings DOW, 
and I'm bowled out. Down in the coun
try I had things aU my own way, and I 
often felt sorry for the poor little woman 
at home while I was off at the cover side. 
But bless your heart, it's her turn DOW, 
and don't she make the feathers lIy, 
that's all Dinners, balls, what DOt; 
and she says London is very dull too, 
and will be for a month to come. I'm 
holding on my hair with both hands, 
waiting to see what it'll be like when it 
turns lively." 

"Is she at home now?" I asked. 
., I expect so. She often is at this 

hour I She generally has tea on draught 
about five o'clock and then her friends 
drop in and see her. You can make 
your apologies and get absolution over 
a cup of tea. By Jove," he added look
ing at his watch. .. How the time 1lies. 
It's after five now. Suppose we ad
journ." 

And following Tom's lead I entered 
the drawing room. At first I supposed 
the room was empty, and I had a mo
ment's leisure to recover myself, and in 
truth I needed some such respite. As 
my host opened the door and half ush
ered, half pushed me into the apart
ment, he recalled vividly his similar ac
tion in my dream when he had introduced 
me to the scene of the murder, and what 
I saw as I passed the door was not cal
culated to dissipate the impression. 
The same long, lofty room stretched 
before me with its three tall, draped 
windows, with its solid antique furni
ture, diversified and relieved by such 
tri1les as a lady's work basket, a half 
finished crayon head lying on a table, 
&Ild various other little articles testify
ing that the place was used by a woman 
of refinement and culture. But it was 
absolutely the same room as I had seen 
in my strange, half waking vision at Tul
lybeg. The heavy cut glass chandelier 
hung from the centre 0( the ceiling, not 
lighted, it is true, but in every other 
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respect identical. The apartment was 
somewhat faintly illUJllin&ted by two 
lamps, each with a modem shade of col
ored paper. A Japanese IICl'een at the 
further end shut out the view of the fire
place; with these exceptions the room 
was exactly as I had seen it. 

I drew a long breath, but somehow I 
was not so much startled as I might 
have been-I even wondered at my self
pouession when I came to think the 
matter over in solitude afterwards, but 
the truth was I had expected something 
of the sort. Ever since I had met the 
young Hindoo I had been pre~ to 
see the other details of my vimon meet 
me in real life-when and where I did 
not know, but I feU that they were all 
in existence somewhere. So, when Tom 
laid his hand on my shoulder and pushed 
me forward into the room with a half 
friendly, half reassuring gesture, I was 
in a measure ready for what I was going 
to see-and I saw it. 

As the door closed, Mrs. Kavanagh 
came forward with outstretched hand 
and cordial greeting. Her movement 
displaced the IICl'een, and I saw a bright 
fire was burning in the grate. Chilly, 
like many of our Indian exotics, she was 
fond of drawing this screen in front of 
the blaze, so as to shut off every possible 
draught, and basking behind it. She 
welcomed. me warmly and scolded me 
prettily for my delay in calling. Then 
she ensconced herself once more near 
the fire and offered me a cup of tea. 
II You are the second man who has 
called on me to-day!" she remarked, 
busying herself daintily with the pretty 
tea equipage, that stood on a little table 
within easy reach. II I have just been 
administering the cup that cheers, etc., 
to -- Do you take sugar?" she broke 
off suddenly. 

II If you please; one lump." 
".Alid cream-of C01l1'Be j I've just 

dismissed an old admirer of mine
:r.J.or Abboo Singh I" 

"Mr. Lawler, do you' mean," I asked. 
II He has found his way here then ? " 

II Oh, certainly; he is one of my most 
assiduous tea-drinkers," she answered 
with a light laugh. "Do you know 
him?" 

I muttered. something about having 
met him, but my thoughts were busy. 

80 Lawler had renewed the acquain
tance he once valued. so deeply. I 
looked at Tom. He was busily ~ 
with a little skye terrier that ha(I fol
lowed us into the room, lifting it up by 
the ears and otherwise caressing it after 
a fashion that the most good tempered 
of 'dogs will only tolerate from intimates. 
I determined. to hazard a question. 

"You know this Lawler pretty weD, I 
suppose, Tom?" 

Tom desisted from his amusement to 
answer me. "50, so," he replied, "Eva 
knew him in India; rve met him here. 
I think it was Cleary introduced him to 
me. Seems a decentish son of a fellow. " 

"Didn't you save the lives of his father 
and mother--or maybe some of his 
aunts, years ago in India? 'J I inquired, 
with a desperate attempt to frame the 
question lightly and jocularly. 

"No, what put that idea into your 
head?" said Tom, laughing; .. I never 
saved any body's life in India but my 
own, and that was no trifling feat, with 
brandy pawnee as plenty as it used. to 
be." 

"T0i,J:<;,u're horrid," interjected his 
wife, pet tly, apropos of nothing par
ticular that I could see. I stood, silent 
and pensive, stirring my tea. "Is it 
sweet enough, Mr. Leslie?" 

"It's a downright lie," I said aloud
an answer which so startled. the little 
lady that she gave vent to a miniature 
scream, while Tom exploded. with laugh
ter. 

I aJlOlogized for my blunder as best I 
could, and submitted to Tom's raillery 
in silence. My thoughts were busy with 
the falsehood that Mr. Lawler had told 
me to secure his introduction into this 
house. With what object? I could 
guess but one. 

Presently I shook hands and took my 
leave, promising to be a more frequent 
visitor in the future. And as I walked 
to my club through the lamp-lit streets, 
the sense of impending evil, as fore
shadowed and personified. in that terri
ble vision, weiglied on me like a. physical 
burden. As I crossed Piccadilly a han
som drove by. Framed above its doors 
I saw the same dark, beautiful face that 
I had by this time learned to detest. 
Mr. Lawler recognized. me and waved 
his hand and bowed politely. I carried 
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the memory of that smile and bow home 
with my other worries to disturb my 
night's rest. 

IV. 

Tn season wore along and the days 
began to lengthen before anything fur
ther occnrred which I could at all ass0-
ciate with that evil dream which had 
begun to be the torment of my life. I 
was a pretty constant visitor at Port
man Square, and saw a great deal of the 
Kavanaghs. I also saw a great deal 
more than I liked of Mr. Lawler. He 
was always very civil to me, but I avoided 
him as much asl could Justaboutthis 
time I fear I must have been anything 
but pleasant company, for b1 incessant 
dwelling on the same subJect I was 
becoming a monomAniAC, A hundred 
times I was on the point of telling the 
whole story to Kavanagh, and a hundred 
times I checked myself. How absurd I 
A dream; he could not realize the c0-

incidences as I did, and he would only 
laugh at me. So the weeks wore away j 

I spent many an hour with Tom in his 
snuggery; and Mrs. Kavanagh poured 
out many a cup of tea for Mr. Lawler in 
the drawing room. 

The fourth of April was Mrs. Kavan
agh's birthday. The fact had come to 
my knowledge casually in one of my 
sociable chats with Tom, and I made a 
mental note of it. That morning I went 
round by Covent Garden and selected 
some Sowers to be sent to the hoUlle in 
Portman Square, and in the afternoon I 
called 

Mrs. Kavanagh was greatly pleased at 
my remembering her and the day. " Of 
all our friends," she said, "you and Mr. 
Lawler are the only twowho have been 
rude enough to remember how I am get
ting along in years." 

"Indeed," said I, with some curiosity. 
"Did Mr. Lawler send you an offering? 
An Indian Nabob ought to do that kind 
of thing handsomely." 

.. That's just it," she said, speaking in 
a low voice, as if awe-stricken. .. He's 
done it altogether too handsomely. 
What do you think of this? " 

She took something from the table 
and placed it in my hands. I looked at 
it. A vertigo seized me; the room 

seemed to spin round with Die. The 
object Mrs. Kavanagh had handed to me 
was a very curious dagger of Indian 
workmanship. The upper half of the 
blade was damascened with an intricate 
arabesque pattern. The point was blue, 
polished, glittering steeL The haft WB8 
one mass of precious stones, conspicuous 
among which gleamed an imm8D88 emer
ald 

"Isn't it beautiful," she said uI in
tend to use it for a paper knife, but it's 
a real Dacoit dagger. rve seen plenty of 
them, but never one anything like this." 

At the very first glance I bad recog
nized the dagger as the murderous 
weapon that I had seen poised in menace 
above a fair woman's soft white neck. I 
could not repress a shudder as I handed 
it back to her. 

" You intend to keep it, then? JJ I said 
She colored a little, and I feared she 

might resent my question as an imper
tinence: However, she answered me 
pleasantly enough. 

"It is so difficult to return a present 
without seeming ungracloU& I spoke 
to Tom about it, and after he had hum
med and hawed a while, he said he sup
posed rd better keep it--of course, wJI'd 
both of us have much preferred some 
simpler thing-like your Sowers, for in
stance; this is so dreadfully handsome. 
and-and costly. I did try to refuse 
it on the ground that a knife or dagger 
or anything sharp was an unlucky pres
ent, but Mr. Lawler declined to be su
perstitious, and-and here it is, you 
see," she wound up with a little hard 
laugh which sounded as if it might be 
meant as a defiance to her own COD
science. 

"Yes, here it is, I see, JJ I answered. 
" Do you mean to keep it her&-to leave 
it lying about like this, I mean." 

"Certainly I do, JJ she answered with 
some surprise. II The servants are hon
est, I believe, and I have no intention of 
locking it up among my particular treas
ures. I don't want to make Tom jeal
oU&" 

After this, of course, there was no 
more to be said, and there, for many 
a day after, I saw that glittering blade 
set in its bed of gems, lying on the 
centre table among uncut magazines and 
the latest contribution from Mudie'8. 
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On picture Sunday I was accustomed 
to accompany an artist friend of mine 
on a tour of the studios, and it was on 
the easel of a somewhat eminent R..A. 
that I found the last link which bound 
my strange dream into a sequent chain. 
Since my return to London I had en
countered first the villain, then the 
scene of the tmgedy, and lastly the im
plement of the crime. Only the identity 
of the victim was hidden from me, and 
on this Sunday even that doubt waS 
cleared away. I had never really troub
led myself to seek an original for the 
murdered woman, sure that the story 
would unfold itaelf in the future as it 
had done in the past; nor was I very 
certain that I would recognize her if I 
were to see her. Her face had. been 
turned from me, and beyond the im
pression of a fair-haired girlish form, 
with an extremely beautiful neck and 
shoulders, I had no very distinct feat
ures to guide my memO~. Sh6 had all 
along been the only obscure figure in 
the vision, and yet I recognized her
not face to face, but on the artist's can
vas. It was a picture of .. TitaDia " with 
:flowing auburn hair, and head half 
turned away from the spectator; and 
every line and curve of the half-length 
portrait, the arms, the neck, the poise of 
the head, were famjJjar to me. I saw on 
the canvas the woman of my dream. 

And this was not the worst of the 
shoCk. I had no need to ask the painter 
who had sat as the model for his beauti
ful picture. Of course, I had. never seen 
Mrs. Kavanagh with her hair unbound, 
or in the studied negligence of Titania's 
costume, but I recognized her easily. in
deed, I remembered that I had. heard 
something said of her picture; she was 
being painted in character; I had. not 
asked what character, nor had I paid 
much attention to the conversation. But 
I saw it all now. The original of the 
"Titania" was Mrs. Kavanagh, and Mrs. 
Kavanagh was the lady of the Tullybeg 
vision. • 

The chain was complete now and I 
determined to lose no more time in tell
ing Tom the whole story. He might 
laugh at me if he wished; but if evil 
were to arise from my reticence I could 
never cease to blame myself. 

I called at Portman Square early the 

following morning, but both Mr. and 
Mrs. Kavanagh were out. However, I 
was to dine there that evening-a small 
party, I understood-so the delay was 
unimportant. I had. waited so long that 
surely no harm could happen from my 
waiting a little longer. 

The dinner was solid and good, and 
not dull Dulne88 was a vice from which 
both Tom and his wife were singularly 
free. We were a party of eight, includ
ing the host and hostess, and all were 
strangers to me with the exception of 
Mr. Lawler. I fancied, before dinner, 
that he was manalUvering to take do .. 
Mrs. Kavanagh, but he was too young a 
man for that honor. He was duly paired 
off with one of the Miss O'Malleys, and 
sat silent and sullen all through the meal 
in consequence; he hardly took his eyes 
from his hostess's face. 

After the ladies had. retired Tom 
pushed the decanters briskly for a few 
minutes, but we were none of us drink
ing men, except Sir Matthew O'Malley, 
a country neighbor of the master of the 
house. He religiously" took his whack" 
as he would have said himself, as the 
bottle passed him, and prosed .on to 
Lawler about turnips and sub-soil drain
age and other topics equally uninterest
ing to the East Indian. Tom's eyes 
were twinkling with amusement as he 
watched the young fellow grow sullener 
and more silent, without in the least in
terrupting the :flow of Sir Matthew's 
eloquence. Meanwhile we chatted to
gether. Tom had. that morning received 
a letter from our old school-mate, Jack 
Prentiss, who had settled down in one 
of the Western Territories of North 
America and had gone into the business 
of cattle raising. 

"He calls himself a cow-boy," said 
Tom with a chuckle, "and he has sent 
me a regular cow-boy derringer. I have 
it down in the snuggery. Slip away 
with me a minute. Oh, they're enjoying 
themselves first-rate," he added, in re
p'ly to my glance at his guests; and as 
It really did not seem that our presence 
was essential to the hilarity of the oc
casion, I rose with Tom, and, excusing 
ourselves for a moment, we made our 
escape. 

The fact was, I was really anxious to 
have a quiet moment with my friend to 
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unburden my mind, but when I was 
alone with him, the task did not grow 
easy. I thought over several openings, 
but none of them satisfied me, and the 
first that suggested itseH, "I had a cu
rious dream a few months ago," some
how did not seem to rise to the dignity 
of the occasion. I tried it, however, in 
default of anything better, but was ab
ruptly cut short by Tom. 

"Oh, bother your dream. Keep that 
till morning. I want to read you Jack's 
letter," and read it he did, interspersing 
the text with queer comments of his 
otm, till twenty odd years seemed to be 
annihilated, and I fancied we were all 
boys a.t school together again. 

"Jolly little pistol, this, isn't it?" he 
asked, showing me the accompanying 
present. "Good sort is Jack to remem
ber I have such a weakness for this kind 
of thing. I wonder if I have a cartridge 
to fit it-" and he rummaged in a draw
er; "yes, this is just the ticket. rn go 
down to a shooting gallery to-morrow 
and try the thing. That's the worst of 
living in London; if I was at home rd 
have a r,ot shot at an owl out of the 
window.' 

I had been very merry a few minutes 
before, but even as Tom was speaking, 
an unaeoountable weight seemed to f&fi 
on my spirits. The in1luence of my pre
vailing idea had full sway over me; I 
had never felt it more strongly than at 
that moment. The impression grew up
on me, and would not be shaken o~ I 
aprang to my feet. 

"What's the matter, old boy," he 
asked, looking up from the pistol which 
he was turning over and over and ex
amining in every possible light, as if it 
were a gem. "What's up? " 

"Where's Mrs. Kavanagh," I asked. 
"Is she alone in the drawing-room?" 

"I suppose so; unless the O'Malley 
girls are with her. No, they're sure to 
be in the billiard-room. Those girls 
are regular whales for billiards I Very 
likely Eva's alone, but why?" 

"Because rm afraid she's in some 
di1Hculty-in some danger perhaps
don't ask me any questions. It's-it's 
that dream you wouldn't let me tell you 
---come." 

"Ned, my dear fellow, are you out 
of your senses? What dream? What 

could happen to Eva? Aren't we here 
within call, almost; aren't O'Malley and 
lAwler just &ero8S the hall in the dining
room--" 

"How do we know that lAwler is in the 
dining-room still?" I interrupted. "He 
may have left O'Malley and gone into 
the drawing-room. It is lAwler I fear. OJ 

I had carried my point, though it was 
evident that Kavanagh attached a dif
ferent meaning to my words from that 
which I intended; but this did not mat
ter, if I could only induce him to act. 
During the last few minutes an aooe88 
of unreasoning terror had seized me. I 
had only to close my eyes to see every 
eircumstance of my vision reproduced 
before me. I was wild to move-any
thing to end this suspense. 

"Come," said Tom. He rose to his 
feet. His face had grown hard and set 
at my last words. He did not look like 
a man whose anger it would be good to 
face. "Come,".he repeated; and grip
ping my arm, he led me to the door. 

The snuggery was reached by two 
steps from the level of the hall. How 
forcibly Tom's action, as he almost lifted 
me over this impediment, recalled his 
action in my dream. 

We traversed the hall rapidly. "This 
way," said Tom, dragging me aside into 
the library, 80 ca1led-a room which in 
reality was little more than an alcove ol 
the drawing-room, without windows ol 
its own, and only separated from the 
larger apartment by heavy hangings. 

Kavanagh drew the curtain aside, and 
side by side we stood and looked upon 
an exact reproduction of the scene I had 
witnessed at Tullybeg. 

There stood the Oriental-his hand
some face disfigured by passion, and 
raising aloft the jewelled dagger in act 
to strike. At his feet crouched Eva 
Kavanagh, her beautiful hair, which had 
become unfastened in the struggle, 
streaming over her neck and shoul
ders and resting on the ground as abe 
knelt. Over their heads, the massive 
chandelier reflected the lustre of the 
wax lights. Every detail of the BCeD8 
was complete, and no human power 
could avert the awful denouement, for 
the muscles of the young savage were 
strained to strike; we had chanced 
upon the moment when the blow was 
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poised-the very instant of the murder, 
and even as I looked the change passed 
upon his face which I had before no
ticed as the herald of the impending 
doom. Before a man could cover a sin
gle step of the half dozen that separated 
us, it would be too late. 

The sharp report of a pistol ringing 
out at my side shattered the silence and 
awakened my dazed senses. A blue 
smoke, mixed with a sulphurous odor, 
curled up around me. The jewelled 
dagger lIew from Lawler's grasp with 
a convulsive jerk. The ball from Kava
nagh's derringer had passed through 
the murderer's hand, shattering the fin
gers, and tearing, as we afterward dis
covered, several of the gems from their 
setting in the dagger-haft. 

Tom never looked at him. He was 
beside his wife in a moment, and rais
ing her half-fainting form in his arms. 
"Water, Ned, waterT" he cried. Iturned 
to look for some; at the same moment 
I heard the street door close. I never 
saw Lawler again. 

From the little that Kavanagh told 
me afterward I gathered that the young 
Hindoo, lresuming upon Eva's kind
ness. an misunderstanding her free
dom, had followed her that night from 
the dining-room and attempted to in
duce her to lIy with him. Meeting with 
an indignant refusal and a threat of 
exposure, he had snatched the murder
ous weapon that lay on the table ready 
to his hand, and threatened to stab her 

to the heart if she did not obey him. 
From my own opinion of the young 
Oriental's vindictive nature and violent 
passions, I have little doubt he meant 
what he said. Mrs. Kavanagh believes it 
was only a threat intended to terrify her. 

I think, however, the lady feels that 
she was a little indiscreet in this case, 
and she will for the future indulge her 
natural love of admiration within less 
dangerous limits. 

Why I should have been selected as 
the prophet of this domestic drama, 
why I should have dreamed of such a 
strange and improbable event which 
nevertheless was destined to occur, I 
know not, and am never likely to know. 
As a psychological study it is interesting; 
as a personal experience it is uncomfort
able. At Tom Kavanagh's request I 
have written down the whole thing as 
it occurred, beginning with my journey 
to Ireland, including the vision, and 
ending with the scene in the Portman 
Square drawing-room, and with what 
Tom not unjustly boasts of as .. a very 
fair snap shot with a strange pistol" 

Captain Kavanagh made no inquiries 
after Mr. Lawler. and Mr. Lawler made 
none after Captain Kavanagh. Cleary 
subsequently informed me that the 
loung gentleman had relinquished his 
mtention of settling in England, had 
resumed his ancestral name of Lalor 
Abboo Singh. and had returned to in
dia. 

I have not had a dreain since. 



SOME GENTLEMEN IN FICTION. 

By Robert Louis Stewnson. 

o make a character 
at all-so to select, 
80 to describe a 
few acts, a few 
speech~ perhaps 
(though this is 
quite superiluous) 
a few details of 
physical appear
ance, as that these 

shall all cohere and strike in the reader's 
mind a common note of personality
there is no more delicate enterprise, suc
cess is nowhere less comprehensible than 
here. We meet a man, we find his talk 
to have been racy; and yet if every 
word were taken down by short-hand, we 
should stand amazed at its essential insig
nificance. Ph~ical presence, the speak
ing eye, the mimitable commentary of 
the voice, it was in these the spell resid
ed ; and these are all excluded from the 
pages of the novel There is one writer 
of fiction whom I have the advantage of 
knowing; and he confesses to me that 
his success in this matter (small though 
it be) is quite surprising to himself. 
.. In one of my books," he writes, "and 
in one only, the characters took the bit 
in their mouth; all at once, they be
came detached from the flat paper, they 
turned their backs on me and walked 
off bodily ; and from that time, my task 
was stenographic--it was they who 
spoke, it was they who wrote the re
mainder of the story. When this mir
acle of genesis occurred, I was thrilled 
with joyous surprise; I felt a certain 
awe-shall we call it superstitious? And 
yet how small a miracle it was; with 
what a partial life were my characters 
endowed; and when all was said, how 
little did I know of them I It was a 
form of words that they supplied me 
with; it was in a form of words that 
th'!.t~~n8isted; beyond and behind was 
no . ." The limitation, which this 
writer felt and which he seems to have 
deplored, can be remarked in the work 
of even literary princes. I think it was 
Hazlitt who declared that, if the names 

were dropped at press, he could restore 
any speech in Shakespeare to the prop
er ~er; and I dare say we could 
all pIck out the words of Nym or Pistol, 
Caius or Evans; but not even HazliU 
could do the like for the great lead
ing characters, who yet are cast in a 
more delicate mould, and appear before 
us far more subtly and far more fully 
dift'erentiated, than these easy-going 
ventriloquial puppets. It is just when 
the obVIOUS expedients of the barrel
organ vocabulary, the droll mispronun
ciation or the racy dialect, are laid aside, 
that the true masterpieces are wrought 
(it would seem) from nothing. Hamlet 
speaks in character, I potently beneve 
it, and yet I see not how. He speaks at 
least as no man ever spoke in life, and 
very much as many other heroes do ill 
the same volume; now uttering the no
blest verse, now prose of the most cun
ning workmanship; clothing his opin
ions throughout in that amazing dialect. 
Shakespearese. The opinions themselves, 
again, though they are true and forcible 
and re-enforced with excellent images, 
are not peculiar either to Hamlet, or to 
any man or class or period; in their 
admirable generality of appeal resides 
their merit; they might figure, and they 
would be applauded, in almost any play 
and in the mouth of almost any noble 
and considerate character. The only hint 
that is given as to his physical man-I 
speak for myself-is merely shocking, 
seems merely erroneous, and is perhaps 
best explained away upon the theory 
that ShAkespeare had Burbadge more 
directly in his eye than Hamlet. As 
for what the Prince does and what 
he refrains from doing, all acts and 
passions are strangely impersonal. .A. 
thousand characters, as dift'erent among 
themselves as night from day, should 
yet, under the like stress of circum
stance, have trodden punctually in the 
footprints of Hamlet and each other. 
Have you read Andre Cornelia' in which 
M. Bourget handled over again but y,. 
terday the theme of Hamret, even as 
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Godwin had already rehandled part of faoed it with an indecision worthy of his 
it in Oaleb WiUiams. You can see the hero; he shifted, he shufiled with it; in 
character M. Bourget means with quite the end, he may be said to have left his 
sufticient clearness j it is not a master- paper blank. One reason whl we do not 
piece, but it is adequately indicated; more generally recognize this failure of 
and the character is proper to the part, Shakespeare's is because we" have most 
these acts and passions fit him like a of us Been the play performed j and man
glove, he carries the tale, not with so agers, by what seems a stroke of art, by 
good a grace as Hamlet, but with equal what is really (I dare say) a fortunate ne
nature. Well, the two personalities are cessity, smuggle the problem out of sight 
fundamentally distinct: they breathe -the play, too, for the matter of that ; 
upon us out of dift'erent worlds; in face, but the glamour of the footlights and 
in touch, in the subtile atmosphere by the charm of that little strip of fiddlers' 
which we recognize an individual, in all heads and elbows, conceal the conjur
that goes to build up a character-or ing. This stroke of art (let me call it so) 
at least that shadowy thing, a character consists in casting the Queen as an old. 
in a book-they are even opposed: the woman. Thanks to the footlights and the 
same fate involves them, they behave on fitidlers' heads, we never pause to inquire 
the same lines, and they have not one why the King should have pawned his 
hair in common. What, then, remains soul for this college-bedmaker in mas
of Hamlet? and by what magic does he querade; and thanks to the absurdity 
stand forth in our brains, teres atque of the whole position, and that uncon
rotundm, solid to the touch, a man to scious unchivalry of audiences (ay, and 
praise, to blame, to pity, ay, and to love? of authors also) to old women, Hamlet's 

At bottom, what we hate or love is monstrous conduct passes unobserved or 
doubtless some projection of the author; unresented. Were the Queen cast as she 
the personal atmosphere is doubtless should be, a woman still young and beau
his j and when we think we know Ham- tiful, had she been coherently written by 
let, we know but a side of his creator. Shakespeare, and were she played with 
It is a good old comfortable doctrine, any spirit, even an audience would rise. 
which our fathers have taken for a pil- But the scene is simflY false, effective 
low, which has served as a cradle for on the stage, untrue 0 any son or any 
ourselves; and yet, in some of its appli- mother j in judging the character of 
cations, it brings us face to face with Hamlet, it must be left upon one side; 
difficulties. I said last month that we and in all other relations we recognize 
could tell a gentleman in a novel Let the Prince for a gentleman. 
us continue to take Hamlet. Manners Now, if the personal charm of any 
vary, they invert themselves, from age verbal puppet be indeed only an emana
to age; Shakespeare's gentlemen are not tion from its author, may we conclude, 
quite ours, there is no doubt their talk since we feel Hamlet to be a gentleman, 
would raise a Hutter in a modern tea-" that Shakespeare was one too? .An in
party; but in the old pious phrase, they structive parallel occurs. There were in 
have the root of the matter. All the England two writers of fiction, contem
most beautiful traits of the gentleman poranes, rivals in fame, opposites in 
adorn this character of Hamlet: it was character; one descended from a great 
the side on which Salvini seized, which house, easy, generous, witty, debauched, 
he so attractively displayed, with which a favorite in the tap-room and the hunt
he led theatres captive; it is the side, I ing field, yet withal a man of a high 
think, by which the Prince endears him- practical intelligence, a distinguished 
aelf to readers. It is true there is one public servant, an ornament of the 
staggering ecene, the great scene with bench: the other, sprung from I know 
his mother. But we must regard this as not whence-but not from kings-bu.zzed 
the author's lost battle; here it was that about by second-rate women, and their 
Shakespeare failed: what to do with the fit companion, a tea-bibber in parlors, 
Queen, now to depict her, how to make a man of painful propriety, with all the 
Hamlet use her, these (as we know) 1tere narrowness and much of the animosity of 
his miserable" problem; it beat him; he the backshop and the dissenting chapeL 
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Take the ~, they seem like types: 
Fielding, WIth all his faults, was und&
niably a gentleman; Bichardson, with 
all his genius and his virtues, as und&
niably was not. And now turn to their 
works. In 7bm Jones. a novel of which 
the respectable profess that they could 
stand the dulness if it were not so black
guardly, and the more honest admit 
they could forgive the blackgua.rdism if 
it were not so dull-in Tom Jones, with 
its voluminous bulk and troops of char
acters, there is no shadow of a gentl&
man, for Allworthy is only ink and pa
per. In Joseph Andrews, I fear I have 
always confined my reading to the par
son; and Mr. Adams, delightful as he 
is, has no pretension "to the genteel." 
In Amelia, things get better; all thiIigs 
get better; it is one of the curiosities 
of literature that Fielding, who wrote 
one book that was engaging, truthful, 
kind, and clean, and another book that 
was dirty, dull, and false, should be 
spoken of, the world over, as the author 
of the second and not the first, as the 
author of Tom Jones, not of Amelia. 
And in Amelia, sure enough, we find 
some gentlefolk; Booth and Dr. Harri
son will pass in a crowd, I dare not say 
they will do more. It is very dift'erently 
that one must speak of Richardson's 
creations. With Sir Charles Grandison 
I am unacquainted-there are many im
pediments in this brief life of man; I 
have more than once, indeed, reconnoi
tred the first volume with a :8ying party, 
but always decided not to break ground 
before the place till my siege guns came 
up ; and it's an odd thing-I have been 
all these years in the field, and that pow
erful artillery is still miles in the rear. 
The day it overtakes me, Baron Gib
bon's fortress shall be beat about his 
ears, and my :8ag be planted on the for
midable ramparts of the second part 
of .lbust. Ofarendon, too- But why 
should I continue this confession? Let 
the reader take up the wondrous tale 
himself, and run over the books that he 
has tried, and failed withal, and vowed 
to try again, and now beholds, as he 
goes about a library, with secret com
punction. As to Sir Charles at least, 
I have the report of spies; and by the 
£8pe~ in the oftice of my Intelligence 
Department, it would seem he was a 

most accomplished baronet. I am the 
more ready to credit these reports, be
cause the spies are persons thoroughly 
accustomed to the business; and be
cause my own investigation of a kindled 
quarter of the globe (0larisJ8a HarlollJe) 
has led me to set a high value on the 
BicbardaoDians. Lovelace--in spite of 
his abominable misbehavior-Colonel 
Morden and my Lord M-- are all p
tlemen of undisputed quality. They 
more than pass muster, they excel; the1 
have a gallant, a conspicuous carriage; 
they roll into the book, four in hand, in 
gracious attitudes. The best of Field
ing's gentlemen had scarce been at their 
ease in M-- Hall; Dr. Harrison had 
seemed a plain, honest man. a tri1le be
low his company; and poor Booth (mp
posing him to have served in Colonel 
Morden's corps and to have travelled in 
the J:.K!st-chaise along with his comman
dant) had been glad to slink away with 
Mowbray and crack a bottle in the but
ler's room. 

So that here, on the terms of our the
ory, we have an odd inversion, tempting 
to the cynic. 

n 
JuST the other day, there were aga!n 

two rival novelists in England: Thit.ck
eray and Dickens; and the case 01 the 
last is, in this connection, full of inter
est. Here was a man and an artist, the 
most strenuous, one ofthemOBt endowed i 
and for how many years he labored in 
vain to create a gentleman I With aU his 
watchfulne88 of men and manners, with 
aU his fiery industry. with his ex~&e 
native gift of characterization, with his 
clear knowledge of what he meant to do, 
there was yet something lacking. III 
part after part, novel after novel, a whole 
menagerie of characters, the good, the 
bad, the droll and the tragic. came at 
his beck like slaves about an oriental des
pot; there was only one who stayed 
away: the gentleman. Il this ill fortune 
had persisted it might have shaken man's 
belief in art and industry. But years 
were given and courage was continued 
to the indefatigable artist ; and at lengt; 
after so many and such lamentable fail
ures, success began to attend upon biB 
arms. David Copperfield scrambled 
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through on hands and knees; it was at 
least a negative success; and Dickena, 
keenly alive to all he did, must have 
heaved a sigh of infinite relief. Then 
came the evil days, the days of Dombey 
and DorrU, from which the lover of Dick
ens willingly averts his eyes; and when 
that temporary blight had passed away, 
and the artist began with a more resolute 
arm to reap the aftermath of his genius, 
we find him able to create a Carton, 
a Wrayburn, a Twemlow. No mistake 
about these three; they are all gentle
men: the sottish Carton, the effete Twem
low, the insolent Wrayburn, all have 
doubled the cape. 

There were never in any book three 
perfect sentences on end; there was 
never a character in any volume but it 
somewhere tripped. We are like danc
ing dogs and preaching' women: the won
der is not that we should do it well, but 
that we should do it at all And Wray
burn, I am free to admit, comes on one 
occasion to the dust. I mean, of C01l1'S8, 
the scene with the old Jew. I will make 
you a present of the Jew for a card-board 
figure; but that is neither here nor there : 
the ineffectuality of the one presentment 
does not mitigate the grossness, the base
ness, the inhumanity of the other. In 
this scene, and in one other (if I remem
ber aright) where it is echoed, Wrayburn 
combines the wit of the omnibus-cad 
with the ~ood feeling of the Andaman 
Islander: In all the remainder of the 
book, throughout a thousand perils, 
playing (you would say) with diftfcu1ty, 
the author swimmingly steers his hero 
on the true course. The error stands by 
itself, and it is striking to observe the 
moment of its introduction. It follows 
immediately upon one of the most dra
matic passages in fiction, that in which 
Bradley Headstone barks his knuckles on 
the church-yard wall To handle Brad
ley (one of Dickens's superlative achieve
ments) were a thing impossible to almost 
any man but his creator; and even to 
him, we may be sure, the effort was ex
hausting. Dickens was a weary man 
when he had barked the school-master's 
knuckles, a weary man aud an excited ; 
but the tale of bricks had to be finished, 
the monthly number waited ; and under 
the false inspiration of irritated nerves, 
the scene of Wrayburn and the Jew was 

written and sent forth; and there it is, 
a blot upon the book and a buBet to the 
reader. 

I make no more account of this pas
sage than of that other in Hamlet: a 
scene that has broken down, the judi
cious reader cancels for himself. And 
the general tenor of Wrayburn, and the 
whole of Carton and Twemlow, are be
yond exception. Here, then, we have a 
man who found it for years an enterprise 
beyond his art to draw a gentleman, and 
who in the end succeeded. Is it because 
Dickens was not a gentleman himself 
that he so often failed? and if so, then 
how did he succeed at last? Is it be
cause he was a gentleman that he suc
ceeded? and if so, what made him fail? 
I feel inclined to stop this paper here, 
after the manner of conundrums, and 
offer a moderate reward for a solution. 
But the true answer lies probably deeper 
than did ever plummet sound. And 
mine (such as it is) will hardly appear to 
the re8der to disturb the surface. 

These verbal puppets (so to call them 
once again) are things of a divided par
entage: the breath of life may be an 
emanation from their maker, but they 
themselves are only strings of words 
and parts of books; they dwell in, they 
belong to, literature; convention, tech
nical artifice, technical gusto, the me
chanical necessities of the art, these are 
the lIesh and blood with which they are 
invested. If we look only at Carton 
and Wrayburn, both leading parts, it 
must strike us at once that both are 
most ambitiously a~pted; that Dick
ens was not content to draw a hero and 
a gentleman plainly and quietly j that, 
after all his ill-success, he must still 
handicap himself upon these fresh ad
ventures, and make Carton a sot, and 
sometimes a cantankerous sot, and Wray
burn insolent to the verge, and some
times beyond the verge, of what is par
donable. A moment's thought will show 
us this was in the nature of his genius, 
and a ~ of his literary method. His 
fierce mtensity of design was not to be 
slaked with any academic portraiture; 
not all the arts of individuaJ.imtion could 
perfectly content him; he must still 
seek something more definite and more 
express than nature. All artists, it may 
be properly argued, do the like; it is 
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their method to discard the middling and 
the insignificant, to disengage the char
actered and the precise. But it is only 
a class of artiste that pursue BO singly 
the note of personality ; and is it not 
possible tMt such a preoccupation may 
disable men from representing ~entle
Yolk? The gentleman passes m the 
stream of the day's manners, incon
spicuous. The lover of the individual 
may find him scarce worth drawing. 
And even if he draw him, on what will 
his attention centre bnt just upon those 
pointe in which his model exceeds or 
falls short of his snbdued ideal-but 
just upon those pointe in which the gen
tleman is not genteel? Dickens, in an 
hour of irritated nerves, and under the 
pressure of the monthly number, de
faced his Wrayburn. Observe what he 
sacrifices. The ruling passion stron~. in 
his hour of weakness, he sacrifices dig
nity, decency, the essential human beau
ties of his hero, he still preserves the 
dialect, the shrill note of personality, 
the mark of identification. Thackeray, 
under the strain of the same villanous 
system, would have fallen upon the oth
er side; his gentleman would still have 
been a gentleman, he would have only 
ceased to be an individual figure. 

There are incompatible ambitions. 
You cannot paint a Vandyke and keep 
it a Franz Hals. 

m 
I HAVE preferred to conclude my in

conclusive argument before I touched 
on Thackeray. Personally, he scarce ap
peals to us as the ideal gentleman; if 
there were nothing else, perpetual nos
ing after snobbery at least suggeste the 
mob; but about the men he made, there 
can be no such question of reserve. And 
whether because he was himself a gentle
man in a very high degree, or b8cause 

his methods were in a very higb degree 
suited to this class of work, or from the 
common operation of both causes, a.m: 
tleman came from his pen by the gift of 
nature. He could draw him as a char
acter part, full of pettinesa, tainted with 
vulgarity, and yet still a gentleman, in 
the inimitable Major PendeDDia. He 
could draw him as the full-blown hero 
in Colonel Esmond. He could draw 
him-the next thing to the work of God 
-human and true and noble and frail, 
in Colonel Newcome. J1 the art of ~ 
ing a gentleman were forgotten, like the 
art of staining glass, it might be learned 
anew from that one character. It is 
learned there, I dare to _,,_ daily. Mr. 
Andrew Lang, in a gracefUl attitude 01 
melancholy, denies the in1IuenC8 of 
books. I think he forgete his philos
ophy; for surely'there go two elementa 
to the determination of conduct: hered
ity, and experience-that which is giftll 
to us at birth, that which is added and 
cancelled in the course of life i ud 
what experience is more formative, ., 
step of life is more efficient, thaD to 
knoW and weep for Colonel Newcome? 
And surely he forgete himself; for I eaJ1 
to mind other pages, beautiful ~ 
from which it may be gathered that the 
language of the NetDCOme8 sings still in 
his memory, and ite gospel is sometimee 
not forgotten. I call it a gospel: it is 
the best I know. Error and suiFeriDg 
and failure and death, those calamities 
that our contemporaries paint upon 10 
vast a scale--they are aU depicted here. 
but in a more true proportion. We 
may return, before this picture, to the 
simple and ancient faith. We mAY be 
sure (although we know not why) tba' 
we give our lives, like coral insecta, to 
build up insensibly, in the twilight of 
the seas of time, the reef of righteous
ness. And we may be sure (althouP 
we see not how) it is a thing worth 
doing. 
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T HE series of illustrated articles on Railways begun in the present 
number of the MAGAZINE with Mr. Thomas Curtis Clarke's "The 
Building of a Railway," will be continued in the July number by 

one of the most striking and elaborate of the papers-that on " FEATS 
OF RAILWAY ENGINEERING," by JOHN BOGART, State 
Engineer of New York, and Secretary of the American Society of Civil 
Engineers. 

The special interest of such an.article will be foreseen when it is remem
bered that its title covers almost all the greatest engineering undertakings 
of late years, nearly every one of which has had its origin in the planning 

. of a railway. 
The St. Gothard and other famous tunnels, such bridges as the great 

St. Louis bridge, the largest bridge in the world now building over the 
Forth, the Niagara and Lachine Cantilevers, and many others; the 
highest and most remarkable trestles, the galleries excavated in the face of 
enormous cliffs, as on the Oroya, in South America, and other railways, 
the most famous grades and cuttings, etc., are among the subjects which 
Mr. Bogart treats with a clearness and skill that gain the closest interest of 
the reader in these triumphs of engineering ingenuity. His account of 
them, though untechnical, has the spirit of the enterprises themselves, 
and conveys a share of the responsibility and great · results which they 
involved. 

This paper requires and has received the most elaborate and careful 
illustration, more than forty pictures accompanying it, among them drawings 
by Twachtman, Walter Shirlaw, and many other artists, besides reproduc
tions from drawings and photographs furnished to Mr. Bogart and the 
publishers by many engineers. 



Among the other papers of the series which will follow are: 

~MERICAN LOCOMOTIVES AND CARS. Describing the won
~ derful developm~nt of the locomotive and improvements in cars, etc. , 
~ By M. N. FORNEY, author of the "Catechism of the Locomotive," 
" used by all engineers. Profusely illustrated. 

~PASSENGER TRAVEL. By GEN HORACE PORTER, Vice-President 
of the Pullman Palace Car Company, who writes of the comforts and 
luxuries of modern travel. Illustrated. 

'THE RAILROAD MAN'S LIFE. By B. B. ADAMS, Jr., a prominent 
~ writer upon practical railway subjects, and formerly in active railway 

service. Mr. Adams will describe the duties, dangers, and pleasures 
of the employee's life. Illustrated by many engravings. 

There wili also appear in the July number an especially noteworthy, 
: elaborately illustrated article on " LIFE AND TRAVEL IN MODERN 
: GREECE," by THOMAS D. SEYMOUR, Professor of Greek at Vale, in 
which the results of a recent journey by him are given with the value and 
interest attaching to the notes of so competent an observer. Of like value 
is a paper by Professor CHARLES A. V OUNG, also carefully illustrated, under 
the title u AN ASTRONOMER'S SUMMER TRIP," describing his 
journey to Russia to observe the solar eclipse of 1887; a journey which, 
though this object was defeated by bad weather, led to visits to the chief 
observatories of Europe, of which Professor V oung gives descriptions of 
the greatest interest and importance. The second part of Mr. H~NRY 
JAMES'S story" A London Life," is given, and Mr. ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN
SON'S paper on "POPULAR AUTHORS," is one of the most note
worthy and will be found one of the most interesting of his articles. 

PRICE, :J5 CENTS A NUMBER; $).00 A YEAR! . 

BIND YOUR MAGAZINE. 
COMPLETION OF VOL;UME III. 

The third volume of ScRIBNER'S MAGAZINE was begun by the number dated January, 
J888, and ends with the June issue. Bindings for this volume are now ready. 
PRICES-Back numbers ezc:banged for the bound volume, if numbers U'e untrimmed and in good 

conditicm, or the owner's copies bound up. Cloth, gilt top, • to 75 
Subscribers must remit 30 cents for postage when the volume is to be returned by mail. 
Cases for binding, post-free, • . 50 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS. 743-745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
8 
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JOHN WARD, PREACHER. 

A Novel by JrlABoA1Ul:T DBLAND, author of II The Old Garden and Other Poems." 1 vol., 12mo. 11.50. 

John Wud is a Presbyterian clergyman, and this eupgiDg ~1'7 briDgII the sternest ~ of Pte: 
terian theology into cloee reiationa with the best elements of Agnosticism. Into it are woven lovem" ~ 
enoeB, the aooial intereata of village lite, "the ehort and BiJDple aDDAle of the poor," and maJl7 cbanat-rin 
featuree of modem oivilizatioll. It is qui~ sure to attract marked attention and to acite anjm.ted d ....... 

DTB.IOAL TlJ.AB'SLATI01l8 ABD POBJIB. 
By F. H. HBDGE, D.D., and Mrs. A. L. WIBTBB. I 

vol., lImo, parchment paper cover, .1.00. 
Dr. Hedge and Mrs. Wiater, who are ~ 

as translators, have bronght together in a tasteful 
little book the beat German poems they have both 
translated into English verse, to which Dr. Hedge has 
added some aoellent original poems. 

DUBH WODBBB. 
The GhOBta, Giants, Pookas, Demcma, La .......... 

BansheM, Fairlea, Wi __ • WidoWB, Old .... 
and other Marvels of the Emerald We. PopU 
Tales as told by the People. By D. B. 1lc.b£u'. 
J& With more than 8ixt,y capital DJu'dmri=
Small 4to, p.OO. 

BEFORE THE CURFEW 
And Other Poems, Chiefly Oocasicmal. By 0LIvlm WDDBLL BoLlQ8. I vol., 161DD •. beIIutiHaIq piBIIA 

and bound, gilt top, .1.00. 
This tasteful volume contains the poems written by Dr. Holmes during the past eight :r- .moe .. ~ 

Iron Gate" was published. They have the same bellhness, wit, pathos, fttness to the OOOII8ion. t'e&it1./ 
phrase, and all the other charming qualities which have made his prenous books an DDfaiUng de1icht. 

TD SBOOn SO •• 
A Novel. By 11m. M. O. W. OLIPHANT and THOMA8 

BAILBY ALDRICH. 12mo, .1.50. 

THB STOB.Y OP DBDO. BLlJ'PPS. 
By CH.uu.B8 HoBERT CRADDOCK, author of "The 

Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains," "Down 
the Ravine," etc. 16mo, .1.00. 

PAVL PATOD'. 
A NoveL By F. JlABIoN C!u.WPOBD. aathor of "1 

BomaR BiDger," eta. limo, .1.50. 

OlUlDY KACXBI&Jl'l U1'ClIlUI, 
Astronomer and General. A Biographioal NamIiw 

by his IOD, F. A. MITCBBL. With a Steel ~ 
Crown Svo, gilt top, p.OO. 

NEGRO MYTHS FROM THE GEORGIA COAST. 
Collected by OIlABLB8 C. JONES, J&, author of "The History of Geoqia." In one volume, limo, tiIIItIIIfIIll1 

bound, .1.00. 
The delightful I I Uncle Bemus" stories, by Mr. Joel Chandler Barris, are but a small pMt of tile .... 

folk-stories handed down by tradition from geD8l'Ption to generation among the negroes of the 80uthem 8IaIa 
Colonel JODeB has gathered a volume of these, which have been current em the coast of Georgia, and wIIitl 
cannot tail to interest a multitude of readers by their quaint Bimplioity and grotesque fancies. 

The ATLAlIf'l'IC KO.TIIL Y for May contain.: 
• SERIAL AND SHORT STORIES. 

THE ASPERN PAPERS. 
m ByllDBy,J.UIa 

rONE IANTrJ: A CHILO OF JAPAN. 

THE OESPOT OF BROO.SEOfJE CorE, 

pO·SANor. 
Dr CIwILBB W. CInIBInm. 

88SAYS. PERSONAL AND DBSClUPTIVB. 

THE E.pEROR WILUAII. 
ByB_TvnLL 

CICERO IN THE SENATE. 
By JUumr WB'DI PB8l'OlI. 

THE CAY ALlER. 
Dl AGlUI :bPruD. 

THE A.ERICAN PHILOSOPHICAL SOCIETr. 
By .ADa B. WIIAIII'OJf. 

A OISCORO III FEATHERS. 
By ouv. Tao ... lIILLa. 

all centa; '4.00 a 1/6ar. 

HOUBHTON, MIFFLIN AND COMPANY, 
4 Park Street. BOSTON. 1 1 East t 7th Street, NEW YORK. 
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GOOD BOOKS FOR ALL AGES . .. . . 

, 

The HtJI'eG/Nr. By JAlIlCB I'BEIi:lolAN CLABO, 
REv. JOSBPB CooK, REv. GEORGB A. GoRDON, 
and twenfi7 other Clergymen. Cloth, 60 oentB; 
paper, ~ oenta. 

00DeIIe __ to the q1lfJllUoD. "Wba& are the ..... 
~ aDd arpmeDIa Ia IUppon of &be belief Ia a ute laenifter,,, 
The Cri .... .All.''''' .lrelClRd. By J. ELLu 

F08'l'EIL With. pI8faoe by John Boyle O'Bei11ey. 
Cloth, 60 oentB; paper, ~ oente. 
An eloq1lllllt, bat lotJcaIappeal for thelr\8h P89ple.1J'OWIDI 

out of penoD&l obIerft&Ioo aDd 1a1'8lUplloo. It .. ftlubte 
u IIvtq .AIIIerIoaDI oomprell.uft 14_ on the nbjec&. 

The ..in 01 Uri"lI. From the WrltiDga of 
Samuel 8mB... IntlOduction by Rev. A. P. 
PEABODY, D.D. 12mo, .1.00. 
PlaQ, apl, praoUoll ~ aIlowtDa bow to mate the 

moa& of Il1iI. A 1'1IIDIble tiOok for lpare mlDo" 1'IIII4IDa. 

How Tom .Rd DOf'ot"" M.de .1Id Kept 
G C","""." Home. By lluwABBT 8mlllBY. 
12mo, 75 oente. 
'l'IIII young oouple beaD their modellt bouebePIDa UDder 

dUIlClllltlea, but tbey bad aD _ured faltb Ia &be power of a ftllaDd to dlreet Uld _trot their UtUe el'ery-du . 
faIl1lJ'ell, Uld n_ The IIImple record ortlleijo 

4IIli will IlearleD otllen who are ICI'I~ to lOt up to 
Ulelr bJala_1DIIlIb1, 

M.rfI.ret BefIU .,," ao.e Other Owl •• 
By AleNA. B. RYDBB. limo, .1.~. 
JIlIa __ II weI1 mown u a IIOII1lIar wrtter for IIIrtI, ID4 

ber prevloua boota, "Bold uj Your B~ GIr .... Uld 
.. New BYIrJ JlOmlq: A Year-Book for OIrII,' baft ,bown 
bow wen aile uodentUldl her audience. TIIII. her ant loq 
etory. will lie IIIIVIJ read. It IIhon IIrII u ~ are. DOt 
a1W&J1 at their ~ DODI.aIoal often. fDU of JOJIItJ ID4 
IPfJ'lI, but capeble of earned moodl aDd reacblDp ouf after 
die more 1IUt0ua Import of ute. 

HerlJert O.rd~ll'. C"Udreta. By Xra. 8. 
a GBARA)( CLARK, aothor of the "Yenaie 
Walton Boob." 12mo, .1.50. 

No wrtter ImCnnIlIetter tban Jrre. ~ bow to awauo the 
Ia...- Ul4 ~ Ule IJmpMhlea of young lellden. TIle 
~, volume foIIoWI u a llllluel to .. y.ue WaltoD'l 
WOIIIUlhood." 

The Doctor o/.DeCI"e. By MARY T. PALKER. 
12mo, .1.95. 
TIle NaHon ..,.: "WIUlID III modell' Umlta thII brIP' aDd 

well-wrteten Uttle hooJ[ Ilol4I aD 1IDOODIIIloD17 4II&IIio& and 
-.reeable IIfOUP of IIOJ1n\II. Uooommon. too, .. &Ill PIIOIP
Uye qnallty, whlcll baa fakeD DO" of lDDumenllle nb&ledea 
of &IlOqll& aDd feel1D8 UDder &Ill OODdIUODI of dIIIJ7 ute, ID4 
.. &helD down wJUl a faI~ &bat II In tOueb wJUl 
III&1Ire. ye' &bat never beaomea odIou by o~" 

M" Wonder Storp. A Child'. Physiology. B;r 
AKNB K. BBmmIC1'. 4to, .1.150. 
In the form of familiar ta\b, &he ftI10DI IQIterIeII of the 

hllllllll bodJ are broqll& 40WD to &he 1III4erIWldIDIr UlCI aile 
I4m1reUoD of a poop of cbIlclreD, who IeIrD b1 praoueal 
demoIII&raUoD. 

.AT THB BOOK87'OBlIB, OB BENT, P087'-P.HD, ON RllOBIP'l' 011' PRIOB. 

D. LOTHROP COMPANY, Boston. 
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SUMMER· READING·t 
A FEW EIITlRELr IIEW BOOIS AMO IIEW EDlTlOIIS OF POPULAR FA'ORITES. ., 

MR. TANGIER'S VACATIONS. I 

A. Novel. By EDWARD B. BALL Cloth, f1.15; paper, GO centiL 

ROGER BERKELEY'S PROBATION.· \ 
A. story. By BBLBN CAJlPBBLL. Cloth, f1.00; paper, GO cenfA 

SIGNOR MONALDlNI'S NIECE.-KISMET.-THE COLONEL'S OPERA CLOAK. . 
Three of the mOBt popular novele in the celebrated "No Name 8erieB," now first iBBued in cbeIIp 11m , 
Paper cov~, 50 cents eaoll. r 

A WEEK AWAY FROM TIME. A VACATION SToRY. 
Last BeaIIOJl'. SUOO8ll8. The reader wishes the week had been leugthened into a fortnight. Cloth, tt= 
paper, 50 cents.. 

SOME WOMEN'S HEARTS. 
A. Colleotion of Love 8toriee. By LoUISE CHANDLBR MOULTON, Cloth, fl.25; paper, 50 ~ 

A LAD'S LOVE. 
A. Campobello Love Story. By ABLo BATE!!. Cloth, fl.00; paper, 50 cenfA 

BUTTON'S INN. 
Judge TotJ,BGu's brilliaut Chautauqua :romance. Cloth, f1.25; paper, GO cent&. 

SOUTH COUNTY NEIGHBORS. 
JIi.g CABPBKTBR'S admirable Clbaraater sketches, the __ of which are located in tohe NaTP"ll'
oountry, in Rhode Ia1and. Cloth, f1.00; paper, GO cents.. 

OURSELVES AND OUR NEIGHBORS. 
Short Cha&a on 8ooia1 Topica. By LoUIn CHANDLBR MOULTON. Cloth, fl.00; paper, 50 oeata. 

BALZAC'S NOVELS IN ENGLISH 
Tbia ente.rpriae, inaugurated two years since by the 

publication of "Pele Gorlot," baa now zeaohed the 
ninth volume. Succeaa has attended it from the 
first, due almOBt entil8ly to the masterly tDDalatiODB 
of Mias Wormeley, by whom they bave all been done. 

"The mlnd of tile nacler who baa onoe fallen IlDder tile faa. 
ctDa&Ion of IIlIIlD1luence, BaIBIC holda, .. &be IUlOIeDl martDer 
held &be WeddlDlr 1'1IeI' Witll=tWrIq e.J8- All reatmmoe 
or 8lragle for _pe II 1m IIIIIl Dot tIloqIlt of. ODe 
II borDe aloag on &be IWIft ood of tIloqhl, checked DOW bY 
a I)I&ltIIDc epljrram. DOW b1 a rtcbI1 oolored ~p&ton. anil 
DOW bJ a PIIIlO8Ophio ~ Witllout OBoe 1oaIJJ8 &be 
__ of moUon and tJUll'\IIHzaUon of lrreIiIBtlble power. ODe 
II 0_ bJ tile ::2 of a gen1ua CIIa& II'I8JIII 1IlII&or7. 
IICleDoe. Iqrapb:r. IIOClI oonclftloDB, human na&are. aDd 
mold8 tIlem lIdO lD&enae ploturea. tllroblllDa With life IIIIIl 
more aeemIDI real tIlan real1tJ 11BeIf." 

-Tall! LUerartI .aqaMh8., ----
'PHBI'OLLOWINQ VOLU •• ABlI NOW BlUDT: 

PERE OORIOT. 
THE COUNTRY DOCTOR. 

THE DUCHBSSE DE LANOEAIS. 
THE RISE AND FALL OF CBSAR BIROTTEAU. 

EUOENIE ORANDET. 
THE ALKAHEST. 

COUSIN PONS. 
THE TWO BROTHERS. 

MODESTE IIIONON. 
N1URLY RIUDT: 

THE MAOIC SKIN (Peau De ChagrIn). 
Handsome 12mo volumes, bound in half Rnllllia, 

French Btyle, price, f1.50 each. 

COMPUTE UIIIFDRM EDITIOII OF 

GEO. MEREDITH'S NOVELS. 
THE ORDEAL OF RICHARD FEVERBL 
EVAN HARRINOTON. 
HARRY RICHMOND. 
SANDRA BELLON I. 
VITTORIA. 
RHODA FLEMINO. 
BEAUCHAMP'S CAREER. 
THE EOOIST. 
DIANA OF THE CROSSWAYS. 
THE SHAVINO OF SHAQPAT. 

WIHrt til. Aut"o, H'. 0/ "1. 0lIl" ..... :-
"If a man'. worIt II to be o,.,alue tile ~ of 1aIm ... !It 

1D It. I U" written alWIJI wttIl &be peroepUaD a.a&" 
II DO Jlfe but of the IIpIrIt; tIla& tile 00IlCnICe til ...., .. 
1lla40W7; Jet tIla& tile way to apll'ltlllll Ufe U.1n 1M ca.ia*I! 
1IDfoldlDlr Of tile creamre. not 1D &be IIIPIItDa fJI. Ida ..... 

-IIZlf'rIt:C ~ .. LtIIIIr· 
uOIIlJ' 1D ~ .. oura could a ~ .. 0eGIF 

Ileredlih be tor onIJ In BUCh an I&e -'d 1dI~ 
C1IlIBr au. WID fOr ua-lftB J'eOOIIII1lOD 01' __ IIIIIIUIIf. 
TbaC theJuve not failed to man UleIr IIWft .......... 
Witneued bJ tile baDdIIome edlttOD fJI. IIlII worb WIIII* "III' 
beIq IB8Dedtrom tile pre-."-~ A!fteIII. 

A NEW POPULAR EDITION. TO BE 00III'I.£7E I. Ta 
VOLUME8, 18 NOW BEIN9 188I1ED. 

.&LlIII.UIT FIIlILIIIIIBD: 

THE ORDEAL OF RICHARD FBVBRBL. 
SANDRA BELLONI. 

limo. Cloth. Prloa. ILIIO per 'IOhIme. 
TIle BngIlBb edltkm, In cIo&h. _at, III&J be IIatl aa.pIII& 

10 voluDlell. PrIce, 11.00 per volume. 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, 
6 

- - Boston. I 
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The Latest and Inoomparably the Beat Enoyolopl8dla In the Bnsllsh Lansu .... 

THE ONLY AUTHORIZED SUBSCRIPTION EDITION. 

EDINBURGH SUBSCRIPTION EDITION (NINTH). 

PRINTED FROM THE ORIGINAL PLATES. 
WITH OVER TEN THOUSAND ILLUSTRATIONS, 

THE BEST HOUSEHOLD LIBRARY. 

The Wor-k of (1f)tt' Fifteen Hundred 'Distinguished Writers. 

FI'OM Rer. NOAH PORTER, D.O., LL.D., Ex-l'ruident of raJ. Coil.,.: 

TH. ENCYCLOPJ£DIA BJUTANNJCA has long sustained 
a high reputation for the exc:e1Jence and authority of its 
articles in literature and science. The Ninth Edition, 
now in progress of pUblication, is manifestly superior 
to all that have preceded it. Until recently, owing to 
its cost, the demand for the work has been chiefly from 
colleges and public libraries. The subscription edition, 
issued by the original publishers, Messrs. A. & c. Black, 
Edinburgh, and imported by Charles Scribner's Sons, 

is now offered at a price which brings it within reach 
of many who would otherwise be unable to purchase 
this admirable book of reference and authority. Any 
ODe who wishes to provide himself and his family with 
a work suitable for general and satisfactory reference, 
which is at the same time of the highest authority, 
cannot, in my judgment, do better than to purchase 
this edition, for which, I may add, I became a sui). 
scriber on its first UInollDcement. 

SOLD ONLY BY SUBSCRIPTION. 

To be completed in twenty.four vohuDes, averaging 850 pages each. The first twenty· three volumes are 
JIOW ready, and Volume XXIV. will be issued shortly. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, Importers, 
7.a and 748 Broadway, New Yol'IL. 

7 



PUBLlSHE o o KSELLERS 
IVISON, BLAKEMAN & CO., 

PuN ..... . 
American Educational Series of 
School and College Text Books. 

LATEST laaUES. 

• HITE" IIDU'TRIAL DRA.,IS - RE
Y/'ED. 
More rational, more direct, more instructive, more 
practical than any other publications on the subject. 
18 books, living two boob a year for a nine-yean' 
course. 

READY IN .aUN •• 

READIIS' II IATURAL HI8TORY. 
Part 1. ADimal Memoirs. By S&Jn-n 
LocxwooD, Ph.D. A charming and origiJIal won. 
written ctJII tuIIlIn by a life-long stacleDt of 11Mm! 
and of animal life. 

." ..... ftW-........ • ...... J1N ... .., ..eI, ,... _ ......... , - ...... " 

METCALF', 'PELl~/B"S(AID LAISUASE HAlO-BOOK' OF MAIUAL TRAIMI.S. 
BOOK. No.1. FIrst Le880DSIn Wood-worldac· 
By ROBaJlT c. MaTCALFJ Supervisor of Schools, !1 PR.OF. A. G. COMPTON, of the Colle£e 01 !be 
Boston. Written in banDony with present City of New York. A J!8ctical hand-book lCX' child-
methods of instruction as employed by the best ren; sufficiently specIfic and exact in its diRctioB 
teachers. It secures better results than have been to enable any teacher to successfully begin the wui 
hitherto obtainable. of manual training. 

." ..eI, ftW _ ......... , .0 ..... ." "", ftW ._, ......... -. 

LOOMI8" PROSRE'81YE MU8IC LE880I' THE .EST 
10. 5. In their respectm nb;- 8ft: 8wbdea' ........ C-
Completes the series and gives a most admirable paphlee, JIlet.oriH; :n.h'. AdtluDeU_; ~ .• 
book for highest grammar Jl8des and many high Mat.hematl_; 8peJloerlaa Co..,. 1Ioctke; 8mHI.a .. ftp. 
schools. Write for information about the series. 0 ..... 1 ORT'. BotaDIetI; DaDa'. GeoJosI-; ~ 

." "",1." -.. ....... Itt..... Pb7Si-; Webeter'. 8ehool Dletlol1utee. 

••• Our Deseripti'w List sml frte to any atldress. 

IVISON, BLAKEMAN & CO {788 and 785 Broadway, New York. 
• 149 Waba.h Aven"e, Chlc-.o. 

'5~o,:.er ENGINEERING N·EWS '];s,:D&~ - -~G,} .A:U:~O.A1V R A I L WAY iFOUR.1V.A%.I}lDW n.L 
NOW PUBU8HE8 A 8ERIE8 OF FINELr EXEOUTED OOLORED MAn OF THE 

PROCRESS AND PROSPECTS OF RAILWAY CONSTRUCTION, 
Exhibiting the condition of .America ... BaUWtJfI CotIBtructiotlo in a cJeuer and DIOI8 oompebeMi" 
manner than baa ever before been attempted. Theee mape are ~ed at frequent int.enaJa, and a1unr in b1Ict, 
ALL the railway linea included in their area, and in red: (1.) Track laid llince Jannar,y let of the caaent ~ 
(2.) Linea under oontraoli or oouIiructlon. (8.) Linea under 1IIJrfey. (4.) Proieoted linea of IOID8 promia 

On all tecIm1cal questions oonneoted with railroad OODBtruotlon and mafntenanoe, BKGIlUBBDJ8 N .... 
is DOW believed to be the moat read, the moet inft1l8lltial, and the most reepeot.ed auth0rit7. It.. weeklJ 
CONSTRUCTION NEWS is carefully edited, and Ita ~ made a 8pecial feature. A. oodDaoaI 
reoold is kept of each separate work in the United 8tatea. 

BIND YOUR MAGAZINE. -.. 
Volume III. of ScRIBNER'S MAGAZINE is completed by this number, and the regular 

buckram cloth binding, gilt top, is now ready. 
PRICES-Bade numbers exchanged for the bound volume, if numbers are untrimmed and ia &Ood 

condition, or the owner's copies bound up. Cloth, gilt top, to 75 
SWsn-ilws .. lUI rftlil30 &",11 fill' ~s¥ ..", till w/_ ;s ItJ II, ",hlnutllI? _iI. 
Cases for binding. post-free, • 50 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS. 748-745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
8 
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'rHE BOOK OF THE YEAR. 

From the Original 
Manuscript. "89. By 

EDGAR HENRY. 
PAPER, 78 CENTS. EXTRA CLOTH, '1.28 • 

.. UDder &be _~ual bat "'" .......... aue of • lIP" ..... ' 0IIBeIJ '" compaQ' pubIJIh oue of &be maR UDlqae IIDd 
ourIoua of booIIL It .. alltOrJ billed on &lie pcJIIlbWU. of &be pnIeD& ~poU'loal CODdlUOIII, wrlstell froID all&llDdpotn' ., 
DeW aDd IIIDpJ8r UIa& 1& __ 8traDge UIa& l& 1Il0aid DO$ before ban aunat.ed a&&IDUOD. aDd 18& 10 fDIJ 01 plObIbW\7 tba& &be 
re.4er .. ltartIecl Wi&ll &be ~ &IIa& wlla& .. UIeIeID deIcrIbed 111&11& IID1 moment 0001II'. UDI1ke all o&Iler WOlb of tbII 
obaracllr. &lie aIJ..a: II DO& naollecl b111D111111111'd appeal to tone. lIDS b1a qlde& IIDd IImplI eftluUOD of IIOOIal ~ &lie 
8I'OWIh IIDd obanct.er of WbIo11 UI .& tor&Il w1&11 a .on of blllDda1lW ~ &lII& IIIU ~ &be an wblob lIIlderuee 
UIe weInI ___ " IIftt1lD &ll1II1eIIdeI'I~" 

MANNERS. 
A lLum-Boox 01.1' Bocu.L CUBTOII8. BRooUBD BY 

TRB :!J.ITB 01.1' NBW YORK. 16mo. new style of 
bIDding. 1M) cent&. 

WILLIAM OF GERMANY. 
A Biography of WILLJA)( L. German. Emperor and 

KiDg of PruIia. By ABcmBALD FOBBB8. the 
famoaa war oorreapondeDt, with pref_ &Ild addi
ticma by JOBK P. JACKBOK. 1 YoL, 12mo, extra 
cloth, .1.110. 

A NBW BooK BY MAX O'RBLL, AUTHOR 01' .. JODK 
BULL AlID HIS 18LAl1D." B'ro.. BTO. 

JOHN BULL, JR.; 
OR. FRDCH AS 80 IS 'raADUCBD. With an Intro

ductioD by GEORGB CARY EGoLE8TOK. 1 yolo 
1emo, boards, 1M) cents; cloth, gUt toP •• 1.00 • 

.. Tbere .. DO& a NeID tbII dell&'btfDI Uttlnolumetbat doll 
DO$IJIIl'kle."-~ ~. 

.. A 'VOlume bubbllDa over Wi&ll brIIIdD ... IIDd .. pervaded w1Ul WIlolIIOIIII __ "~ ~~. 

.. Jlare tile cuual Wi' of a bII8Ilt IIDd well·bred mIlD UlIID tile 
labored jOk. of a vrore.tcmall ..... ·-BoICOn Beaam. 

FOR SUMMER READING. 

CASSELL'S SUNSHINE SERIES 
-01'-

CHOICE COPYRIGHT FICTION. 

To be iBled Weekly in 12mo Volumea. Prioe, 1M) cents in paper; extra oloth, .1.00. 

De YeU«I Bet/OtIci. By 8. B. ALBx..umu. BetMiy IIa7 10th. 
0ri0tl, UN 601c1 &4ter. By 8nvAKU8 CoBB, .JB. 

2'00 Heta. By BLIZABBTB SToDDARD. 

No. ~9 8tGH 8trHt. By DAVID G. ADD. 
Brottm /Iton6 BorI "ReI ot""'" ou-r P6OfJIe. By W. HUBY B18BoP. 

BewUeAecL By LoUIS PBlmLBToK. 
AROtAer'. onme; frOM tAe Dkwg Of I~ 
~. By J'OLUB BAWTIIOBQ. 

OTHER VOLUME8 IN PREPARATION. 

CASSELL & COMPANY, Limited, 
104 & 106 Fourth Avenue, NEW YORK. 
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· NEWSPAPERS ~ PERloDICALS-
_-"'~_ eI 

NNO EM • 

o 0' G I E. 
. 

EDITED BY DONN PIATT. 

MEssRs. , CLABU • beg unce ir new Y ID8@ will 
voted os, fictio try, gene tore, and art 

In politics the new magazme will give an mdependent support to the Democratlc put,. 
and to the present administration. It will advocate the extinguishment of the surplus by I 
reform of the present iniquitous and burdensome tarift' in the direction of free-trade or of I 

for rev y, sue to be in the sts of th era, the 
and th mass of pulation posed to manipulato rings an 

an other monopo ts. 
The department of fiction will be exceptionally full. Instead of a serial story. dragging ita 

slow length through several months, and exhausting the patience of the reader. a compWe 
will be bshed in umber; h issu also con e or m 

as comp 
As the p ers are that I8tration guinea been gre _ 

done in this country, they have decided to dispense with illustrations altogether. They iDteod 
that their magazine shall be read, not that itB pages shall be merely turned over for the pupoet 

king at . 
As edito et, the ers are be abl ounee ey hay 
rvices Donn gentleman ong an literary ence, a 

journalist and &8 a litterateur, and also a patriot well-known throughout the land by reason of 
his connection with the history and politics of the country during the past twenty-five years. 

He will be assisted by a staff of sub-editors· and also by a large number of able contn1m-
among will be : 

DAVID LE8, 

Hon. FRANK H. HURD, 
Prof. W. G. SUHNEB, 
J. S. MOORE (Pamee Merohant), 
Hon. J C~ 
Hmmy RSON, 
HENRy 

JULIAN BOR~""E, 

EDGAR SALTU8, 

JOJm JAMES PIATT, 
Taos. G. SBEAJUlAN, 
Gen. OYNTON 

SARAH PIATT, 
EDG BTl', 

JOEL BENTON, 

ELLA R Wll.(X) 

Rev. GEORGE LORIXER. 

E. HERON-ALLEN, 
CoATES-KINNBY, 

JAM:E8 lIB RILE 
BoULt .. Faloon 
GERTH ARRISON. 

BELFORD'S MoNTHLY is a first-class medium for advertising, &8 the publishers guarantee I 

fide· . of at I 00 cop· month. 

Price, 12.50 a year, or 25 cents per num e/'. 
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· BooKS-
tr .. ·2'AII_'-*' ........... ' ____ ~CIII~ _" l\a had, /t1f'" __ /I ~ ~. 

and ~ J)r'WJ)IJnId t.IlOt'i:. ~ co 1M """" Q/ ~ __ 1M,I'unIfamerItII ~ CICIoJ*II, and 
"~auAV. under r..~~. 7IIIN ~ 1M J)r'adfc:al ~ Q/ 1M ~ BW!IV 
~ ~ 1IeCP Q/ ~ ~ aftd tIIINfOr'a, ~ OM IW'OQ/ Q/ w1lOle ~ __ 1M tOOr'A: u.v. /I ~ 

___ Q/ _ AM '*" nAdIecI '" II cII(IIouU aftd IiAIGr'cIoIU ~."-TIm N.w You: TaIBuJq, lIUIlIllf. l88L 

eET THE BElT, THE lOST REOENT, AND THE OHEAPEST! 

THE . NEW PEOPLE'S CYCLOPEDIA 
OF UNIVERSAL KNOWLEDCE. 

aellled ad Enlarged lid Brought Don to the PnleDt Time (or the BlgbteeDth BdtUOD lid RIDetieth TboDllld. 
Oov. Beaver. of Penn.,.1......, .. ,.. :-" It merite 

Sbe Jarae patronap whlch" 
bee noetYecl. UCl Ule work 
_ CO me ODe wbleb t8IIdII 

to Ule aeneral d1fhuIIoD of 
1aI0W'ledp amooc all ~ 
oIreade1L" 

Es-GoverDor BoacU,., of 

Ohio. "",'-". ban nro 
ecIItIcJa. of &be ~ 
bat after canfIIl eum1nNloo 
• ban parebMed TIm N.w 
P-..a'I Cr~.. UCl 
00I'dIIID1 _!1114 It &0 
otben u ~ modenI, 
coavellleDC, UCl nI\abIe. 1_ 
peatIJ pleuecl W'lUl It." 

The New York Tim .... 
.. ,...:-"Tbe bee&CyoIOpeclla 
for tbe prtoe." . 

SPBCI-AL P'BATUBE8: 

Jodge Too...,. .. ,.,.:

". can &blDk of lIotblqmore 
uetal III the home. lIor aDl 
bet&er preeellt tha& a panDt 
coDld II" a chI1cI whOm he 
delllrell &0 be lOIDe&blq more 
&haD a puro&. a &blDker who 
1_ more &haD he Ie 
taqb.t." 

GeD. II. P. Butler .. ,..:

". can reoomm!1114 It more 
elpecIaIIl for &be <lib. UCl 
for the _ of the '*"-
men of Ule 001111&1'1." 

Rev. Joeeph Cook .. ,. •• 
-"AI a popallr oompeD4lam 
of 1aI0wledp &hIa book. III 
mJ Jadgment, 18 worUl maD,T 
Umee W'bat It -us." 

L It la bl'O ..... t down to the preMIlt III ""17 depar1;:IDeDt. UClIl &baa from nro &0 &ell lean liter &haD any other work IIOW 
011 the market. 

t. It eoDtabaa ODe baadrecl aDd 8ftJ'-u eolorecl _pa and dlapama. belag Ule beat-mappecl CJolOpeclla _ pat 
before Sbe AJMrIOIID people. 

•. It eoDtabaa eolorecl _pa of 19 Important Amerlcan ClUe. and of the 19 create.t EDI'OpeaD Capltala, a 
fea&are blthel10 1IIIIaIoW'll &0 CJolopecllu. 

4. The _pa of the UDlted State. are ladesed. IIloW'IDa the Ioca&lOD aDd popDlatlOll of el'8I'J cltl. toW'll. aDd YIIJap 111 Ule 
UDlted 8&a&e8, W'lth poeHftIo-. mooel-onkr om-. ezpre. omcee. 001111&7 ..... oaplta\l, etc. 

I . The New Sooth reoetftll elpecIIl acteDUOII illite reoeDt ma&er1a14eYe1opmeot aDd Ule 111_ of Ita clUte III wealth. Im
)IOI1UIOe. ..... popDlaUoo. 

.. lien of the Time are repreeell&ed III Ita JIIIIeI b1 hIocraPhlcallloUoea prepared, III maDJ _. from data famIIbed bJ 
UlellllelveL 

f. 8cleDC8. Art, Geocraph¥. PoUtl"". ete.. etc.. III all the reoeat aohlel'olmenta. are wrtttea ap to date. 
.. The whole work .... beeD reYlMed. a vut _01IIIt of DeW matter added. treeh platel made; th1l8 maklalf &he work 

empba&loal\,J the NEW PEOPLE'H CYCLOPEDIA. 

IT IS THE LATEST, AS IT IS THE BEST, POPULAR WORK OF REFERENCE PUBLISHED. 

EASY TERMS OF PAYMENT. Yoo can haYe YOUR OWN TIME ID wbleb to pa,. for a aet. 
BEND A POSTAL CARD for fall partleala .... to 

PHILLIPS & HUNT, 805 BROADWAY, NEW YORK . . 
~ WANTED. to whom favorable terma aDd Uberal lDd __ te will be .. ven. 

11 



fEpUBUSHERSfri';BOOKSELLERSll 
SUMMEB LEGENDS. Tn.n.alated from the 

German of Rudolph Baumbach by lin. BELEN B. 
DoLE. 121110. gilt top. fUM. 

RudOlpb BaUDIbMb II tile moG IIPODtaneoua and IpartlID« 
of modern 0ermaII poeIa. Be IIu BeIDe'a W1t W1loboat a en. 
of bll lJItteme-. 

Baumbaob'. praae II as faacIna&tna u blI poetry. It 
II limpid. IlIDpie. atz'OIIC. aDd pure. ilia "~ 
Lepuda" are ramarbbte for tlIeIr faDer wblcll II ueyer 
trtYlal. lobelr deUeate bumor wbIcb pJaJa 0"' lobe fo1bleB of 
bumau oature but uever .u ..... tb_ qualm poeUeallla'l'Ol'. 
and tlIeIr IldaplablUq to amuae and IntereaC all ~ of 
reIIderB. CbarmIDIr111n11a1aCed luto almple UDdeo&ed BIle
\lib tber deae"e to become u cIUBIo and popular In Amertoa 
u tber are In GermaII1 wbere lober baye bad a pbenomeDBl 
a-. 
LIFE. By Count L. N. TOL8TOI. Translated 

from lIS. by JrIiu IMbel F. JIapsood. 12mo, 
with portrait, f1.25. 
lu t.bIa, tbe Ia&eae. WGm of Count ToI8tol'a polua lie eIabor

atea blI (aYOrlte Idea ~ bappln_ of lobe lDdI\1dual m_ 
not be upeoted. but ~ bf reoUOoiaUOD of It. lobe bap~ 
of tbe ~ II to be aubaerfe4. Be arpea apInI& lobe popular 
fear of deatb. abowtuc ~ dM&b lIlICIIbIDa wane t.ban ateep, 
tba& ute u we _ It II amere manlteata&loD of tbe real ute 
wbIab was uiateDt before aDd wlU be exlltent after deatb : 
In abort II the ute of bUllWlltr. Tbe work -aIDa acme 
Y6f1 atrlklna and brtJltaDt ...... of aeoDlDe elOqueooa 
aDd t.bouPll t.bat wID not fall to create mucb dlaouaalOD, aDd 
aem fortber aUmuJate tbe Intereat In t.blI remarbble autbor. 

TAXATION IN AMERICAN STATBS 
AND CITIES. By RICHARD T. ELY. Ph.D., 
Aaaociate Professor at JobnA HopkiDa University. 
Member of Maryland Tax CoDlDlieaion. author of 
•• The Labor Movement in America," etc., etc. 
12mo, fl . 75. 
Proteaaor BI1I1u wrttteD tbe llrat bfOll4 aDd crlUoal treaCIIe 

upon tbe man1told BfBteDIB of CUatlon ~ obYiD ID our 
oblet dttea and atatea. It II a woft[ of Immeue ~b and 
p_lI In a muterl1 manner tbe whole oomplex aubject of 
tuaUOD .. weU u lobe lnooDBlateDdea wbleb pl'8Yal1 In parte 
of tbll oounlrf. Tbe volume II made eapectaIIJ Taluable br 
numero1lll and caretoll.r compUed tablea abowln« tbe VV10ua 
metboda of leYflnr CUea and tbe oomparatlYe reaulta In everr 
ate of lobe Union. aDd wblIe It wID Dot fall to Intereat 8Y6f1 
tax-payer It wID apP8U eapedall1 to CU--. laWfUl, 
lectatatora. and all engapd ID pubUe dalra. 

REOENT PUBLIOA-TIO.VS: 
JIAxDnl(A, ••• 
ImTuUI .tJII) PBvDoIITJIB. Second Berlea. • 
TB.LoNO~.. • 
N.a.roLal. AJlD 'l'IDI R1JIII1.tJI C~.uO)l. 
Tn LoaD WAS TBD:a, 
A BUBIIAJI PIIOP&D'JO" 
Tu V AOBAlft'. 
W"T'l'O Do. 
TnIMT4D... •• • . 
LJI8 v........ Ivol8 .• mlllltru.ed Edition, 

Popular BdlUon. ID one vnl .• 
TDNYION'I WOBD, "Bancl1 Vol •• " 8 YOIa.. 
lIIM. San""''1 CooK BooK. • 

• '1.150 
8.00 
UI 
1.00 

TIl 
1.150 
LII 
LII 
1.11 
T.15O 
1.150 
8000 
1.111 

T. Y. CROWELL & CO., 
18 A6tor ·PIau, New York. 

n 

, 
LES MISERABLES. 

A IaPilCBltlJ IDutratld EdttiOD of ][UO'I latIrJ{a. 
Bld;nct fIom prt ...... let_ fIom hal Ke1U'lcle. Lt'-7 ~_ 

utor aDd B~ AcImtJIl,aUator of &he tateV1OtorBulO:-"1 
walt DO 1_10 ceu J01l h_ cIeUAlated I am WSlob reurbiauutal 
ed1UoDol·lM~J .. • ,. 

Supnly lluatrated Edition de Luxe. In FIVE LAR6E Octavo V __ 
PIt .. per. .. t, cloth. ~t, ~ IaIIeI. _.00; halt IIIOI'OCI<O. 

_150; I'Illlmorocco.IIIl' .......... 00. 
••• NO"'1lII bayebeeDapued to mao t.blIedlUOD upero 

feet u poaalble. Tbe bcIc* oootalJle neuI;J POUR BUNDBD 
ID1lII&raUoaa from dealg1lll of aome of tbe moet ....... Prenab 
arwu. DeNeuYl1le, tbe oeIebra&ed pUder of mWtuT BUb
jeota; Soolt, wbolle \1eft of interiors are al".,. adIIIInbIt; 
.orID. woo turnlabea _ cbarmtnr l'lpeCtea; BrIoD. K. 
~ Va1Dq, aDd ~ aeIeoted for tbelr apecIal 
Ialowledge of &be IlUbjecta UIlped to Ulan. t.boroqlllJ ~ 
qualnted wltb lobe p~and pe.-..ea~ IIIorcIaPI1 
~ In teeIInc and aplrle. aDd In fuJI BJDIJ11tb7 wlt.b &be 
autbor. LaaC, but not leaat amona tile ID1lIItruora, Ie VIctor 
Buaobl-u. 

Sold 0,,1, btl '"burlptlOll. ,. lor IIIl1.tn1tw ClrfIIIlo,. 

"No~edltlontbat_ba~eYer_ will ooJllPlU'etora 
moment with un. edltlon ot un. tamoua c\uotc. • • • The 
llluatratioJll!, ot ... bleb tbere are tour buu4red. reIIect wi&h "
tar JldeJjty tIIe~' of the text. They are frOm 4aIIpa of euch 
men .. DeNeu Ie. &Jard. JlorlD, ~J.v;.!T.; .... B.,... 
IleDOIIELL 8R .... 185 0 ...... Street, - CItCAII. 

Ball a-."., OflM IV ... &MI AM ... ...-...-BoftoIITAAftLLD. 
Qf~ NIrH/or ~ 1IGUrIIo. BonoJI AD .... _ 

"Harper'a WeekI1" durlnr tbe War II DOW 8II&1re11outof 
print aDd &be plateli ba~ baeD deatrored. 

Harper" Pictorial Hiatorr of tlte Cir;1 War 
II the 0IIltI oompltCe (lleN'f'al ,.,.,.. Q/ u.. War; and. In .... 
d1Uoa to belna ,be beat 1IliItor1. It -aIDa all tbe llla.&nIU_ :0... ~~ Talue wblcb appeared lD "JIarper'a Week\f" 

Two apl8lldtd YOl_. _e "'1l1'li" u "1IIrtIIII'a Week
Ir." 1000 IDuatratlona. PrIce. oarrtaae paid, oJo&1a. '1'; baIf 
Turke.J moroooo ... ; full moroooo, eJepnt, 180. BoLD 011 
BArt P 4YlIIDITB. 
g- Ita moec Of tile It.Irw CUW aII4 UWIf' ....., _ -. 

on ~ MolD a ... Q/ u.. booI:a /'IW Q/ c:IVIrQe. 
MCDONNELL BROS •• PU.L,a"lEIIa. - CHICACO. 

THE FRANKLIN 

Book-Rack and DlcUollUJ-Bolder 
ae la •••• , 18 I .. wille. lOla ...... 

.laII •••. ••• ••• 18. .. 1 Doa, PlaIaII, '.0." 
Cut I shOWI the Rack with a RefcreDCe 

Book ready lor Ule. 

Cut • shows the Raek .. ilb Atiu or 
Folio ready for usc. l..aric folios be_ 
the uPrilbts, aad bea.,. wlulIles, like 
Dicacmariea or Gue_ra. reatiD, ill tbe 
CfOII pieces in front. 

RIMS ct KNIGHT. 
TROY, N. V. 



-BoOKS- =-
8EVEN HUNDRED PA(lES OF (lENIUS AT ITS BEST. 

MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOR. 
AD octavo of over 1500 page.. 100 IDustratioll8 by E. W. KEMBLE. An inobauatible mine 

of fWl. A compUation of good things by the PriDce of Humorista. The cream of the bumorous 
writillp and witty aa)'iDp of American Authon. 

A SURE CURE FOR THE BLUES. 
An AmuaiDe Book ia a Panacea for nine-tentha of the ilia to which bumanity ia a prey. 

TENTING ON THE PLAINS; 
OR. GENERAL CUSTER IN KANSAS AND TEXAS. 

BY M!.'8. ELIZABETH B. CUSTER, AUTHOR OF .. BooT. AND SADDLE •• •• 

AD intenaely intereatiDg and iutructive volume. Charming deacriptiona of mannera and cua
toma tbat bave paaaed away. Life on the Plaina twenty-flve years ago. Scouting, Indian-flgbt
iDe, BufFalo-bunting. A true and instructive picture of a froDder aiatence immediately arter the 
war. 8pirited lDuatratioll8 by FREDERIC REMINGTON and A. Berghaua. A flne 8teel of 
GeDeral Cuater. Rare Wood-cuta. More geiling and interesting than a novel, and withal true. 

ACENT8 ARE MAKINC FORTUNE8 ON THE8E BOOK8. 
Apply at once before aD good flelda are gone. 

CHARLES L. WEBSTER & COMPANY, 

"·BY FAR THE BEST HUMOROUS AND SATIRICAL 

PUBLICATION OF THE DAY." 

· LIFE· 
OUT EVERY WEEK. 

FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS 

Price I 0 Cents, 

$5.00 PER YEAR. 

28 West Twenty-third St. 

New York. 

·18 

a EaBt 14th Street, N. Y. 

HO .. TBAD HIGJIW AYS. By HBRBBBT IL 
BYLVB8TBll, Author of Pro. ~ 12mo, 
f1.l50. 

A DIO'lIOllAllY OJ' LO\VLAlID SOOTOJI. 
By OHABLB8 )UOUY, LL.D. CrowD. 8vo, ts.oo. 

TJIB PILGUIIlUIPUBLIO. An BiItorica1 ~ 
view of the 00101Q' of New PJ;ymouth, with sketches 
of the rile of other New-EDgJand 1Ietit1em8llta, the 
hiator;y of CoDgrepticmaUam, and the creeda of the 
parlod. By Jon A. GooDWIlf. &Vo, with mape, 
*,-00. 

ALOlIG TJIB mOB BosllllAWTIIOIUIB LA
TBBOP'S Poema. f1.l5O. 

OLIVU. DBLAPLAllIB. BD&AB lI'AWCII'l"l"'S 

lateBt DOvel fl.50. 

AGATHA PAGll A beautiful romance of 1tal,. 
By lBAAo BBNDBBBON, Anthor ot 77141 Prtlate. 
fl.l5O. 

LOOKIlIG BAOXWAllD. The new novel bl 
EDw ABD BBLLAllY. fl.l5O. 

QUDlI .OOY. The Jateat work of the Author 
of 2'M 8turr of NfJf'1Pf'G Kmt. fl.l5O. 

TICKNOR & CO., Boston. 



A BRILLIANT NEW NOVEL 

The Spell of Ashtaroth. 
By DUFFIELD OSBORNE. 1 VOL., 121110, $1.00. 

The impassioned fervor and enthusiasm which distinguish this romance and lift it far from the 
average of contemporary fiction are recognized by the reviewers and by the public. both of whom 
have given the book a cordial welcome. The author has departed from the beaten track, and has 
produced a biblical story of striking power and originality, for which great popularity is predicted. 

"The IIOIy discloee. the ..... d fIl. writer fIlmuch J'OWW aad ..,.;...uf)'. The plot 10 oiInple and thellOl'y Is told tcneJy, DO word. 
beiDa wa.1ed io deocnDinr either _e. 01' c:hanIctero. Tbe author .... put hiDloelf in touch with the times be reproduces, ana the nailS 
are made iDotiDct with liCe and actioD. "-Tlu B,.""17. SI,. ... rtI U.u. • 

.. The ItOI'J 10 awle DOtabie b,. • "~::::C _ftIDCIIt, ricb OrieDtaI color, aad a "_icm or .trildDr opectacaJar eA'eca. The 
love or. brave,OUDC Hebrew I4IIcIier fOr a pri-.aupplics the_tic motive for tbe .lOry."-T41 C4,.;sli •• ,.1 W,,. .. . 

"It i •• WI')' remarkable DO""I. , • • IIIr. O.borne is -tiaIIJ • dramatist. He baa cbosm ODe of the ...... t d ....... tic fIl 
baDlical.tariea, and while foIIowiD, clOIel, to the tellt. baa -.c:eived of .ituations prepaIlt with _in,. A quality of color difficult to 
define but _,Iy felt add. ODe 100ft power to this remarlcabl • • tory."-Tlu N_ Yw" SI.,.. 

"It is. darioa historical romance. A succeu baa beCD predicted for it creator than that of 'Ben-Hur.' About this, of c:oune, who 
caD sa,? But I have read the book and it i. admirable. It sell you d ....... 00 the _th day of the liere, in the .... auop of III'MI 
hebe the doomed waU. of Jericho; it .howl you Joshua, tbe I0Il of Nun, and EIeuer, th. ~t hi,h-priea" in his .litteriDl(~. 
The priests and the chosen troops of Judah miarcb with the Ark or God _ Ii .... IU'OWld Jericho, Ju.t as the Bible .. ,. !bey did; aad 
then nalinC descend .. and aU Israel croucbes on the plain like a \it1a with ,tarioI( ~bal'" • • • The hero or this romance is Adriel, 
the SOD of Aehan, whn disobeJed the command of 0.t:.:!'..':fh Joshua DOt to talce 'of the accuned thin,.' of Jericho. AcbaD, it will be 
remembered, buried some treasure, and his sin was • bj tbe lot. But Mr. O.borne improves upon the boDlical tnaedr."" inero
ducin, this lOll, who in the horrible llaulhter and pi ..... of JeriCho chi...trouol, violates the diviDe COIIIIIWld b)' saYin, and h.dio!t fnIao 
the Israelites. beauliful maiden, Elissa. The dramabc pDNIbililieo of the episOde, it will be _ are ......, and cacetIeiot." 

-Etlitwilll C'"~. ,f 1'11# P/ai/llllH;ji. h,"" 

Bonaventure. 
A PROSE PASTORAL OF ACADIAN LOUISIANA. By GEORGE W. CABLE. I VOL., 121110, $1.25. 

"What shy, soulful, beautiful c:reaturel these Acadiana of IIIr. 
Cable'. are! He cannot rive u. too lIWIy or than." 

-T41 N_4"IU, A .. w/~ ••• 
" II i. as .weet and delicate in oenliment and texture as the ~ 

som. that adorn th. lane. and by-wa,. of the Acadian country." 
-T4, NftII Yw" Oliur'wr. 

" It i. the mo.t vrofouod of any work io fiction that h ... ppeared 
in lean. "-Tlu 8,11,. T,.",,~III". 

'The book is full or eharminl deKriJ?lioo .. ed.rive. renewed 
evidence or the abilil7 of IIIr. Cable to _ upon the 100ft otrikinc 
featurea of the pecalior Southern lite which be paints so well, and in 
tbe portrayal of which he baa DO rival." 

-Tlal Buu. S,.I."""7 C,.ulll. 

"In 'Bonaventure' IIIr. Cable ha. proc\uced what maD, wiJI re
prd as his bat novel.., far."- Tlu k«4ntw HwtJU. 

"Th... three independent yet c:JooeIl reIalIed __ form 
torether a graphic, dianoin, narralive, iIluatraliol the author'. 
beSt qualilieo "" a writer. We recall DO~ from his pen whicb 
baa _d to u. to aurpall this in oim~tici., or freaImCaa." 

- Tlu C'.~'I>'Ii, •• Jisl. 
"It i. a masterly piece or ~ • , • uouaually in-

tereotin, from beriD~';\,to N!'! "Y,,." C ... _d,,1 AtlflWt;sw. 
"10 ' Bonaventure' Mr. Cable ha. made a .tride in ad_ 

of aU his recent work.. if DOt, even, or the bat of his earlier 
0 ..... "-T4' E}«4. 

MR. CABLE'S OTHER NOVELS: 

OLD CREOLE DAYS. 
•• Tbeoe cbanninl .torie. attrlct attention 

And commendation by their quaint delicacy 
of .tyIe, their faithfuf delineation of Cleo ... 
cbarictcr, and a marked oririnaJil7." 

-T41 NftII Orll • ., PiC.7.", 

THE ORANDlSSlMES. 
" Such a book roea far towards establish

inC an epoch in fiction, and it places it be
yond a douba that we have in ')fro Cable. 
ioo¥eIiator posilive oriaioali.,. and or the very 
fint quali.,."- Tlu BNI". J,.""", 

DR. SEVIER. 
"The .!M7 coota"" a .. oat attractmo 

b1endi.,. of Ylvid deocriJllion. or local ..,.... 
ery, with admirable del_bona of ~ 
character." 

- T41 Bul •• C'.~ll>'t;"tuUUI. 

TIM above 4 " •• , ,. U."orM NtuU,.", ,. CI ~, 12t1lO, '6.00; ...",,,, ,1"6. 
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-BOOKS-
Life and Letters of George Perkins Marsh. 

COMPILED BY CAROLINE C~ANE MARSH. WITH PORTRAIT. VOL. I., 8vo, NET, $3.50. 

A notable feature of this review of the life of one of the most distinguished of American scholars 
and public men is. the extent and variety of his correspondence which touched the intellectual activity 
of his time at many points. A good deal of the personal impression made by the man on his friends 
is felt in the book by reason of the full use of his letters. His biographer has supplemented this 
material, which is of the utmost value for the light it throws upon his combined mental and moral 
strength, his versatility, the delicacy of his taste, and his gay spirits, by a narrative at once graceful 
adequate, and modest. The first volume ends with Mr. Marsh's appointment as Minister to Italy by 
President Lincoln in 1860. 

MR. MARSH'S WORKS: 

Lectures on the English Language. bvIuD.AND ENLAIlGBD, t VOL., Svo, 'JoSe. 

The Origin and History of the English Language and of the Early Literature 
It Embodies. RaVlSBD EDmoN, I VOL., Svo, '3050-

The Earth as Modified by Human Aotlon. RaVISKD EDITION, I VOL., CIL Bvo, 'JoSOo 

"Befo' de War." Echoes In Negro Dialect. 

By A. C. GoRDON AND THOMAS NELSON PAGE. I VOLo, 12MO, $1.00. 

"The tader IeeIiu aDd IUbcIe ....... for 1i!aUJ IimD lhal dis
tiD&ulah Mr. Pap'. Uon stories of V' •. life .... _~. ia 
his dialect poema ia tbia voI..-. n::-bJ Mr. aor.::::n be 
'ollDd to poueu.imiIar deliabtful quai... The poema .... YIIIu· 
allle fOr dieir portra~ of lb. picturesque oea:ro cbaNcter II il g. 
illed • beIo' de war. "-TAl C •• wid#'. Tri6aIU. 

"Th. poema bJ Mr. p ........ ~ tader IIIId ~ ia 
form: the, ........ which Deed DO _lie, .. !bey _. them· 
__ ADd tbia without N8eai0o UpoD the _ o_._1I'i-
bulioD. of Mr. Gordoa, which.,..... quaJities equally ~diaI." 

-T.v lINl" .. B_ •• 

The Early Days of 

"ADypooduetioo of tbia Iciad which ban the ....... of Mr. Jt.a i. 
sureto_d thea __ ofthe~"-TMNItIJ y"" .. ~ ••• 

"The hoek is iabued wilb the spirit of appnciaIioD of both the 
iadiYicluaJ aDd artiolic quaUlies of IIie ~ diarac:ler. The poem. 
shew .... 1 ftriIty in .ubject aDd DO Iitt1i fioeI ..... 

-TAl NItIJ Y"".t C".MlniM Ad_liIn'. 
"TheM pntlemen .... skilful ....men who ad. the Itraqoo 

talk of the Soulbem 1leIftIe. to the ordiaary metrbI fonu, maIciD, 
it eapnI& the patbetic aod the COIIIic;.~t well." 

-TA .. PAI'ltuhl;Al. 8.1U1I ... 
.. A wide ruce of fioeIinl. &om the py to the _ ... ..:.. is c:owred 

ia IbeIe poems, Which picture the life 01 Old varafniai.irid. coIon." 
"';P.liUc Ojlll"",. 

Mormonism; 
PALMYRA, KIRTLAND, AND NAUVOO. By]. H. KENNEDY. ILLUSTRATED, I VO!.., 12MO, $1.50. 

Society in Rome Under the Cresars. 
By WILLIAM RALPH INGE, M.A., FELLOW OF KING'S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, AND AssIST
ANT MASTER AT ETON. I VOL., 12MO, $1.25. 

1G 

"The book is diatiquisbed by. -ably.We ud _plete 
__ t of the IU~ bMf, Judicious, aDd lUcid." 

-Till CA.,.cA •••• 
.. His ~ of Roman society, while IUD of color. im~ ODe 

II ~ eminently trulblW."-n .. NftJIG,. .. Ahwllur. 
"AD _ ........ of materW bas beeo .lcillUllycondeosed here. 

aod the arne ......... t or the beok islllCh !bat a deajo IIIId contiauOUl 
IlOIy i. told, and a YiYicl picture of the era is impressed indelillly 
UpoD the ...........,. ... - T"I But,,. SaI.rdIa¥ ZfJlMi.r GIIulll. 



NEW EDITION FOR 1888; REVISED AND REWRITTEN. 

The Index Guide 
To TRAVEL AND ART STUDY IN EUROPE. By LAFAYETTE C. LOOMIS, A.M., M.D. WITH 

PLANS AND CATALOGUES OF THE CHIEF ART GALLERIES, MAPS, TABLES OF ROUTES, AND 

160 ILLUSTRATIONS. 1 VOL., 16MO, LEATHER, $3.00. 

An indispensable manual for tourists visiting Europe, fun, compact, and clear. 
7lU iIoetoD T ... tl#rijl-" Tbe wboIe wade ill a mane! of CGID~ to 
T.v BoetOD C ..... iw-.. The lUIIOUIlt of iDformation CQIldeuecl '*weca the COftlS of the book ill maneII ........ 
T.., New York TriIII_"o.e of the_c:ompKt. comprebeaaiw, aad uhausti ... traYeilillCCGlDpuUoa.wbicb baa ........ priaIed.· r.., New York C •• ~i'" Adwrtiur-" It IS c:ertaia lID prGft popular with traftllen." 
7lU PhUadelphia 8111"ti ..... • E".,.., tra .......... or cultivated taste, .. Well. .. c.err trawlliDll.ltUdent, wilI ..... t lID 0_ the book." T.., WubiDctoD SI.r-"CoDwnl iA a COIldeuecl ron.. all that ill _tialllD the ordiury o~ lID be fouacl iA Baedeker. 

Murray. Jamiaoa. aad ClemeDt'" 
TM Chlcqo T .. U .. IU-" All invaluAble wwk, ud the wooder ill that -edIiaa like it baa DOt been prepeaed beIon." 

The Boat Sailer's Manual. 
By LIEUT. EDWARD F. QUALTROUGH, U. S. N., AUTHOR OF "THE SAILOR'S HANDY 
BOOK." I V)L., 8vo, ILLUSTRATED, $2.00 NET • 

.. It cootaiDs IuD qd reliable iDIormatioa upon the topics dis
cussed, aad ill 10 CGlDJilcte aad thorou,h that expericoced aailameD 
wiU fiad it useful, wliilc lID th. ioexperieoced It ought lID be iAdiso 
peosablc as COIlduci ... both lID pleasure ud safety." 

-7lU ,. .. 11 •• A .. I'". 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR: 

THE SAILOR'S HANDY BOOK AND YACHTSMAN'S MANUAL. 
Square l6mo, Blue Roan, with mastrations and Diagrams, '3-50-

" I think Mr. QualtI'CIIIIh'. hoek "'T Yabtable to .-y ,0IIII& ollicer. lID ,.chtsoMm, aad to all who follow the _ The IIl&IIOrial is 
c:areIWI,. pnpued, weD arriDged. aad".,.., ulelalllD all iA_ted iA maritime Illatlle .... ·.;.c R. P. RODGus. Rnr-A.tI.irwi. 

The English in the West Indies; 
OR, THE Bow OF ULYSSEs. By JAMES ANTHONY FROUD&.· WITH EIGHT FULL-PAGE 

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM DESIGNS BY THE AUTHOR. I YOL., CROWN 8vo, $1.75. 

"Mr. Froude' .... book poMeIMI iA a anarked decree aR the 
cbaracteri.tic lluaJitiea or its author. aad _ -.t hardly sa,. 
thcnfOrc, that it ill ...., clcIiahditl .-dia,." 

- T4, C4."lut_ N,.. ..... C ..... iw. 
" Its ~ are ali ... with ,lowiag dcscrip«ioa: they are eariched 

with billlllnCal allusion: tbqt are crowded with iAterestia, informa· 
tion: they are bri,ht with wit and fire: thOl)' are IuD of • COD_po
rancou. 6umao m-t.. "-T4, 61«4. 

"There is no ...-. wbJ' Americus "'-1d DOt read it with 
~h eajO)'llletlt 01 the clwmina -"" aad climate it deDir:Ia. 
ud WIth a llaiet chuc1cle over the alllhcii'. ~ or the 
authorities orhill mighty ·_pire.· .. -TA, Liu.....,. W".ltI. 

.. For ..... , a da, there baa not been publialled a book of traM 
10 -U worth NadiDC &>r eajOJDlCllt aad lOr profit .. &bill book 01 
Mr. Froucle' .... -TM NtUUriIU lhlli.,. 

The Tailor-Made Girl; Her Friends, Her Fashions, and 
Her Follies. 

By PHILIP H. WELCH. ILLUSTRATED BY C. JAY TAYLOR. I VOL., OBLONG FOLIO, $1.00. 

.. H_ are hulllOrOll. cliaJoaucs '*-Mrs. MarriecI8in, Mills 
Fourth_. Mr. Ouhawt, Milia Gu.binC-. Craosua Pae, 
~ Mr. CaRow. ud others whose characlllriatica are iAdicated 
bJ' thiir aames. The object is lID ridicule the foa~ &ivolities, aad 
h7JlClCriaies 0I1OoCa11ed fasbioaahle 1OCicty •• ad &bill is done good 
DIlIwcdly ud without coeraeaeu. Tbe iUustratioos are n_ 
ud good."-T4, Cilfl:i ••• 1i Ti., .. SItI ... 

Manreuvres for Infantry. 
PRINCIPLES AND FORMS. By w. R. LIVERMORE, MAJOR CORPS OF ENGINEERS, U. S. A. 
SECOND EDITION, I VOL., 16MO, $2.00 NET. 

The author has made a book of great importance by describing in a clear and terse manner a 
system of military tactics and manreuvres adapted to the present conditions of military science. The 
book is of special interest in view of the present consideration of a change in the system now followed 
in our army. 
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-BOOKS-
Robert Louis Stevenson's Books • 

• 
NOrELS AND TALES: 

"He mIlKs /Jac" fJltJ cAwalries au piracies, au lallu to IAe HyA()(I{/ of Io-day of sAi(Jvweclls au 
AirAfllay",e" as if IAese 'IIe",ra/J1e o6jecls of fIIfWsAifJ Aad 1101 IIem sN",rseded long ago hy ",erca1llile 
"WHS a"d doIIa,-c();"illK 1IefIJSHys."-THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY. 

Kidnapped. The Merry Men, 
Illustrated by WILLLUI HOLL 12mo, fl.2S; without And Other Tales aDd Fables. 12mo, cloth, fl.oo; 

illustrations, cloth, '1.00; paper, SO cents. paper, 35 cents • 
.. Mr. SteYeftlOn baa never appeared to peater ad_tap tIwa in .. EftrJthinC in the collection i. worthy or ita remarkable author." 

• Kidnapped.' "-Tlu Nali... - T.., 1~1UInII • 
.. It is written with a bcauriM __ and vwity that co... "1bere i. a power of a..un ~ on ~ pap or ibis curioua 

rince the reader. with every SCllteDCe, h. is readin. ~ a h'Ue hisllO!1. .tory, ... d with ibis power a Olranp ill.iabt iDto the darker workin •• 
wbile the author's wonderfUl pcI_ ot description, his cunoinl d •• - or the bUIllllll heart, ... d there is a vivid ............ t naytbiDC in It 
crimination or character and hio cbanninl F.lIJdish combine to make which baa DO paraI1eI ... ywhcre ou.sicle of • Wuthcri"lllciahta.'" 
the story irresistiblc ... ·-T .... BtIIt". C""";n'. - Tlu Nnu y"" .. M"iI "rid E.q,-.. II. 

Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. 
lama, cloth, fl.oo; paper, 25 cents. 

.. Nothinc Mr. S_ baa wn- yet ba.1O -Ily impnuccl us with the versatility or hi. very ori&inal ..... i_ .. 
-TA, 1A.u. Ti .... I • 

.. He has chosen the oldest or .n themes, the striCe between fuod aDd evil. 1bere is DO abotran diacuuion, DO arpnteI!t or pbiIoaopby ,. or tbeoIo&Y; but he scll before us incarnate the two a-ta til a 1IIIlII', nature and 1_ them lilht it out before our cyes." • 
-TA .. Nnu y..,. .. Ew.i"r 1'.11. 

New Arabian Nights. The Dynamiter. 
12mo, cloth, fl.oo; paper, JO cents. More New Arabian Nights. (With Mrs. Stevenson.) 

CONTI!HTS: TAl S"iddl CI,,6: The Story or the YDUIIC M... 12mo, cloth, fI.OO; paper, JO cents. 
with th. Cream l'arta-SlC1tJ of the Physician ud the Sara~ CoIITIUITII: Pm_¥" "f t .... Cil"" birld.. CAdllll"w', Ad-
T'!*nk-Tbe AdYellture of the Hansom Ca.... TA .. R"/d';:l ",.1,,"1: 1be Squire or "Dames. S. .. wld', Adw_I,,"I: 1be 
Did .... d: Sto.rJ or the Budbo,,-~tory or the YOUDIJ Man til Supatluouo MaD_NanatiYc or the Spirited Old Lady-Zero', 
Holy Orden-~tory or ~he HOUle WIth t!- Green BIin~The oralc or the ExpIoaive Bomb. IhIHn_rl ... AtJw.t_",: The 
Advcn.h'N or PriDce FIorizcl aDd a. D_ • Tlu P.rI.'1._ 1'- Brown Box-Smry of the Fair Cu...... E~i"'¥" if tie .. C;,.r 
1/ ... L •• ltl. A LMlp-r ftw' tl ... Nipl. TA. S." .. tI.r l/II""'t,,_,,'1 bi_. 
DtHw. /Torli","," ..... tlu Cltit"". • 

ES8.I.l YS AND OTHER PROSE WORKS: 
., !f llure are alll()nK ()N,. ,.eaders any Itwws of g()(l{/ /J()qks 10 filM", Mr. SIe'l/ens()1l is sliD a stranger. 

file ",ay advise lit"" 10 malle Ais aCfJuiniance tArlnlgA eilller of IlIese colleclUms of essays. Tlte paPn's 
are f,,/J of IAe rare i"di'llidNI cAa,,,, fIIlticA pes a (Jisli"ctio" 10 IIIe ligAlest pr()dNcls of Itis arl and 
fa,,7.: He is a "olallie fllriter of g()(l{/ E"~/islt, fIIltO c()lllHnes in a ",a""er a/togetlur Ais ()fJJn, lite 
jlesiIJuil.Y. frll"", fJNic!lness, a"d nggesl''IIe"ess of c()1llmlj)()rary fasAiotu fIIilA a grace, dig1lil.Y, and 
AirA-wlltR"K Iltal IIelonK rallur I() IAe pasl."-THE NEW YORK TRIBUNE. 

Virginibus Puerisque. Memories and Portraits. 
And Other Papers. I2mo, fl.oo. 12mo, fl.oo. 

COHTUTII: Vir&inibu. Puerisqu-crabbecl All' aDd Youth-An CoJrnnoTs: Some CoIleII' Memone-A ColJe&c Mapzine-AD 
AI>oIoKY for Id~rdcred South-Aea Tripl_E1 DcmacIo-The Old Scotch Gardco .... -Mcmoin of aD blet-l'boma. Steven .... -
EilaliSIi Admirals-Some Portraita by Raeburn-Child·. Play- TaIJc aDd Talken-Tbe Character of Do&.-A Gouip OD a Novel 
Walkin& Tours-Pan'. Pi~A Plea Tor Gu Lamps. or Dumu-A Gosaip on Romance-A Humble RemoDstrance. 
~ Mr. StevCDllOD is a1wayo cracefuJ, oriainaJ, aDd m..ciou.... "The iDtimatc lODe or his work show, it 10 have been written out 

-Til .. NwtA A ","ie •• R""ilfll. 01 his own libre."-T" .. A 11".lie M_tAI,.. 

Memoir of Fleeming Jenkin. Familiar Studies of Men and BOOks. 
I2mO, '1.00. 12mo, fl.2S. 

"The climpoa that we &ct or Mr. S_ bimaelf in this book CoJrnHTs: Victor Hu&O'o Romanceo-Some Aopecta or Robest 
.... chaniiing and add ...... dy to ita ediftin" ... d cotertainina char- B_Wall Whitlllllll-lIcmy DaYld TbonaD-YOshida·Torajiro 
_. The IIYIo of the narrative is oricmal, lucid. ud ll'iriled." -Francois Villon-Cbarlcs 01 Orlcana-Sutuac1 Pcpya-Joitn Ki&Ax 

-Tlu lIN"'" StU_,,",. GaMtt,. aJld Women. 

POEMS: 
"Mr. Ste'l/e"so,,' s place i" /Joe/ry, as ill /ilerahlre at large, flIiII fH a fJlace llparl. 1Nsl fIIlral M 

titles, 110 ()1Ie else can do. As a prose flJriler, as a lale-ulln-, a"d"()fJJ as a /Joel Ite staNh alotu." 
-THE PALL MALL GAZETTE. 

Underwoods. A Child's Garden of Verses. 
I2mO, fl.oo. 

.. His ..... uapi.weIl sclected ud beauti6sl.his~""rr
M ud intellec:iuallt sUmulatinl or satisfYin,. aDd the whole has a --= at once careutnlJ aDd proYDCIIm.e,Ii'- npples orlaullhter wbicb 
disaarb without breakiDl~. Altema!';ly tender...a nla,ml, be 
.......... d"-DOtweary. -TIuNftIJ Y"".M";I.""E~ 
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-BOOKS-
The Residuary Legatee; 

OR, THE POSTHUMOUS JEST OF THE LA"E JOHN AUSTIN. By F. J. STIMSON U. S. OF DAU]. 
I VOL., 12MO, CLOTH, $1.00; PAPER, 35 CENTS. 

This story of the singular will that John Austin left, mysterious in its plot and sparkling in its 
sketches of scenes and character, has been considerably enlarged since it appeared in SCRIBNER's 
MAGAZINE. In its new form it is even more readable than before-well worthy of the reputation of 
the author of U Guerndale." 

~ 

Free Joe ·Free Joe, and Other Georgian Sketches. 
By JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS. I VOLo, 12MO, CLOTH, $1.00; PAPER, 

50 CENTS. .. --------
The Midge. 

By H. C. BUNNER. I VOLo, 12)(0, CLOTH, $1.00; PAPER, 50 CENTS. 
, '" The ... ' i. aimpl,. delicbdiaL She is • pnI:iou. Iilde 
piece. The cbiracter is c.piWlf true, •• d the tile. ia all ita ...... 
IIIr .1IIIOIIaCIiDp, is _ en_illl'" 

-T.v NIfII y..,." C ••• .nilll AtlwrtiHr. 

.. He bas paialeCl the Freach q_ of New York, IIIIIOIIC .... 
his ...... arelaidl with • quial fidue, to the qiul that ...... 
us of Dickeu. wi_l his uaaention. ..... be bU dra_ hie ~ 
.-. with the toucbea of. __ that saft 10 mach~" 

-7lU NIfII y..,." M.il.fIII ~ 

Mlsws. Clear/Is Serilnurs Smu fIIi/J unu, d"ri¥ tlu s"",""" Df 1888, " ""Idw Df jltlJfIIIw 
_Its i" YIIIIIfIJ P"fNr Cllf/I1'S, i,"'fldi¥ t"e /tJIIIIfIJi¥ .. 

A FAIR BARBARIAN. GUNNAR. WITHIN THE CAPES. 
By FRANCBS HODGSON Bu1NBTT. 

<so centl.) 
.. A ~ aD&rldiD:a • ....,., the 
bject beiaa the ......... beireU of ;:"'/ic aihei au.. ~ 8!"OI'C .J! 

ftry proper ~ uiaUlCl'aC)' uf an E .... 
liab I'IIrIIl IIOWII. It 

-TA6 Sfri-D"14 R~dlit: ••• 

A Tale of Norse Life. By HJALIWl 
H. BoYaRN. (So cents.) 

"The 'lDr7is~ beautilal ... d ...... 
clear, aed pOwerftaI ~ of peuanllire in 
N_y."-TA, lINt". Pm • .... r.~' • ......,.~._ 
_. teeo1emeu. ...... ~ that are 
IuciaatiDc."-T.v 8 .. t,. H"-7 •• ..-I. 

OTHER ISSUES IN THE P.4PER-COYERED SERIES. 
THAT LASS 0' LOWRIE'S. B, Mas. BU.Nan •• "'_ DR. SEVIBR. ByG_W.c.u..... . • • SOca. 
A DESPERATE CHANCE. By Lllnrr. J. D. J. KaLLaY, '" eta. THE CHRISTMAS WR£('1C. aed Other StGriea. B7 
TH LAST " NG S B B to. F_ R. STOCKTON,. • • • • • .,..-E ... EETI. A tory. Y UIIIIU..,.T- FACE TO FACE. ." bUIlT Ga.ucT.. • • .,.._ 

THJIWS,. • • • • • 50 - TRIUMPHANT DE .. OCRACY; or, rift, y-.w Much 
GUERNDALE. B7 J. s. OF DALa, • • • • '" - of the Re~bIic. S, AND ... CAUaG~. • .,.._ 
JUDITH. A Cbroeide of 014 Vqinia. By MAlllolI A CHILD OF THE CENTURY. By J. T. WaDL-

HAaLAIID, • • • • • • • • • '" _ WRIGIIT. • • • • • • • • .,.. as. 
THE JESUrrS RING. A R.....- or MI. Daert. B, THE LADY. OR THE TIGERt ..... Other StGriea. B, 

A. A. 1iAYU, • • • • • • • • '" eta. FuNIC R. STOCKTON, • • ,.. as. 

Sara Crewe; 
OR, WHAT HAPPENED AT MISS MINCHIN'S. By FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT. ILLUS
TRATED BY R. B. BIRCH. I VOLo, SQUARE 8vo, $1.00. 



· BOOKS· 
Eternal Atonement. 

By ROSWELL DWIGHT HITCHCOCK, D.D., LLD. WITH PORTRAIT. I VOL., 12)(0, $1.50. 

This volume is more than a collection of sermons. It is of importance and will attract attention 
because in it are embodied the ripest beliefs of a singularly acute theologian and because it reveals 
the breadth and symmetry of his mind. Dr. Hitchcock published so little in his lifetime that this 
volume, representing his profoundest convictions and presented in clear, convincing style, is an 
addition of the highest value to theological literature of permanent interest. 

F~OM THE PREFACL 
A few yean __ Dr. Hitchcock ~ the pealer portioa of hia muU::i?' or hia _lIS he ~ only about thirty • 

... which the foIIowiaK 8ft IeIec:Ied .. IhowiDC the InIW aD which he Jo.ed 10 d ucI which _ the foUDcIatiaa or hia OWD reIiaioUa 
life. H .... not bound-.., lIDy fiajd .,._ wliich cramped od I'etIerecl hiI miDeI. iI iatellect ... 10 oriPW ucI --rul that it Could 
DOt be -'iaed: ucI the ._ or bowIed~ which it ablOrhed. iuIAd of beia, 10 much dead leanaiq, oaly rea IIDd atimulated ila 
~. He ... "_y. lDakiq Dew .cqUllitioD.. But the e4"cct WU DOt 10 wiialceD hia faith. OD the CODtral)' ... hillDeDW bcIra 
eaIarPcl, aad he could oeel'arther. hiI CODYictioDo pew '1I'OIIpr. • • • ThiI IiUth 10 --. ratiqOD a eoaYlCtioa 10 proIiIuDd. JD;l7 
he triccd diltinctly throuah thae _ .. which thUi ....... ae tbemseh. ia a ua.al __ , &hat it tti4 DOt _ wiac 10 diltUrb .., 1M 
IDIertioD fII olhcn equaDy .-.. but DOt 10 direc:dy ia this liM of Ibou&bto 

What is the Bible '1 
AN INQUIRY INTO THE ORIGIN AND N-ATURE OF THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS IN THE 

LIGHT OF MODERN BIBLICAL STUDY. By GEORGE T. LADD, D.D. I VOL., 12MO, $2.00. 

"n,- who wioh 10 hd atorie(, popIIIar _ 10 the q __ 
• What ia the Bible" 60m _ who _pia the adftllCllCl wiewa III 
mocIcm biblical critics, wiD purchue aDd .. 01 this hoole.·· 

-Zitl.'1 At/we ... 
"The .. der may withhold bia aueat hill c:oacIuoiau which the 

aIdhor baa....:bed ia hiI taboriouo ia_tiCa!iou, bat he wiD fiDd 
in &hi. book lID iuIructift nMew or the molt ~t ~ ....... 
_ ........... _tiaa or thouchd'ul.tudeato Of .... B.bIe ... • 

-Tlul~. 

Philosophia Ultima: 
OR SCIENCE OF THE SCIENCES. AN HISTORICAL AND CRITICAL INTRODUCTION ON THE 

FINAL PHILOSOPHY AS ISSUING FROl( THE HARMONY OF SCIENCE AND REUGION. By 

CHARLES WOODRUFF SHIELDS, D.D., LLD., PROFESSOR IN PRINCETON COLLEGE. THIRD 

EDITION, ABRIDGED AND REVISED. VOL. I., 8vo, $3.00. 

"It is IiaU of valuable iafonDatioD that eaD DO....... be fouDd 
ia 10 COID)NICt a lanD, IIDd there 8ft puapa, ......... the up
meat ...... t !be Apostica aad ia fa ... or-the -U.:z.:d ...... 
IiOD or the Aboolute that eumot but be Iumiaous, iae. aDd 
cdiryia 10 all tbouabtlul read_" 

C -DR. ~uas. 0IG0cw, i. Tlu NftIJ y"".t Ti_,. 

"The book is writtea with peat ability: it aifts evid_ OD..-, 
..... of wid • .-tiDe aad ..... ~ of ..... 1;..,tiaa: it ruJly_ 
taiD. the aulhoa' ....... tItioD ... reJicioU. pbilolOpher. aDd ~ it coatliao ___ to that ouaIil DOllOpau u~. it. 
a credil '" "-icaa authonbip IIDl '" the iaatitutiaa wlMDCie it.,.. 
OUI ia", &he wodd." 

-PaatDUT FaAaIcJa L. PATTOII. i. Tlu Pri_u. Rnti ... 

The Seminary Method 
OF ORIGINAL STUDY IN THE HISTORICAL SCIENCBS, ILLUSTRATED FROM CHURCH HISTORY. 
By FRANK HUGH FOSTER, PH.D. (LEIPSIC), PROFESSOR OF CHURCH HISTORY IN THB 

THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY AT OBERLIN. I VOL., 12MO, $1.00. 

This book has received cordial praise from college authorities and from the public. The purpose 
of the author is to explain in detail the German Seminary Method which sends the student to original 
sources of information in such departments of knowledge as have had historic development. The 
bulk of the book is devoted to a discussion of the practical workings of the plan in its application to 
students in American colleges and universities. The subject is one of fresh and lively interest. 

••• Fw Silk 171111 '-lullkrs, w sml, ~tojllitJ, ,. runlt_! prUl, 17 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, PUBLISHERS, 
'148 .e f4IJ BrotJdtDaf/, XetlJ York. 
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-BOOKS-

SCRIBNER & WELFORD'S NEW BOOKS. 
-'.'. 

THE LIFE OF BENVENUTO 
CELLINL 

Newly translated into Engliah by JOHN ADDING
TON SYJrIONDS. With Portraita. .RttuiIIed and 
Cheaper Edition. Two volumes, crown 8vo, 
handsomely bound in cloth, $3.00. 

.. All a pleee of .... orkmaD811lp lIIr. SJIIIOndl'a trIID8Iat1on de
eervee to rank among tbe beIIt tran81at101111 In the BngUah 
Iaqgnage. Indeed. It l1li&1 be doubted If &D.Ytlllng that Hr. 
Symonds hu yet done merits loch onqualllled pralle. He hu 
reprodoced a Ityle .... hoee vers Blmpnolty ooD&Ututea Itl dUD
miley. becaoee .... hlle Ie .. vivid and torclble It .. not preolle. 
He preeervea tbe -. tbe 110 ..... tbe IndIvldualltl of Cellini'. 
narrative ..... hIIe be hu IICI1lpo1oDBl1 attended to &CCtIl&CJ and 
trutbtolnelll. BIB taU: eeema 80 eu~ that It takes a little re
lleotlon to peroelve Itl real dIJIIc1lltl. -Lonaon AUlenalum. 

.. An accurate trIID8Iat1on of tbe .... orld-tamed autoblocraJlb:r 
ot Benvenuto CeWo1 hu hltberto been .... antlng. TbIj want 
bu no .... been 80ppned bl Xr. J. A. SJlllondll In avers B&tIa-
factors wal; the two volllmee In .... hlch tbI8 ne .... traruJIatIon 
appears are printed In a mDDl110ent 81.11e. and ..... hat IB aUII 
better. tbe traDllatton ltaeit .. made with an aooonlOl and 
torce of 81.1le .... bloh oooid omfhave been attained bl one .... ho 
combined lIIr. Symondl'. exoeptlonal .cqoalntanoe wltb Col-
1101'11 IaIl.rD&Ie and an Intimate knowledge of ItalJan blBtol'1 
wltb a IInIabed llter&rs command of bIB own tongue. Hr. 
Symondl hu made goo4 018 ot bIB maDl qoaWleaUoDl tor the 
task, and tbIB \ate8t .... ork of b .. will take rank am0l!l' tbe beat 
tranalatlllllll that have ever been made Into BngtI8h.' 

-&uuraatI RetMID. London. 

LOUISE DE KEROUALLE, 
DUCHE88 011' PORTSMOUTH, in the Coort of 
Charles 11; or, How the Duke of Richmond 
Gained His Pension. Compiled from State 
Papers in the Archives of the French Foreign 
Office, by H. FORNERON. With a Preface by 
Mrs. G. M. Orawford of Paris. With six en· 
graved portraita of court beauties from the paint
ings at Hampton Court Palace. 8vo, cloth extra, 
'S.M. 

THE BASTILLE. 
By Capt. the HON. D. BINGHAM, author of "The 
Letters and Despatches of the Firat Napoleon." 
Illustrated with numeroll8 portraite, view8, etc. 
2 vola. , demy 8vo, cloth, $8.00. 

GENERAL CoNTENTS: The Building of the 
Bastille-The Archives-Regulations-The Prill
oners-The Governors-Charles VL-Lonia XI.
Henri IV.-Marie de Medicia-Louis xm.-The 
Fronde-Louis XIV.-Richelieu-CIOiling ScenAR 
-Lonia XVI.-The Demolition, etc., etc. 

.. Relldera wlU ftDd untllllng deUgbt In capt. BllI8bam" 
book. becaOlle, no matter .... here tbe, open It. tbel will 6e aure 
to IIJrbt opon a ne .... tact. or to ftnd freab IIgbt tbrown upon 
tamlllar DO .... Iedge. • • • capt. Blngbam bu prodoced a 
Bobitantlal oontrlboUon to our bo .... lecta of avers dlMoolt. 
vers fascinating and greatly ml8repreaenfed period of I'renoh 
blslors."-St. JD.f1Ioda ~ 

B6hn's Libraries. 
OOIltalJJ!ng Standard Worlul of Buropean LIterature III tile 

EngUab ~ ..... Itb DlcUonarIee and otber Boob of Befer
en08, ComprlalDjr In all TranaJatlOII8 from the Freocb. GermIUl, 
Itallan, 8panlah, 8candlnaV\an, Auglo-Saxon. UUD. and 
Greek. TOO Volumea, 11.40 or •. 00 eaCh, wttb uoepUOIIL 

RECENT ADDITIONS . 
VICTOR HUOO'S DRAMATIC WORK8. HEBNANI

BUY BLAS-THE KINO'S DIVEBSION. TranaIa&ecI 
bl .... NKW'J'Olf ~ and ... L. 8I.ouL 11. .. 

THE LETTBB8 AND WORKS OF LADY MARY 
WORTLEY MONTAGU. Edited bl her great.gran.-.a. 
Lord WharDcWfe; wltb adcllUona and COrreoUODa derlyed 

from 0rI8inIl JI1l8.. Dloatratlve Notes. and a HemOir bf 
W . KOT TBOIIAII. New BdUtoD, BevI8ed, III two vCllL, 
with Portralta. lUG. 

"A mo.t ClOnveDient zeprlD' ot Hr. )(0)' TholDM" admUabIe 
edltlon."-~m. 

AN EOYPTIAN PRINCESS. An HIatorIcal Noftl. B7 
GBOBO BBIIII& Tranalated bl EJou. 8. BuOBHBIJ(. 11.4 •• 

•• The tran1ator'a renderlq 1118&1), and e1_t."-Jl_ P-.. 

ADAM SMITH'S THE WEALTH OF NATIONS. All 
InqDlr1 Into tbe Na&ure and caueea ot. Beprtnte4 from 
tbe 8tttb Bdltloa. Wltb an lnUodooUon bl BIua:e 
Bm.PoBT B.u. • vola. ",0(1. 

SENECA (L. AN1VEllS) ON BENEFITS. A~ 10 
&buUua Llbera118. TramJate4 bl A1JBUT Bnwur. II.A. 
11.40. 

.. ThIa .. a falthful renderillR of tbe • De BeneAoIIa' III plaia 
bot ac8demIc BnKUab."-Hl. Jamu'. G_ 

BANXE'SID8'l'ORY OFTHII: LATIN AND TEUTONIC 
NATIONS. TranaIated bl P. A. ABInrOImL II." 

HEINE'S TRA VEL-PICTUBE8. Tranelated bl I'aAlIcID 
SroBB. 11.40. 

.. Mr. StolT'a brllllant vera1on."-A.-m,. 

OOETllE'S CORRESPONDENCE WITH ZELTEIL 
Selected. TrIUlaJaled. and Bdlte4 bl A. D. COI.IIaIIIO. JLA. 
11.40. 

THE STUDENT'S HAND-BOOK OF JllSTOBlCAL 
GEOLOGY. 111 A.l. Ju~BIIO"'" B.A.. ".O.S ...... 

PAU8ANIAW8 DESCRIPTION OF GREECE. orr... 
Jated bl A. lL SmLLBTO.)(.A. I volL "'00. 

HOFFMANN'S TALJ0:8. The 8eraplon Brethren. I'I~ 
PortIon. TranaIated bl ~L. A • .EwnIe. 11.40. 

HAUFF'S TALES. The Caravan-The 5JIeO: ot AJuandn.
Tbe Inn III tbe S~ TranIIated bl 8. lfDDaL, 11." 

GOLD8MIT1I'8 WORKS. A New BdlUon. 111 J . W . .. 
GID8. 5 vola. IT. 00. 

A SBLECTION. 
ANTONINUS.-TIlE THOUGHTS OF:n. AUB.ELIt1 'LaO. 
ADDISON'S WORKS. 6 , ·01A. 'I!.OO. 
» ,u'S MANUAL OF THE ntSTOBY 01' pmr.,otolOPHY. 12.00. 
BOAWELl:S LIFE OF lOIiNtION. 40unteIW'Y Edl tlOll, edited 

(:O~~cE:~ *0'li18.1S6~~;'la. "'.m. 
F .uRIIOLT'R COSTmlE IN KNOLAND. CDillwl.) ~hol .. ,,"00. 
LEBSrNQ'S LAOKOON. 1'ran.!laled. '1,~ • 
LE8 lNO'1! DRAMATIO WORKS. ~ .,ulli. ~lAt.d. 12.80. 
MILTON'S POOSE WORKS. /I .,0.... 17.00. 
lItOLtEltE'S DRAlfATlC WORKS. :I voh. Tnnllt.ted. ,,"w. 
P EPYIl'S DIARY. 4 vo.... 111.00 
PLOTAllOR'S LIYllS. i ,,010. (Sl4owwt and Lot\a'tI trualatioL) 

Bl'dfoT.i. 'S CHIEF WORKR.. T1'a1IaI4oIed. !l volL ,,"00. 
tlTAUNTON'S CIU:SS HANDBOOK. ' 2.IIil, 

••• T1III abot1e booI:8 aene upon ~pt qf ~ pr1ce. oatGloauea qf our regular .roc&:, al80 ~ IUtI Of 1IcIWh 
£0rarlU. teal ~ maUeII, V deRreII. to UIoa~. lfN ~ qf ~ N'" Boob rtCIIIp. al80 N'" CIIIGIoIW til 
ChOke and Rare Boob. 

SCRIBNER & WELFORD. 743-745 Broadway, New York. 
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~ ·BOOKS· =--1 
SCRIBNER & WELFORD'S NEW BOOKS. 
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B" , .. A .. ,Aor 0/" x ........ .L.", , .... 81''''''''.' "'01"11." 
TROPICAL AFRICA. 

By Professor HENRy DRU)D(OND, F.B.S.E., F.G.S. With m maps. 12mo, cloth, ,1.50. 

PRINCETON lANA: 
Charles and A. A. Hodge, with Claas and Table Talk of Hodge the Y01Ulg8l'. By a Scottfsh Princetonian, the 

Bev. 0ILuu.Bs A. SALMOND, M.A., BotheBay. With portraits, etc. Crown STo, oloth, ,1.25. 
"A ver:r InteresttDg wort. • • • The apeeable OODvera&lonal ltJle In which the brief memolra are wrttten mabII thlll 

pan of the wort ]11_& to re..s be7OD4 the common run of IImDar miImMIaIL The aoUec&Ion of Jo&tIDp fJom the leotunII 
and &able talk of Dr. A. A. Bodp 18 valuable for the r&C1 vlVIICI&J and poIIl& of She vartou utter&D-. WIdell have qulte .. 
much btoKraJlhleal .. theolOlical IIIImIbDce. • • • WIU be Welcclm8d .. aDlnterelltlq memorial or two memorable mea. 
and .. a Vivid _tell of the _ Iii which thec1087 18 tauaht as PrIJlcerOD."-8eoCarn/M, 

, 
THE APOCRYPHA. 

With a Commentary Explanatory and Critical. By the following writers: Introduotion, Prof. SALMON, D.D.; 
Eadraa, J. H. LUPl'ON; Tobit, J. II. FuLLER; Judith, C. J. BALL; Esther, Prof. FuLLER; Wisdom, 
Archdeacon FARRAR, D.D.; Eccl.eBiuticua, Dr. BDERSHEIM; Baruch, Archdeacon GIFFORD, D.D.; Sollg 
of Three Children, SUII&IIJI&, Bel and Dratron, and )fan'_, C. J. BALL; lIIaooabeee, Canon RAWLINSON. 
Edited by HENRy WACE, D.D. 2 vols., medium 8vo, cloth, ,16.00. 

"'lbe ICOPO and llmlta of thII adclltlon to the • 8peaken Oommentar:J' on She BoI1 BIble are 10 lucld17 uplllmed In the 
General IntroducUon of Dr. Salmou Sba& IIt&18 ueed here be a4de4. 

"Tbe Boob called 'ApocrJ'pha' formed aD InWCra1 JIU't of &he AuShortsed Venlon of the Bob'Blbleln llli. and It wu 
Shoqbt Shereforll Sba& She dealgn of a Commental'1 on that Venlon would Do\ be comP1etel7· carrted out 1lII1eIB tI1eIe books 
receiVed a IIlmtlU' tres~en& with tholle which are J'eClo(pdsed .. CUloIdoa1, wblle Shell' 1n1Ierent Intelwt aDd Importance ren
cI8nd It deIdnIbIe Sba& the Bq1I8IJ. reIder IIhoald be tariII8IIed wiSh a much more complete edtUOD aDd ezp1anaUon of them thaD 
&117 he 1IU hltherto =_BII. The plaD and prtnclpl. of the • 8peake" Commentar)" have II.n u far .. poIIIIIble adbeftd 
to: aDd It 18 hODed , tI1eIe volDJDell will doni the lateI& In1ormaUon wlllob modern leuntna 1IU II1lpplled on the IlUbJect of 
the ApocrJphafboob, 11111 will fll1'llllh II trnIIlworth7 plde In SIleIr 1lnd,J.8_»r. Wace'a ~ 

Yo'"'' III. 0/'" B ..... IrftNtI 111u11ce.peare. 

THE COMPLETE WORKS OF WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 
Edited by HENRY IRVING and FRANK MARBIIALL. With notes and introductions to each Play by F. A. 

M&nIhall and other Shakespearean scholars, and over 600 illUlltratiou by Gordon Browne. To be~
pleted in 8 volB., equare royal. 8vo., decorated cloth, price per voL, f8.00. Vola. L and IT. already 
publiahed. AM 1M otlIer MufM8 tttll follouJ at intmJala of tAfW montAI. 

Tbe chIef featurea of the Belll1ln1Dg 8hakeepeare are a ~ Introduction b7 BeDr7In1Dg: pret_ to eaeh PIQ. 
COIUIIBtIng of IIter&r7 hIBtoJ'J. atap hIBtoJ'J. and crftlCal remaru b7l1r. lIanIhall aDd 0&Iler ~ Icholul: Dume_ 
and Important Do&ee. ... etc .• &lid over eGO WlllRatlona b7 Gordon Browne, II IOU of "PbI8." 

VOCABULARY OF PHILOSOPHY. 
PaycholCllicaI. Ethical, Metaphysical; with quotatiou and references. By WILLIAJI FLlnnNG, D. D., Prof_ 

!lOr of Moral PhilOllOphy, University of Glugow. Fourth edition, revilled and largely recoD8tructed by 
HENRY CALDERWOOD, LL.D., ProfealOr of Moral Phlloeophy, University of Edinburgh. 8vo, oloth, f8.00. 

B" AttlAor 01 "B •• .,.. 0 ..... ," .... 

HILLINODON HALL; 
OR, TuE CocKNEY SQUIRE. A Tale of Country Life. By R. S. SUR'I'EE8, author of .. Handley CroeII," 

.. Jorrocb'. Jaunts and Jollities," etc. :0-1' 8vo, IS20 pp., '12 full-page i111l8tratiou by Wfldrake, 
Heath, Jellicoe, printed on Wbatman paper and colored by hand. Cloth, ts.OO. 

NO'I'II.-TbI8, 0118 of the belt of lIr. 8urteea'11 worn. wu orI8tnaIJY commenced In the Net.o 8JK1rtIfIq .1I(1CII'fnIo. and IU .... 
hated by the Inlml&able artI8III Wtldrate and Bea&Il. but wu Dol completed In that mquIDe. It WI. Ifterwardll pnhltIbed 
complete In II tbree-volume edition. The Ave WIII&ra&Iona now added are b7 Jolm JeIltoOe. and W1IIItrate She laUer portion 01 
tile work Dot done b7 Wlldrake or Bee&b. 

••• 'l'Iie alloIIe boob MIl on """,pC Q/ ~ J)I"fI:e. C/JlGloVUta Q/ our f'fI1Ular ~ alao.1VU ,..,. Q/ aU Boh,,!. 
~. tD(U bII maCletJ, If dafreIJ. to t1I088 (ftIenIICeIL NItD ~ Q/ BIHICItJZ NtIC BoOb nIIIdII. alao cataIoQUe Q/ 
CIIoIcle and BIIn .lJrda. 

SCRIBNER & WELFORD, 748-745 Broadway, New York. 
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y~ PUBLlsHERS"-" BooKSELLERS· 
52 ONLYI 8:~~~R Bel and Elegant Stationery 

OF 

THE ART AMATEUR 
8eDcl &bill ad.,erttlemeas aDd Two DoIIu8. before Bep&ember 

bl, 1888. DIRBCT TO TBB PUBLI8IIBR, and JOu wlU receiYe 

9 Months' Subscrintion 

100 PAGES OF DESIGNS 
In black aDd willie, ~ .... acIIIdIabJJ Idaptied lor 011 
and Water 00Iar PIInUnc. 'l'apeab7 PllnUII8. ChIna PaIn&tna. 
CBUBCII AND BeD BKBBOIDBRY. WOOd camna. Bra. 
Baaunerlna. and o&ber Art WGIL 

200 PAGES OF TEXT, 
I'IcII11 otama&e4 aDd ennnIe4 Wfth In&ereIIInI aDd fthIIIIIe 
anlcle8. with abundant bIn&I tor BOMB DBCOBATION. 

11 Colored 
Plates: 

Practical 
Anicles: 

L CberrteL ..•....••••.••• AprU. Flower Palatiac ID 
.. 1&1I8bInc lIan .......... IIa7. on.; 81se&ahlDc hDl 
a. Be4~ •••••••.•.••• June. Nature; PaID~ la 
4. 1'enIII .•••.•••.••.••.•••• .11117. Water Colon; llliab to 
I. 00kIeIl Bod. •••••.•••.••• ~118. Art T-un; Leuo_ 
.. BmIII of ParadIIe. ....... 1IeJI'. ID ChID& Pal a ti a If; 
f.8to1'lQ00u&ao.e ...... OO&. BlDt. aboa' C~ 
8. Wider LII,t .............. NOY. Dna ...... ; Wood CarY-
t. lI«Mmllpt~pe. ... NOY. ~ anlf DealcalnlfJ 

10. "Beartar.re Trompe" .• Dec. Portrait Poabijr and 
lL "Inter ,...,...... ....... Dec. PaID~; Lenon. ID 

- BtchInC; Art Bmbrold-
~ America; BODle ParnIahIDC; and JIANY 

KOBTAfJVB KAltKS. sa UDioll Square, B. Y. 
P.8.-I'IYe iwrereat 8peotmen Namben wlthl'lYe Beaatlful 

Colored PIaIeII (of oar IeIeGtIon) wlU be AU 011. noel" of &bill 
(8cr'UII!r. Jane) Jlll8ll'&pIl and One DoIIIr (repJar price. 
lUI). A4~ u abo.,e. 

II TIlE LlTEST STYLES un PlnWs. 

IOCIAL AIID .ARRIABE "",TATlOIIS. 

""t/IIB CARDS TASTEFUUY EIIBRA'ED. 

.01l0rJR.S. CRESTS. AIID COATS-OF-AR.S. 

RilE LEATHER CARD-CASES AIID PORTFDUDS. 

LADIES' POCIET .. OO" AIID "IITlIIB-BODn. 

c/I SPECIALTY is made of fIUIil ortkrs, 
to 'fobicb prompt and careful attentia" 

is gfDen. A boo" of sample writing papers, 
styles of monograms, etc., mailed upon 
application. Visitors to the city CMdilUly 
welcome to examine our stoe". 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, 

743 &745 B~. 

THE BE8T MODERN ETCHING8. 
A n,.., IIIIIstrat,d and D,scripfiw 

CataloKII' s,nt ~ Inail 0" rBeli,t Of T ,,, 
C,,,ts. FREDERICK KEPPEL • CO •• 
Lo"don. a"d 28 East 78t" 8trllilt (J}"io. 
8qllarB>. N,.., YfJrk. 
Unmounted Pho~pha of Ancient and Mod

em Works of Art, embriclDir zeplOduotioDe of famoaa 
original paint.iDp, eoulpt1ll'8, uohitAlctme, etc. PDoe, • 

• cabiDet _. tuO per doIII.; latger ... in pr0por-

tion. Send 10 oeDta .... JIII for 1887 catalope ot 
10,000 aubjeola. 

BOULE PBOTOGRkPII 00 •• 
Publiabert, 888 WuhiJJ8t;on Btnet, Boat.on, II-. 

Mention ScRIBNEB·. 1lA6AZlNL 

GARDEN AND FOREST, 
The new weekly illustrated journal of Horticulture, Lanc1acape Art, and Pozeet.ry, baa been uni~ 
prollOlUlCled by the ~ of the oountry the best and moat attnotive journal of ita claM ever pubu.bed in tbe 
United States. The early numbers have oonta.ined artio1eB by lrIrB. Schuyler Van Beueelaer, Hr. lI'IandI! 
Parkman, the historian, Hr. Frederick Law Olmsted, Profelaon Sargent, Parlow, Goodale, and Woloot;t; Gibbe 
of Banard, Profeaor Packard of Brow1l, Prof.aor Bilgard of the Univeni.ty of Oalifomia, Prof_ Deal of 
the lIiohlgan Agricultural Oo1Jese, B. P. Roe, Dr. 0. O. Abbott, Bobert DoagIu. and many other ~ 
apeoiaUata. The illastratiOllll 1ft original and attractive, and inolude piotuzee of ftowen and planta DeTer 
figured before in any publicatiOD. 
Slngl. copift. 10 cent. each. Su6,criptJon price. 14.00 a ,.ar. In adrtuH:e. FOI' ItIle at all ".......,.,... 

Apnt. _ted ID e.,er, to_ and YlJJatIe of the United state.. Liberal comm!gIop. 

THE GARDEN AND FOREST PUBLISHING CO., 

D. A. MUNRO. IIAllgCII. 



lIbW YOIIE ern •• I'Iftb AYeIlue. 
The Misses Graham. (8uco8or8 &0 \be ... 
8reeD) BodDIlfG A1Q) DAT IIoBOOL..,. YOVJIG L&DIIL 
~1D18l" 

N_ You ern. 18 BIIII& 8Id 8&reeC (0eII&ral Part). 

Miss Klersted's School tor Girls. 
I'renoh. GermuI. l&UD. lIIocuUoII. PaID.... 1114 DrawIDC 
lDoIaded Ia &he ooane. Belident papUa r--.ved. 

N_ YOIIE ern. l'ortJ·ave BIIII& 18&11 IIbee&. 

Miss EUzabetl\ L. Koues. JIo.luIlfe.um 
DAT 8oaooL ..,. GDI& Gnduatea prepared for 00Ilep. 

N.w YoaK ern.,I" ... 18&I111Cree&. .... Pad: A .... 

Miss Susal\ M. Val\ Amrlnge's Day 
IICBOOL IP'OA GDI& QJcuJan GIl appllclUon. 

N.w YOIIE ern. IT ... 18&11 B&ree&. 
The Misses Wreaks's Engllsl\, Frencl\, 
.lIID GDK.llI BcwIDnIa .um DAT IIoBooL ..,. GDUL ~. 
f/III'CeII. 

N_YOIIEern. Welt Bad A ..... _ near'll&llBe. 

West End Avenue Boarding and Day 
IIoBooL IP'OA GDI& Wiater term beIIDIlrebraarJ 1-. 

NJIW YOIIE ern •• Welt4O&ll B&net. 
The Comstock School. (I!ItMIII1Ied _.) 

I'.lJIILT .AD DAT I!mIooL _ GDI& "'DATfft~ 

N_ YOIIE CIn ... BIIII& I8&1l B&ree&. 
Mlle. Ruel's School tor Girls. 
INIUDber 1tIIIIt.ed.) Beoopeaa October ..... 

N_ YOIIE ern. 1. BIIII& 1111& 8Cree& <near Pam). 

Madame Giovannini's Superior Fin
JIIIIDICII'.um.T IIoBooL _ Y01JJICI L.lDDI. B ..... BDcIID. 
Kute. ~ and PalJaUnf. Term8. .... to .... 

NJIW YOIIE ern. 15 ... 14&11 8tnec. 

New York Conservatory ot Music. 
Looalecl oaJ.t at 15 B. 14&11 M.. 84 door" fill I&Il AYe. Ollar· 
tend 18& TIIIa famo1I8 K1IIIIo 8oIloo1 opeD dI,y 1114 1I'feIIID8. 

NJIW TOIlE ern. 18 Welt IIICh B&ree&. 
Dr . .I. Sachs's Collegiate Institute. 

TIloroap pnparatIoD for CoDecea II14I1c1eDWlo 8obooIL 

N_ TOIlE CJn. M Welt I'hIl Stnec. 
Nowell ,and Schermerhorn's School 
.. Bcm. Da111lCl BcIardIDg PapOI. :auu- IUd 00Ilep. 

N_ YOIIE ern. MT KadlIIon AYeIlae. 

The Misses Moses' Boarding and Day 
IIoBooL _ YOIIJIG L.lDD8 A1Q) CIIIJ.Daa. u....- rarer-. 

OOlnmDnovr. Blvendde (New HaveD B. B.). 

Mrs. Skeldlng's Home School tor Boys. 
On a farm. ,.. boar from New Yort. 

N_ You, FeebtID. 

Summer School at Worrall Ball. I'or CIroaJar. lid. 
lin. COL. C. J. WBlGB'I'. A.J1. 
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DIRECToRY-
N_ YoaK ern •• 1114 8 BIIII& I8d 8tneL 

Mrs. Sylvanus Reed's Boarding and 
DAT IIoBooL ..,. YOIIllG L.lDDI. !NUl;rear. 

NJIW YOIIE ern. f1J..f1Il'1fth Avenae. 

Miss AnnIe Brown's School tor Girls. 

N_ YOIIE ern. M Welt 18&11 B&ree&. 

Mme. da Silva's Boarding and Day 
IIOBOOL ..,. GDUL (~.,.., 0Qden 11OI'maW~ 

N_ YoaK ern. N. Y. ~ TIIeatre. 

The New York School ot Acting. 
~ .... nwalar IOhool ooane.lDIIlIal prlft&e_1D, 

all bnDobeL ~ I'UJIJI:UJI B. tI.lJI(aft. 

N_ YOIIE ern. M IIlClIl Weltll&llllCreeC. 
Rutgers Female College. C!lartereduanlJl. 
IIhaIIIlD,l8I8, _ a 0011..., ID,lIIT • 

a-v. G. w. 8.lJIIOJI. D.D..l"nIICIIIeIII. 
JIM. B. 8. WIBr. lAIIr PrfIIGCfHII. 

N_ YOIIE ern. Ja NIa&b A98Ilae, _fBdllltNeL 

The Charlier School. 8IDb;rear. 

JIM. .. 1.. BaoDIfu. ~ 

~ BelmcId, Wa'ft1t7 8ta&IoD. 

Miss L. A. HUl's Select Home School 
11M .-cmd to &be .. '1'IIa1er JIuIIoII." IIYeIl mn. from ao. 
tAID. 11&1l;rear. Bdacaucillal sarma darIDC 11IDIIIIeI' ~ 

~ c:lambrt4p. BanarII uamna$,J. 
Summer Course ot the Physical Train
Ilf8 IIOBooL ..,. TDOIIDI. Bemen,.", QJmDMtam. Opea 
&0 boQllI8ZeI. 

D. A. 8.lJtaD\'. A.J1.. J1.D •• .DfI'aW. 

N_ You, BJn,oue. 

Mrs. G. M. Wilkinson's Home School 
..,. GDUL 0lIl7 11m papJI &KeD. Beaatafall7 IItaated GIl 
tile bIIII Iboft s,-. Befen to Boa. Abram 8. Bewtt&, 
George WID. 0arUa. TIuJmu Wentwor&b. Blntuon. BoD. 
ADdrew D. Wb1t.e. Bon. W&J118 JIaoVeacJI, Boa. J_ B. 
AnpU. LoalIa ..., AJcot.&. 

NJIW You, 'l'arr1towD. 
Mount Hope Ladies' Seminary. lend 
for CIroaJar with fall parUoalall. 

N_ YOIIE ClIn. 11 ... 14&11 BtneL. 

Metropolitan Conservatory ot Music. 
TIle ~1IIlOaI1OIloollD, tile Unttecl8tatel. B.Iloe,p. 

IfOIItIl : Vo1oe. Pluo-forte, 0rpD, ~. l'bJIIoal Calmre. __ Uon, IIlCl &be LaIuraIa"iL 8--ri1l 
mUtolanl and .waent lOIlolua oomprtie &be faoul&y, AU 
GClCCNItt IIfIII)lOtjIed at &be 00aIerva&0i7. AmoIJIr \11_ ue: 
Samuel P. Wama. ~ Back. ~"lIowe IlIliI1q. Walter 
J. Ball, CbaL BobertoI. Jr .• AUIQI& Dlipm. 1.. A. 1IaI'S1&. C. Do 
Battenber. 1.. A. Bu.eIJ," ~ VlWtou& muIfcJa& 
fIIIeftC nee IIOO8,IIC8d. B.W. GBun.} 

8eDd for 110-_ oIrcuIar. Co Do B.lWLIIT. ~ 

N_ YoaK ClIn. II Unloa 8q1llll'8 (WID. A. Pond ,,00.). 
Albert W. Berg, Plano, 0rpD, and BanncIDJ. Be
vlII.q Jlanuorlp& K1IIdo a 1P8CIal&J. 



DIRECToRY· 

PBlncInvAJlJ.A, CbeIIter. 
Pennsylvania Military Academy. A lbLrray COLLBO .. DIIGua IlfCmL Blm1QIIDmIO,~y. 
ABOIIlftO'I'UU, Am'8. Preparatory De~en~ lDItraCltlon In all Bnnobs bY able Pror--. BeH lIoraL lIencal. and 
PlIJeIcal TraInIDg. Thorough Work In Laboratorlee. DrafUDg-room, and FIeld. IIlI1tary IlJlltem IIeOOnd onlJ to tha& of U. 
S. II. A. SpaclouaB1IIldIDp; Superior Bqnlpment l BdIIon Electrlo LIght: Steam HeM: Sprlna Water; Beat s.fdtar:r Ar:raIIp-
menlB. Twenty-.entb 8euton, 188S-t. (''IrouJara of COL. CBataI & Hy.dT. ~ 

NIIW YORK, BoeJ1n, LoDg leland. 

The Bryant School. A 1Ioardlng 8ohoo1 of tile 
hlp_ 01 ... tor boyI: PrImary, Intermediate. and Aoademlo 
deparClDenlB : tIloroUg\lllll1tary OrganSaaUon and DllclpUne, 
With SyMemaUo PhyBIcal Trafntq. School property repre
aeuUDg an outlay of over $t3O,OOO : one ot tile 1lD_ in tile 
U. 8., In proxtmlty &0 country_t of tile late WIlllIm C1IIlen 
Bryan~ 

Summer Session of the Bryant School, 
• J11NB II TO SID"I'DIJID L ' 

.. The beat looated and mOlt lID_ful of tile Bummer 
Schoola tor Bo;ra." For CltaJotrue of either .... 00, apply to 

Q.oIl8. u.va. COIlftL'lOV. PrfncfJ)Gl. 

C.Al .... » ... London. 

Hellmuth Ladles' College 1Iu f- eQUGU. 
4114 no ~ fn.America. LIterature, 1II1111c, An. 
CLoI~TII exoepUolllllJ heIIlth7. Pup\la CaD enter at any time. 
Terms moderate. For cIrcular, address 

RIIV. & N. BNOLISB, :M.A. 

I!IDIAlIA, Terre Hlute. 
Rose Polytechnic Institute. A 8oBooL OP 
E!I~IfO. WeU-endowect. weU~nlpped deptrtmeDtII of 
Hechanlcal and ClvU BlllrlDeertrur. JDectrtclty, CbeiD1ltrJ. and 
Drawing. Bxten8l~e ROpe and labora&orlea. For catalOIrlle. 
addrella T. C. JlDDPJULL. ~. 

~~pton, 

Williston Seminary. Preparea boyI tor any col
lese or hlIher IOIenttllc IChooL Pall term OpeDI 8eptember 
8th. 1888. catalOtJUeI and W1I8&rated article on appUoatIon. 
Addr_ Rev. WILLLUl Q.u.uGDII, PrIncipal (late Kalter 
BoIIroIi !.Aftll 8CBOOL). 

IIAauoIltlDTl'l, cambridge. 

Harvard University. CO_ of IDat.r'llClaoll 

will be given In the tollowtJIa nbJeota dllrlna &be a_ 
~ofl888 : 

Botan1, Cbemlatry. French, Geology, German. 1lJa&ory. 

PhyBIoe, PbyBlcal TraInlng. Topograph7. 
For Informatton apply to tile Seoretary ot Harvard Unlver

BIt;, cambridge, lIaaL 

OBlo. CIncInnati, III~ Auburn. 

Mt. Auburn Institute. BBuaLIIIIDD 18M. 
FAJltLy 8oBOOL POB YOOIfO L£Jna Hla&ory and U&era&aIe a 
lpeotaltJ. caretnt home t.ralnIDC and IIOOIal culture. Jl1I8Ic 
and An. Advan~ of CI'""nn'" made aVllllble &0 pupIIL 
European ~OII putieL Ad~ H. TadK XII ...... 

Np' You; CITY. 10 But 14th 8neet. 

Potter Institute of Oratory and School 
OP AcrlN8. 8eml-annual 8ele!0III, 8 weeb each. ~ 
lIrIlWed.,Jan.andoluq. ~lBeeoarecIfor_~ 
tp"Iduatei. lIDI IIJILD 1'Im'D. 

8. :M. OOBIWI. &ic't/. Prdt /Iftd JrIJAOCll8l'. 

I'DIluD.L. New YOlL 

Peekskill Millilary Academy. 8eDd tar 
muatrated catalogue. 

101llf N . TlLDD. A.III., H .D.1"r'Mo(JIfII. 

Pmoarn.VAJlJ.A, Beadlq, 8elWJD BaD. 
A School of the Highest Order for Boys. 

IIlI1tary 1IJIItem. Every modern appUanoe tor 1&114l1 and re
oreadon. TbGronp prepantlon for cOllep or b~ ~ 
of any age receIved . send for oatllolrUe. 

Lor C. llllllOP, BMd "' ..... 

BIND YOUR MAGAZINE. 
COMPLETION OF VOLUME Ill. 

The third volume of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE was begun by the number dated Janua". 
J888, and ends with the June issue. Bindings for this volume are now ready. -
PRICES-Back numbers exchanged for the bound volume, if numbers are untrimmed and in good 

condition, or the owner's copies bound up. Cloth, gilt top, • • . ' to 75 
Subscribers mUit remit 30 cents for postage when the volume is to be returned by mail. 
Cases for binding, post-free. • . . • . • • • • SO 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, 743-745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
24 



·E·DUCATJON 
NIrW JERSEY. NewlllL 

Coleman National Business College. 
A Un praottcal IOhooL Cheapest and belt. Endoned b:r 
UIoaaanda of gradnalea and the m08t prominent bum.. and 
JII'Ofe.lonal men of the atate and naUon. 

D. CoLDlAN. PrUIdent. 

NIrW JDIIBY. FreehOld. 

Freehold Institute. Batabllshed In 1844-
Preparea boJII and :ronng men for bulnesa. and for ~ 

too. Columbia. Yale. Harvard. AllDapo11a, and Weat Point. 
a.ckward boJII taught prlftCel1. 

Bu. A. G. CRAlIBD8, A. ... PriACfJ)CJl. 

-.-0B1IDl'11I, Boaton. ee Chester Sqnare. 

Gannett Institute for Young Ladies. 
PIPnilY and Da:r PnplJa. Pnll oorpa of teacbe1'8 and leotnrera. 
TIle 11th :rear will begin W edneada:r. Sept. .. l888. For cata
lope and otronlar. appl:r to bY. Gao. G.unG'1'I'. D.D •• Prin. 

lldhOB1lDl'11l, Ambent. 

Amherst College. Snmmer School of J..aDcuaIee. 
~. Art. Mathematlce. PboneUce. and Pbyalcal TraIn
tn£ Twelfth 8eulOD: Jnl:r td to Angust 8d. Lectarea dall:r 
In""l'reneh and German. T'irent:r-nlne Teachen and Leotnren. 
Fon,J-two CJauea dall:r. Clrcnlar and Protrram tree. 

Addre8a PIIoP. W. L lItION'UG11B. 

OOloooTIwr. Hamden. 

Rectory School tor Boys. 1800 to PlIO. Dome
UJre In1Jnenoea. oomblned with 4rm dJIIcIpUne and thorongh 
lI0II001 lyatem. RxWDlln Gronnda, G:rmnaslwn. B(Iolt-honae, 
eta. Send for otronlar. BBl'. B. L BV"DaT. lLA.. B«:tor. 

THE HANDY PAMPHLET CASE. 

Paper."110 doL; 86 ota. each. 

USEFUL FOR 
CIaattJtDJf Pamphlets. 
Keepiilg l!ermona In. 
SavtngManzlnee. 
B1IIIIDeu Catalognee. 
FIling PrIce LII&e. 
Ubl'1lJ'lana want It. 
Uterary men need It. 
Phyalolamlshonld bl'l'8\t. 
Clerg:rmen appreciate It. 

Neat. Cheap. and Dandy. Pnt 
up two tn a neat. The ontslde 
_ 10XllXa; the In81de case ~ 
lnohamaDer. Allin Paper label
ed Pampbleta ; Cloth are labeled 
Barper8. AUanUc, 8t. NlehoJaa. 
or Pampblets. as preferred. 

Cloth. $UO dOL; 46 ota. each. 
<"'otb sample mailed for 110 eta. 

NIM8. KNIGHT. TIIOT. N. Y. 

S H 0 RT H A N 0 The beat ad'l'lUltagea for the 
ncttcal acqnlaltton of tbe art • J: the qnlcteat Ulna. Send for 

cIIan1anI. J. O. CB088. 9& Dearborn SUee&, Chl"ap. 

Dunton and Clark, 
Importers 

of 
Art Photographa, 

50 Boylaton St., Botton, 11 .... 
Catalogues mailed for two-cent stamp. 

DIRECToRY· 
PIHNIIYLV A1lU, Ogontz. 

Ogontz School for Young Ladies, 
Removed. In l888, from Cheatnut Street, Pblladeljlbl.a. to 
0001l'lZ. the IpaoIOU conntr:r-eeat of J j,y 0000. will 1legUl1ta 
tblrtJ-utnth :rear WedneacSa:r. September 118&b. For clrcnlarl 
apPI1 to PBlNClP.us. <>&on .... Jl(ontaomer:r Coont:r. Pa. 

PriftClJlClla. lIf1wn'Uw Prtncfpall. 
lIJaI Plwfoa B. BnNK'I'I'. :MIaJ K. L Bc»onrY. 
lItIJ8B Snvu J. EAImIAN. KJ8B B. A. Du.uYJI. 

----- ------
PDncaYLl'.uu.lIetbJehem. 

Bishopthorpe. A Church School for GIrJa. loth 
:rear. PnplJa prepared for College. F. L W ALIIB. PrlDoIpaI. 
Semper FIaelfj. ~lt C/lf'tll. 1If!f'fW. (School Lecend./ 

PmoIBYLTANU. Pblladelpbl.a. 48a-a Walnut Street. 

A Thorough French and English 
DOD SOBooL. (No da:r lIOIIoIarL) Greateat care taken In III 
atndlee. French tanlht 0raU:r and PrICtlcalIJ. Terme. S8GO a 
:rear. Ad~ MAJ)~ H. ("'LUO or lItIJ8B .. L ~o. 

PDnam.l'~ Pblladelpbl.a. l.u Walnnt Street. 

Pennsylvania College of Dental Sur
GDT. BId Wlnter 8eulon begInI October lIt. l888. Lecturea 
and CllnlO8 ten months In the :rear. Ladlea admJUed. For 
tnrtber lnformaUon. addreM C. N. PBIBo .. Dean. 

--- --- -- - ---
PmoIBYLTANU. Pblladelpbl.a. l&SO PIne Street. 

Miss Anable's Boarding and Day School 
roB YOUNG LAmD. Thorongh lnatrnct\on. Preparea Itndenta 
tor cullep. The 40th :rear begIna September tetb. 1888. 

WIL~!~¥a Sc~~!l1~~~lo~ s~lt~lies, 
PAINTINGS AND WATER COLORS 

by the moat eminent modem muters. 
FINEST ETCHINGS AND ENGRAVINGS, 

Artlatlc: Framlnc. 
ARTISTS' MATERIALS. 

204 FIFTH AVENUE. 
(MADISON SQUARE.) 

The Techno-Chemical Receipt Hook: 
NOW READY. 

The Techno-Chemical Receipt Book. 
m?:l'~.'.~F.~·:~im~n~~~1 ~~~~·ri~~'t'lf.,~,~,~l~~~: 
n lllOlr". IUld Ihf'lr l'n>ctlral AI'I.ltllAUuo \.u IIJ" A rIM and I1\t1UJ1Ir{N!. 
P.tlltl><l ebl.fty ftom 'b~ 1"111&0 ofD .... Winckler. El6ot'r.lIl'llll< • 

~\W~¥: iI-:'':::DG~~:':{o~111~~~:!\"II. wir~~lt~ll~l1e!:~ 
or E1deu •• Pr-u I .... nd William H. W"bl. VII1f.'lUPhl.1. s-cr.,tAI'J 

f tbe F ...... UJo 11.><U1111". Pbll&d~ll'bl&, autbor M "O ... Yal\o),I_ 
tic lttaDil.uJatlOD.-4." 1lJustraLed by 7tc t!nrn.viQj'1't Us one volume, 

~~JtI~ i:r" ~~&:;!'t':'~; J;~~~~' E'1'~':!n~Qt.;:d~:~ 
Jet c1uth. Irllt. NC'.!. ':).1)0./_ .t! J>(JIIIaq' '" a"/I midi· .. • n 1M 
tJ:Ol'id. 
.,,, c/reuIar qf S2 pagu. MolD/till Ut./uD Tabld 0/ CotaUnU qf 

lit-. 'mporlan$ B",~. ..,,, br mall. /I'U of ptIIf""" 10 GIll' 0tUI flo 
_/I pori qf 1M WDriI ",AD "'Ill JIW'riMII AU add,..".. 

HENRY CAREY BAIRD & CO., 
l"dllu,lal Pllbll"h., •• Boob.II., •• a"d Importe, •• 

810 Walnut St., Philadelphia, Pa., U . S. A. 

l,IIabla V. Espanol ? 

Parlez-VOllS Fran~ls? 

8precben Sle Deutscb? 

Parlate Italiano? 

~
' ZN T::&JN ~::&J:mK.. 

You c:ao. al yoor own bome. by 

Dr. RICHARD S. ROSENTHAL'S IIlEISTERSCHAFT SYSTEIIl. 
learn 10 speak lIoenlly eitber Spanish. Frencb. Italian. or German. 

Speclmen Copy. Spanish, Fren"h. Oennan. 01' ItallaD. illS Cents. 
Latin, P"rt I.-Just Jssued-PrI"'" ISO Ceu .... 

AJlsubsc:riben-'s.oo for each language-become.clual pupils of Dr. Rosentbal.wbocor
recta all exercises.and corresponds with tbem in re/rard to any diflieulties wbicb may occur. 

MEISTERSCHAFT PUBLISHING CO., Herald Building, Boston, Mas8. 
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I MISCELLANEOUS · 

The 

SILVER JEWELRY 

Since the introduction of Silver 
Jewelry the GORHAM M'Y'G Co. have 
very largely increased the variety 
made, and their stock contains many 
specimens of artistic workmanship 
and finish not to be found even in 
Gold Jewelry. 

THE GORHAM M'F'G CO. 
SILVERSMITHS 

BROADWAY AND 19TH STREET. 

Baldwin Gas Engine Romington 
ANDARD 

is the simplest, most efficient, and 
steady-running Gas Engine ever 
built. It is especially adapted for 

Electric Lighting 
and for all commercial purposes. It 
is manufactured and guaranteed by 

Otis Brothers & Co. 
New York, 
Boston, 

Philadelphia, 
Pittsburgh. 

Elevators and Hoisting Machinery. 
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THE CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY . 

.. lIiill ... W 0 years 
h a ve now 

e lapsed 
since the 
Canadian 
P acific 

tourists 
to cross 

the continent 
hy its pictu
re que line 

through Canada, 
and opened to 

foreign travellers a new, short, and advanta
geous route between Europe and the Orient. 
During these two years thousands of Ameri
can and English travellers have been pleas
antly carried back and forth between the 
eastern and western coasts of the continent: 
and all have united in praise of the comfort 
they have enjoyed and the magnificence and 
novelty of the scenes through which they 
passed. Every day has added to the effi
ciency and comfort of the transportation 
service and of the hotel system, and in some 
respects to the interest of what is to be seen 
along the road: and season by season the 
popularity of the journey increases. 

One may begin a tour westward most en
jOflLbly at storied old Quebec, whose match
less river-views, antique fortresses and monu
ments of many wars, interspersed with an
cient churches and surrounded by the quaint
est suburbs, form an epitome of old French 
Canada. Montreal, on the other hand, is a 
picture of what the progressive English race 
has done and is doing for the St. Lawrence 
valley, to which comes the trade of the for
ested middle districts and of the prairie-prov
inces beyond, just as the Western States 
focus commercially upon New York. At 
Ottawa, a hundred miles west of Montreal, 
the student of political economy will enjoy 
seeing how vigorously and well the young 
Dominion puts into practice the Anglo-Saxon 
theory of self-government. 

Then, as the traveller moves on through 
a rapid succession of flourishing farming 
towns, gradually lessening in size and fre
quency, he gets a fine notion of one of Can-

ADv. 27.-JUNE, 1888. 

ada's great natural resources-her forests. 
All the way to Lake Superior he is in the 
midst of valuable timber, where glimpses of 
mills among the trees and rafts upon the 
rivers manifest how well it is being utilized. 
Mines, too, are encountered-iron, copper, 
gold, and, further west, silver in astonishing 
plenty. Broken by lakes and hills and cut 
by dashing trout-streams, where game and 
fish tempt the sportsman to launch his canoe 
or build his summer camp, this r~on is 
full of charms and is never uninteremng. 

Then follows the never·to-be-forgotten ride 
along the north shore of Lake Superior. 
Out at the left, the shining plain of water 
stretches to the horizon. Here blue and un
broken save by spectral ships: there inter
rupted by groups of islands that seem to 
float upon its bosom and circle 'about one 
another as we rapidly change our position. 
Landward are rocky eminences-bold hills, 
separated by sharp ravines and indented by 
quiet coves, ridges of green forest, mighty 
walls of richly colored and vine-draped rock, 
along whose face we pass upon galleries 
hewn in the cliff, and lofty promontories 
penetrated by tunnels. Surely the eye can
not grow weary here I Some new wonder of 
engineering constantly excites admiration
some unexpected beauty of landscape awak
ens the mind with fresh delight at nature's 
daring composition of water and rock and 
brilliant sky. .. I am not sure," more than 
one traveller has said, .. but that morning 
along the cliffs of Lake Superior was the best 
of the whole trip." 

Upon the shore of 'Thunder Bay stand 
Port Arthur and Fort William-lake-ports 
for the great wheat-regions beyond: and 
here, during all the season of navigation, ves
sels are bringing in coal and taking away 
grain. Between here and Owen Sound, on 
Georgian Bay, ply the splendid steamers of 
the Canadian Pacific Line, furnishing an al
ternative route (in summer) between the east 
and the west, affording a delightful variation 
from the all-rail journey. This course is 
especially commended to those who desire 
to visit Niagara or Toronto, both of which 
lie upon the direct route from New York; 
while one day's halt at Toronto enables the 
passenger from Montreal to make a side-trip 
to the Falls. 1ne steamships of this line are 





THE CANADIAN PACIFic RAILWAY. 

Clyde-built (of steel)· and furnished and man- spaces of wild prairie far at the West, where 
aged in a manner equal to the trans-Atlantic lakes, haunted by wild fowl, glimpses of ante
ships they so closely resemble. Leaving lope and smaller game, and the wallows and 
Owen Sound, Ontario, in the early evening, trails of the once abundant buffalo, arouse 
the next morning is spent in the beautiful new interest at every stage j while the luxu. 
defiles of St. Mary's River, the outlet of rious sleeping-car (in which the traveller 
Lake Superior, and at noon Sault Ste Marie rides without changing from coast to coast), 
is reached. This is one of the most roman- and the excellence of the dining-car service, 
tically historical spots on the continent, and prevent either annoyance or fatigue. 
lately has become newly interesting and im- A hundred miles away from their base the 
portant by the accession of three railways, Rocky Mountains begin to be visible, and 
connected by a great bridge across the fam- the morning of the fifth day from Montreal 
ous rapids, and forming a new through line finds the train entering their portals. 
between Minneapolis, St. Paul, and Montreal. To visit Banff might well be the sole ob
The pleasant old village has thus sprung, at ject of one's journey. Occupying an irregu
a bound, into a large and active commercial larly star-shaped opening among the most 
centre. The neighborhood of Sault Ste Marie beautiful of the ranges on the eastern flank of 
abounds in opportunities for recreation and the Great Divide, it shows some of the high
sport, and many delightful side-trips (to est and noblest of the Rockies to the very 
Mackinac, etc.) may easily be made. best advantage. Here is a crowd of moun-

Passing through the gigantic locks to the tains, five and six thousand feet above the 
level of Lake Superior, the steamer shapes valley, each unlike the other in shape and 
its course directly across that inland sea, and color, yet all majestic and beautiful: and be
in the.morning floats underneath the purple tween them are lovely dales, cliff-girt lakes, 
headlands of Thunder Cape. Silver Islet, sunny streams, and a thousand resources for 
Isle Royale, and the rugged coast of Thunder pleasure. Upon a commanding site the rail
Bay enhance the singular grandeur of this way company has provided a really magnifi
approach to Port Arthur, which is reached cent hotel, managed in modern style and 
in time to connect with the west-bound train fulfilling every requirement of comfort and 
of the same afternoon. luxury. Connected with it are arrangements 

Beyond Lake Superior the line traverses for baths in hot sulphur water from the cu
a lake-and-forest country whence silver ore rious medicinal springs that have given Banff 
and immense quantities of timber are pro- its wide repute: while carriages, saddle-horses, 
duced. Then, just where the forests fringe and boats are at hand. 
out into the prairies of Manitoba, comes The mountains once entered, they are ever 
Winnipeg, a handsomely built city which has present until the Pacific is reached-a pano
gathered together 30,000 energetic people in rama of six hundred miles of peaks and gla
less than fifteen years, and from which ra- ciers, cafions and precipices, in endless vari
diate seven lines of railway. Here the busi- ety. The Rockies, the Selkirks, and the 
ness and social life of the Northwest con- Columbian range are all crossed in one day 
verges. Substantially all the vast Canadian between dawn and dark, and the constant 
area between the Great Lakes and the Rocky succession of scenes of grandeur and sublim
Mountains has a soil of exceeding fertility, ity exceeds beyond comparison anything of 
is well watered, provided with inexhaustible the kind that can be brought within one day's 
stores of coal and timber, possesses a climate journey elsewhere in the world. Winding up 
healthful for mankind and most favorable to the Bow River, which cuts its way among 
all kinds of agriculture. Not only Manitoba, superb, snow-laden crags, the road is led 
but the more westerly districts are being set- through the Kickinghorse Pass, where state
tIed with great rapidity, and the beginnings ly peaks, glistening with snow and cradling 
of this vigorous young civilization are most glaciers, fill the whole landscape, "like an 
interesting to an Eastern man. Scores of army with banners." Down among them the 
thriving towns have sprung up along the train follows the dashing Wapta or Kicking
railway where five years ago not a hut was to horse River, finding its unforeseen way past 
be seen. Along the foot-hills of the moun- range after range that seems to bar the 
tains the raising of beef-cattle, horses and course, and disclosing some new surprise 
sheep has attained to enormous proportions, of scenery at every turn. Plunging through 
and Calgary, its headquarters, is already an a deep, dark canon the valley of the Colum
important city-a Canadian Denver. The bia River is reached and the Selkirks are 
observation of these facts of human progress, grandly displayed ahead. The river is 
diversified by the pristine beauty of wide crossed, and again the vast acclivities rise 
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THE CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY. 

from our narrow footing to unmeasured 
heights on either hand. Cloud-cutting peaks 
allure the eye, in advance;and through a gap, 
whose toppling walls rise straight up for a 
mile to the pinnacles of Mt. Macdonald and 
The Hermit, Roger's Pass,-the very arcana 
of the Se1kirks--is entered. 

Dozens of glaciers have already been seen : 
but at the western end of this pass one con
fronts you beside which all others 
seem insignificant. This, the Great 
Glacier of the Selkirks, is of extra
ordinary interest. The head of the 
huge ravine is fi lled with green ice, 
bending over the cliffs from a vast 
snow-and-ice plateau above, and push. 
ing far down into the forest. Over 
it towers the superb peak of Sir Don· 
ald, and all around a circle of grand
ly sculptured mountains rise (rom 
the green 
forest into 
cloudland. 
From the 
Company's 
hotel at the 
station it is 
but a short 
walk, by a 
pleasant and 
easy path, to 
the glacier, 
upon whose 
wrinkled sur
face the ad-
venturous 
may easily 
climb, and 
into whose 

which the Thompson .River forces its way 
to the Fraser, and the Fraser down to the 
sea, in clefts that reach to the very base of 
the mountains. Words convey but a poor 
idea of these caftons, where cliffs of dizzy 
height literally overhang the current; and 
strangely sculptured rocks adorn the precipi
tous slopes of the gorge, or, hurled to the 
bottom, vex the turbulent flood that madly 

surges over 
and among 
them in the 
depths of 
the shadowy 
chasm. 

With mas
terly engi
neering the 
railway 
makes its 
way through 
these caftons 
for a hun
dredmiles; 
then it emer
ges into the 
wide valley 
of the lower 
Fraser with 
its gigantic 
trees, and 
soon, runn
ing along the 
south shore 
of Burrard 
Inlet, reach
es the young 
city of Van
couver. 

water - w 0 r n Inlt"O' V,.w of ConodOln Pae,foc This is the 
caves one Rodway SI··"'"II Car. Pacific ter-

may pene- minus, and here where two years ago stood 
trate and a virgin forest is now a vigorous city of 
think. himself 7,000 people, a bustling seaport with exten· 
in grottoes sive wharves and warehouses, handsome 
carved in buildings of brick and granite, and every 
emerald or evidence of wealth and prosperity. Here 
sapphire. is another of the splendid hotels of the 

Then come railway company, and from here steam-
more moun- ships regularly depart for China and Japan, 
tains, resembling those gone before only in for San Francisco, Puget Sound, and Alaska, 
their sublimity; then again deep caftons with and daily boats ply to Victoria, the beautiful 
vertical echoing walls, and then a descent to capital of British Columbia, 80 miles away. 
the hill.girt, forest-framed Shuswap Lakes-- NOTII.-Excursion liclcelllO the Pacific Cout, aoiuc aDd reo 
the undl'sturbed home of deer and trout. tumin, by way of the Canadian Paci6c Railway. Of aoioc by any of Ihe American tranl-Qlnbnentallina and retumine bY the 
Then come the more rounded Okanagan Canadian Pacific Railway, or vice vena, may be procured at 

the principal ticket office. in the United States and Canada. 
Mountains, the beautiful valley of the South Fuller information can be had by addressiq the Paaaeaacr 
Thompson River, broad Kamloops Lake Traffic Manager of the Canadian Pacific Railway at Montreal. 

or the company's agents at I.ondon, Ene· (88 Cannoo Street) ; 
reflecting its basaltic clitIs, and finally the sil- LiftfllOOl, Eng. (" James Sft"eet): New York (m lJmadway); 
~ery summl'ts of the Cascade ra th 0 h Bo.ton (.1 ~ Washin,ton Slreel); Chical[o U3' Clark Street). or • nge, r ug San FranCISCO ( ... JIlon1llomery Street). 
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IE· TOILET· ARTICLES·_ 

58 
"U.N Ql1 "TItBIUIN. 

. . \0 Umslopopat Miss Flossie 
Just AS I fflllrned hIS ale I Aollection of toce"" It 011 lO see ler ~ . 

came liP . ~nd loo ~:omiD shrubs. ~ll1e of which are very 
Arflc ~n '. lind . ~ ein oi14 IIn"no ... l1 \,() me. 
hf~utif " 01 the Vl\ne~le b . g q 1 •• ked her if ,he 

. . b tllnical 8Clenee. -
ROd ah ~"e\c, to I' f h •• GOYI\" lily. wbioh cenlNlI 

n or llc.rd 0 let v have occl$ion~ny met 
havo lold me. ha. filled tbem wilh ~ ... 

defful I . ~.Y bloom. only 
,iob a~l~e. -

no t Arid soil. Co~pl\~d 
811. p;cner811y .. el!~lllng 

(which 1 after
lip' 

'~ '~' .. :. ," 

LUNDBORG'S LATEST PERFUME. 

Goya Lilyo 
This odor has already attained a popularity second only to our EDENIA. 

Lundborg's Perfumes and Rhenish Cologne are for sale by 
Druggists and Dealers in Toilet Articles, or can be procured through 
them if the request is made. 

LADD & COFFIN, Proprietors and Jlanufaoturers of 
LUNDBORG'S P.ElU'UlIERY: 24 Barclay Street, New York. 
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~ MISCELLANEoUS: 

~~ 

RIDING HABITS, $100. 
(IN ANY CLOTH.) 

ORIGINAL GOWNS. 

ORIGINAL COATS. 

ORIGINAL HATS. 

or Ladies desirous of ordering and unable to 

visit New York can have sketches and samples 01 

cloths forwarded free by mail-pattern bodice and 

measurement form alone required to insure perfect fit. 

210 Fifth Avenue and 1132 Broadway, Bew York City. 

Truth will Out. 
Therein lies the secret of the marvellDus 

success of PYLE S PEARLINE Washing 
Compound. Those who use it like it, and 
tell their friends. Over one million families 

.# now use it. The sale increases-each 
_ ~ month shows decided gains. 

Do you know the truth? PEARLINE washes clothes, coarse or fine
dishes-paint-everything-in half the time, with half the labor, and better than an)'· 
thing else known. As it saves the worst of the rubbing, so it saves the worst of the 
wear; your clothes and paint last longer and look better if washed with PEARLINE. 
Harmless to fabric or hands, and economical. There is nothing else like PEARLINE. 

Beware of imitations being peddled or sold by means of prizes-they are dangerous 
-such means are not necessary to sell a good article. 

Pearline is manufactured only by JAMES PYLE. New York. 



~·SUAAER 

CONGRESS HALL, SARATOGA SPRINGS. 
Located on Broadway. bonnded on north and BOuth by the wOI'ld·renowned Hathorn and Congreu SpriDgL 

Accommodates 1,000 guests. Daily morning and evening conoert. by Thomas H. Joyce'. orchestra of NeW' 
York. Bates, $3.00 per day, exoept for roomB on parlor and first floor. Open from Jnne 21st to October 1at. 

H. S. CLEMENT, Manaeer. 

THE OCEAN HOUSE, NEWPORT, R. I. 
SEASON OF 1888 OPENS JUNE 27th. 

~TEWPORT, the Queen of American Seaside Resorts, has for more than a hundred years been 
J ]I. the rendezvous of the best classes of society. Whether viewed from the standpoint of its 
historic interest, beauty of scenery. or sanitary influences, Newport stands unrivalled as a 
SUJOIER REsoRT. 

I/fiir Send for illustrated pamphlet, "NEWPORT AND JT8 ADVANTAGES AS A SU1dlUR REsoRT." 

J. O. WEAVER & SON, Newport, R. I. 
Or to J . G. WEA.V&R, J& & Co., Everett House. Union Square, New York. 

EVERETT HOUSE, 
UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK CITY. 

lllHE attractive and hea1thfullocation (overlooking the beautiful grounds 
of Union Square) and the excellence of its cuisine are marked 

features of the hoteL 
Attached to the hotel, and under the same management, is the new 

and elegant EVEBETr HOUSE RFsrAURA1'W. 
The Everett House affords a most desirable place of residence through

out the year, and is especially attractive as A COOL, QUlBT, OOMPORTABLE BOld 
DURING TUB 8UIOID. 

JOHN G. WEArER, J". & CO., p,.o,,.;.'o,,,. 
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VV IN G to the ease and quickness 
with which "Cerealine Flakes" 
may be prepared, it especially 
recommends itself to picnic, 
fishing, hunting, and camping 
parties. Pour boiling milk 
or water on "Cerealine Flakes," 

leave it one minute over the fire, and it is ready for 
use. 

For sale by all grocers in packages carefully sealed at the mills, for 
twenty cents each. 

The "CEREALlNE CooK·BooK," containing over two hundred carefully 
prepared recipes, will be sent to an)' one who will mention where this 
advertisement was seen, and enclose a two-cent stamp (or postage to the 
CUBAUN& MFG. Co., Columbus, Ind. . 

Grand Nationallward of 16,600 Francs. 

A STIMULATING RESTORATIVE 
CONTAINING 

PERUVIAN BARK, IRON, 
AJIJI 

PURE CATALAN WINE. 

THE OREAT FRENCH REMEDY. 

Endorsed by the Hospitals for 
PREVENTION and 'CURE of 

DESPEPSIA, MALARIA, FEYER and AGUE, 
NEURALGIA, 10 .. of APPETITE, 

GASTRALGIA, POORNESS of BLOOD, and 
RETARDED CONYALESCENCE. 

Paria 22, rae Droaot. 

:me :lPO'C'GElR.A. d:J 00., 
.du"", lor 'A. ll. S. 

30 North William Street, New York. 
SOLD BY ALL Da17oo18l'll. 
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PAINT YOUR ROOFS 
With DIXON'S IULICA-GRAPRITR pUne. n wtD 
last tor 1care. Water wtU run from It pore and deaD. ud 
It wtU gtve :ron better uUlfactlon than any other pUnt. 
Send tor Clroular. 

JO •• DIXON CRUCIBLE CO., 
"BBSEr crrr, N. J . 

• WEll-DRESSED IENTLEMAN 
SbOU1dllave .. a Tolle, A4J1UIC& tile 

Harvard Trouser Stretoher. 
Three minutes' Ume wtU appl7 tbe 8Cretcber UI4 

gtve tbe prmen' an appearance of perfect tn..,. 
_ and newneaa. U a.:ea ont au wrtnkJea. all 
baggtng from the knees. and putaa pair ofTl'oUlen 
In perfect ahape. La8tII a ure-tlme. Sent. 1I08l-paid. 
to an1 P. O.lIi tbe U. S. on receipt of SUS. 
BltH.OlD SPaINQ 00 •• IN Bleil .... St., 

, BGATO •• 

COTTAGE PORTFOLIO 
SUPPLEMENT 

BnUitlC .. :orr,.o .... 60 tU\r=:'ri.r.~ n l~ 
i<ii;fmD';:;;iii,rn'~: tu~t!~'1n ~. 

~~:~;·~.~~~~~r.§!~~ti1Tl:: 

STAMMERINO" 
And aU Defee... of Speech PermlUleDtq Cured. 
1'-8_1 ne.,er"'w __ Mmme~n than th.- JOU broOltht 

to me. and the CllnI that _ ""'OItht upon them _ very raPid 
and truly wonderflll. 1 am 1I1WDlr to ... y thIa In WTtUng. odell 
It to &OJ one who may call upon me. Youn 'rul~, 

OBO. W. OIIILDto. ~~:::~~~~=~J.'::i.o~. 
nnmber of my wom _ before an after rUred. Por tall In· 
formation. &ad ....... B. M. JOHNSTON, IuUtute, IUh ... 
Spring GardeD Streeta. Phlladelphla. 



· MISCELLANEoUS· 

Early attention is called 
to our Knitted Suit, "The 
TUX E DO," tOl' Ladies', 
Ii es', and Children's wear. 

No other suit ever sold 1m , 
in 0 short a time, be 'ome 

o universal a favorite. 
These Knitted Suits are not 
only the JUO t comfortable 
and pleasant to wear, but 
are the most becoming and 
graceful in appearance. 

N one genuine without the 
above trade-mark. DeRcl'ip
tive cll'culars seJlt on appli
cation. For saJe only by 
JAMES McCREERY" CO. 

Broadway and 11th t., 
NEW YORK. 

EDWIN C. BURT & CO'S 
Fine Boots, Shoes, and Slippers 

For Ladies and Children 
ARE THE BEST GOODS MADE. 

Fit Perfectly, Euy on the Feet, Superior In Style, 
Cost no more than any other Fine Shoes. 

CAUTION,-'Notlce the run _Ole of 
EDWIN C. BURT 

tamped on LINl.NO and SOLE of EACH SHOE. 
For oat. by leading ",tail _boe d.al .... In n ... rly ... ry c ity 

throuzbout tbo YII;I," SlnI .. and laDad .. 
All .. idtb. of La tA, anT AtTlo of ·boo. Sole, Toe. or H eeL 
1C Y"'U canDbt get our ma.ke of dloe. from your dealer. leAd 

addr .. for directlo .... bow to procure them. 

EDWIN C. BURT I CO., M'f'rs. 
NeW" York. 

f·W·DEVOE·~·@' 
'f5Tl\BuI5t1~D 1852 

5:(oR..FULTON a. WILU/\r\ 
NEW YOf\K., 

J\R.TISTS· 
A.TERll\hS. 
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MAGNIFICENCE. 

,- -~-

"Confoand your impudenoe I What do you mean by IItrildDg matches on my marble tront?" 
"Do not excite yourBelf, me friend. Tear out your marble front, zeplaoe it with It DeW one, aDd 

eend the but to 1M I" 
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No Acid In LePage'. Clue-. 

S~H'NGNEW 
SH. 

8",," t o "'"'riG,. ~ C .... P ,.l_, . ..... , ,...,. pa_l'lal. t 
.,.tUlM II Hetd,,.,,,,, Hi,.,.,,, .... C FBlf~ Co ... ., .. ,,"' ...... 

lIenUOIl SoBIIIIma'! HJ.OAZIlR. 

These are Solid Facts: 
<BUT ARE FRESH EVERY MONTHJ 

PORT ROYAL, Juniata Co., Pa. 
March 8, 1886. 

WOOLR;CH & CO. : The 
sample of RIDGE'S FOOD re
ceived, and I think just in 
time /0 save a lillie patient of 
",ine. • • • Please send im
mediately. I cannot close 
without (ongratlllalillg you 
on the sou"d advice and ad
mirable direction given in 
your "Healthful Hints" to 
young mothers,. especially 
H Hints to Invalids and the 
Aged," "Diet," .. Air and 
Exercise," etc., etc. I never 
read on so few pages so much 
sound sense. The only im
perfection is its brevity. 

Very truly yours. 
DR. M. R. PETERS. 
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GOSHEN, Indiana, 
March 2, J886. 

Please send me .. Health
ful Hints" as advertised in 
Forl!ign Afissionary. 

Have used RIDGE'S FOOD 
with excellent results. 

Rcspectfully yours, 
E. W. HAWKS. 

St. George's Drug Store, 
HALIFAX, N. 5., Jan. 30, '86. 
GENTLEMEN: I beg to 

acknowledge the receipt 'bf a 
parcel of "Healthful Hints 
to Young Mothers," which 
I will carefully distribute 
among my customers. I usc 
RIDGE'S FOOD in my own 
family, and regard it the but 
preparation of the kind in the 
market. Yours truly, 

J. H. MARGESON. 



INANCIAL--. 

T~e American ~ire Insurance Com~anJJ 
- ----_. --------

308 & 310 WALNUT STREET, 
Cash Capital, 

PHILADELPHIA. 
.500,00000 
1,248,984 44 

662,87422 
Reserye for Re'lnsurance and all other claims, • 
Surplul oyer all Liabilities, . . . . . . 

Total Assets December 3Ist, I886, 8~,aO 1 ,~8 06. 

TH08. H. MONTGOMERY. Preaident. RICHARD MARIS. Secretary. J. B . YOUNG. Actua".. 
HOllE DEPARTMENT. 808 and81U Walnut St .• Pltllad~/pltla. WESTERN DEPARTMENT. CIWI. E. BLtVlIIf. Ch".,., 
EASTEflN DEPARTMENT, PaAn It BAR" New Yo,k. PACIFIC DEPARTMENT, BROWN. Ca.uo It co.. S/Ut F~ 
CEItT1tAL DEPARTMENT. EoLlIlTOY P'R.UlOI8. Cincinnati. S. W. DEPARTMENT, DAMAN It Taawv.t.Jft'. Dalla •• ,_ 

SAFE'~~:~ 
.PrIaaIDel AD4 IIMI-' ba&h fIIIIy _teed b1 Cap!. 
till ...a I!arDlu 01. 11,lOi,018. ht _t .... ,.... of 
a...a- .. ha .. 1oeDe4 111,4",800. JIOI1oc Ina 

60L 0 120L ::='.:1.=,,:,~ 70 ~ 70 haft ...... ,.turn.d 
to In"~,. with, 

out del., or the 10M of • doll.r. Heal Eatate 
Pint Mor:taap and Debenture Bonde .nd 
B •• ln .. Cirtlflolltee al...,. DO bUld for .. 1_ 
htBaYliip Deput~ _GIlD" 01 •• Uld 11P. 
ward ; ia IlM -llonpae putmc&' .aoo Uld 11P
'InOId. lI'bIlIDf_ npzdioc oar ...tooa MC1U'\ • 
.... fnnIlobecl b1 

J. B.WATKINS UNO MORTGAGE CO. 
LAWRENCE, KANSAS,-

... veri! ..... , .• nay DIC ....... III lIN'''" 

Capital ~ubM"rlbed - -
Capital Paid h. (t!nMb) -

.1a.GOO.OOO 
1.000.000 

8 PER (!ENT. DEBENTURE.~ and GUARANTEED 
FARM MORTGAGES. Intere.t I'ayabl" ""nal-annnally at 
any or 0111' OIllC08. Our mortgagee are lI1>on Improved 
FARMS ONLY. \Ve lOUD no D,oney on th .. unduly 
811mulated property or the town" and cille •• 
AlIto 

MUNICIPAL BONDS. 
OFFICE.'I : 

NEW YORK 208 B·way. I PUIl.A. 4th I< CbeKtnnt Bill. 
BOSTON. 117 DevoMblre Rt. I.mmON. ENOLAND. 

SEND FOR PAMPHll'T. 

LETTERS OF CREDIT 
OM 

MESSRS. BARINO BROTHERS & CO., 
-1IIBt111D BY-

KIDDER, PEABODY & CO., 
Nassau St .• corner of Wall. New York City. 

ESTABUSHED 1863. 

HOWSON & HOWSON 
Counsellors at Law Solicitors of Patents 

Philadelphia Offices : "9 South Fourth Street 
New York : Potter Building. 38 Park Row 

Washington. O. C.: 9'5 F Street 

BANKING, BONDS. 
ACCOU:-ITS IOIIc1ted. BaDklDg In III brancbea. Terma GIl 

application. 
We deal In ('.ovemm .. nt, State. County. ud lIoIonlclpal 

Bonds and otber Investmeuts. 
Wire or write tor Usta. 

Alao d.al I. Uolt.. Stata LaM Warrlltl ... -. 

S·J\·KEAN& tsBANK 
CHICACO wcn'lu "'[$1OH&AN&6, 

NEW YORK OmCE. a WALL BTREET. 

THE FIDELITY & CASUALTY COMPANY. 
Losses paid to January 1st, 1888, $1,181,096.86. 

FIDt:L1TV DEPARTMENT. 
Bonds of Suretyship for persons in positions of trust, such 811 officers and employees of cor· 
porations, administrators, etc. , etc., etc. 

CASUAL TV DEPARTMENT. 
Policies insuring persons against u.ccidentR, plate glBIIR against breakage. and &team boUeza 
against explosion. 

GENERAL OFFICES, Nos. 214 & 216 Broadway, New York City. 
ss 



flillJEDRY GOODS:..Ii 
SOLD BY LEADING RETAIL FURNISHERS. 

CLUETT' S 

CROW~ 
COLLARS 

A ND CU FFS AN D 

MONARCH 

SHIRTS. 

MAILED TO THE DEALER. 

Wholcaale Salearooml: 

N w York. 71 ... Broadway. 
Phlladelphla, 312 Market tr..et. 
. n Francl.llco, 120 un.tr treet. 
Bo8tcm. 9 JhankUu t r eef,. 
&lthuore. 10,& o..rman tre t. 
CWcago, 2011 )''U'lh Avenue. 

GEO. B . CLUETT, B Ro. & Co., M ANUFACTURERS, T ROY, N. Y. 

TIlB Hunt W Bist or 1mB 80ISBt. 
Fat. Jan. G, 1874; Pat. Feb. 15, l87lI. 
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1. 
No. 1 repreeenu a hlgh.necked R1'nneut. No. 2, • law. 

necked DO ..... hleb adml~ of being 11.1gb iu the back. and low 
mUL No. 81. to lIIa.trate 00. mOd .. of adJu.etJag the "Fl11l1 
S-Sopport" each tldo of tile IlJp. al.o. the moot eo~t W.1 
to aWl" lbo walat·band.t for the drawen. UDder and opl.llid. 
petUcoalJl and d:-eea Iklrt. ~ o. ".lIowl the FI11'1 Exterllion 
alId Nu ... lng Wa~t, apprecIAted 11.1 molben. No. II. tbo liMew' 
Walat, with n """ SUPl'oru alc.cbecl. No.8. how we dnw.,ery 
Ut1lc people. No.7 lIID8tratH how tile tDOrp tAfWlfU flf lIN 
f/JbriecroA III riglll at/g'66 III tJu 6Qi:k. h .... rtag In ~ _"~I 
~B& JlOI'I' lucca_rut. I BOI1Ll>IIn BlUe. :aT&a COIlIrIlUCfa.o. 

d"" Onr "Mlnnal." contalalng .Il.pages of reading matter. 
relating. 10 tbe IlIbject of llygl.olc Mod". of l1udor=CUCMblg, 
III&lled tree to .0" pbpldan Dr :&<1,.. • 

D. O. P. FLYNT; 319 Columns Avcut, Bost.n, ..... 
59 

THE F AMOO. USTOM-MADE 

at IlroPortlol. te ""en • 
Owtog to tile !lDOnnOUB uumber 

of mall oro,", recetved from Ne .... 
York OIly aloue we bave opened 
tbere a braDcn ... Ie.room •• C 2" 
HRO.\'DWA Y. oppoeJle teo.rt 
UuJldlug. wile"" our Ne" Tort 

DO YOU WEAR 

PANTS 
customer'll mAY call and be meuurea. .... llhont lbe trouble of .... rtUn&' 
IQ. Bnt, 11 our gOOCll are ao deeJr
able III New York •• urt'1J' (beT 

• _ -. mn t be bargaIIl8 to tbe eu.tomer 
In tbe 000007. where clothing III 

b1gher. Theie Jl:ooclI are 'It'Itbln tbe reacb ot ever}' oue In tbe 
United Statee, all ... t the Marne price, exeeptlnA' 0011 of pOI!t· 
age or up ..... Upeu recetptOr. cents we mlllflO .. mpll'llo' 
cloth to ...,Iect from. aelC-meuul emeDt hIankB. an.c1 a 4B-lncb. 
linen tape-meuu..... U you CIUlIIOt 1I'&lt for aampleo. teU u. 
aboot wbat color 10a prefer. lIOud nlilour w&lllt. lllllld~lea. aDel 
IlJp meuw-ea. together WIth 1&00. &ruI 86 oena to pre~ 
expreu or poe~e. aDd w. wtll gIllU'&D!ee we deU~ I"f all4 
perteet u.tlaf-.nJou. Fot' any .,.u .... It'O rel1llld mouey DPOD 
request. or mate another pnneD! If cu.tomer delllr.. Tbo 
Ame .. t""n E",pr ij" Co. (capItal 10.000.000) .... W ptoml'tl1 
reOO to aDylnqo.lJ7 IJeIlt lhelr Booton oft1ce. 

PLYMOUTH ROCK P T8 CO., 
13 lUlUIle1' 1ft t, lJoltoD, ..... 



· CARDswSTATIONERY· ~ 

THOSB WHO BUILD, OPBRATE, A1O) TRAVEL OIl RAnWAYS 
-BBOULD LOOK J.'r-

THE CYLINDRICAL AND PORTABLE LETTER-COPYING PRESS. 
It is S inches in diameter, 11 inches long, weighs 2i pounds oomplete, fitl! the grip-. 

sack, and ,..hen used with.lIOme of our varioull DUST·PROOF and PRIVATB .. " 

STATIONERY AND FILING CABINBTS-this, for inatanoe-ia, indeed, ..... . 

"multum in parvo." Let'll tell you more. Write for catalogue, teetimoniala, and 

apecimeDII of work to 

POITAILE COPYII. PREll. ITATIOIEI' CO., 

E NGRA VED CARDS BY MAIL. 
Our Engravtng Department oll'en anequ.lJed 

faclJltles for Wedding and Vlaltlng CJarda. Engra'l'ed 
PI~ and 150 Carda, II. Send 8tamp for Sample Sbeet. W RITING PAPERS BY MAIL. 

We len a\I gradee of Wrtttng Papera by tbe 
Pound. It Ia the cbeapest ,.....,. to bUJ. You 
get aearly doable the quanttty than by &be 
quire. for lI&IJIe money. All tbe Neweat Papera 

and L&teBt Styles. Seod stamp for Sample Book. 

WM. H. HOSKINS CO. 927 A h S Ph" LEADING STATIONERS, I rc t., I a. 
THa 

Improved U Eclipse" Copying Apparatus. 
The best dupllcatlnlr pl'OCeRll enant. One thOusand copls 

10 black. onIJ eqoalled by IItbognpby. Perfeot t_1mIJM of 
JOur handwrtttng. In III&IIJ CRIIeII .. BcUpee" clnlUl&nl have 
been taken tor ordlnar:r wrt1ten \ettel'll. SpeclmeDB and ctr
clllar on appUcatlon. 

FELIX F. DAUS a CO., 11 l"kII'l Sfnlt, II .. York. 

CR"ND R"JOIDa, MICH. 

ENGB.A.VED 

MARRIAGE INVITATIONS 
-.&JID-

CALLING CARDS. 

FINE STATI8NERY. 
AMnII l11li, ClJUII, 1OI01lIII, crall,'" CIaIHf-Ara 

SEND FOR SAMPLES. 

~chJc:iJ~))t~: 8TAT~0~~8 
~,~ ENCRAVERS. 

1018 WALl/UT, PHILAD£U'HIA. 

W E 0 0 I N & Xl'I'VXTATXOl'l'S. 

R~a~~~ 
L D. CIilldlt .. eo..=::"'.m 

OUT OF 
PAPER? 

Ask your { B08TOIl LIlfD, 
STATIONER BOSTOIl BOn, 

for the Bl1lfDB HILL LIlID, 

IIaU Bates, 18 oeDti per po1llld. 
Bzpreu OfteD cheaper. 

FINE PAPERS AND ENVELOPES. 
"-u be doea DOC keep tbem. lend 1111 three two-cen' .ampa for _plea of 

thelle and othera. repreaenting more than 
Jlao Vari.ti •• which WI Hll BY TD P01J1ID, from. 115 oeDt. 1IpwarU. 

SAMUEL' WARD CO. (I000l'p0l'Ued). 

Stationers, £ngraNr., and Printer., 178 to 184 Deronehitw St., BHtotI. 
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· PIANoS· 

-
Copyript, 1881, by I~ a: POIID PIAHO eo. 

" How do you like my new piano, Professor?" 
'~Beautiful, beautiful! It is simply perfect; so brilliant and at the same 

time so rich and full, and such a singing quality. You have shown good 
judgment in choosing an Ivers & Pond; they are a first-class house, and 
their pianos are among the very best. I used to think there was but one 
piano in the world, the , but I am satisfied the Ivers & Pond are just 
as good, at a much lower price. I have watched their pianos carefully for 
years, as I have had the opportunity to do in my profession, and have found 
that they are not made simply to sound well at first, but stand use as well as 
any piano made. You were wise to buy their piano and save money at the 
same time, madam." 

IVERS & POND PIANO CO., 
MFRS. OF GRAIIDS, SQUARES, AIID UPRIGHTS, 

185 Tremont Str •• t, Bolton, Ma". , 5'6 CII.ltnut Str •• t, Plliladelpllia, Pa. 

{ 
Plnt-ola .. I'taao.. Low .. ' prloe. for ben 11lIallt,.. 8hlppeel OD R E ME MB E R approval, '0 be ... '_eel, 1t'1ID.atA.raOMI'7.1l'aUwa"l.hkhb both 
way. a' 0111' eapeD... K .. ,. pa,..eDb It' • ..sr.c. ua,afolrlle_4 
IIDpo"-' IDformatAoD .alleel he. 
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.... HILL'S .. 

. PATINT SLIDING WINDOW BLINDS 
REQUIRE 

NO 

HINGES. 
AIID ALL 

AilE 

FURIIISH£D BY US. 

TIley 40 not Interfere with WIndow Draperlell or Deoora
UOIl8. and are 10 arr'aIlpd Ulat Ught and yentllaClon can be 
..tmlt&ed from any pu1 ot Che window. Do not rattle. Are 
eulJyoperated. Boonomia ~ by doln, aW&1 Wltb POCOla 
and n~ty or tarring oat. TbIlJ can be remoYed or re
placed IDatantir WlChon' eYeD draWllll a lOre". Require no 
·apeola1 frame. bnt can be a&ulcbe4 to any wlndo". Are 
alM!ClallY adapted to ~ and ClIIU&ered WindoW&. Workman· 
ahlp. fllitBb. and atyle IJ1IAl1!n&ee4 IlI'1t-daa Send tor oa&a-
10lfll8 (menUon 8o.u ... ·' ILuUKu .. ), or call on Che mana
faoClIJ'III'I at Ibm OIDoe. 

BDWIlf LOUDERBA.CK: " CO., 
413 Sout" nit" Slreet,P"Uo,delp"'a, Pa. 

EaTA.L1.NED t •••• 
Also Venetian Blinds, Wire Screens, Etc. 

FURNITURE FOR INVALIDS. 

& 
Wheeled Chairs, Back.rests, Folding Bed·trays, 

Commodes and many other articles of Furniture 
intended for the convenience and comfort of the 
sick, delicate or infirm, are supplied by 

THE ROBERT MITCHELL FURNITURE CO., 
CINCINNATI, OHIO. 

A PANELLED IRON CEILING 
will tickle your optic and not drop 

on your head. Its beauty does not 
fade. Its joints do not open. It does 
not make a good fire, and is not soluble 
in water. 

We make designs suitable for your 
parlor or kitchen, your store, school, or 
church, and put it up in old buildings 
without removing the plaster. Henry 
S. Northrup, corner Centre and Franklin 
Streets, New York. Send for circular. 

ANDREWS' 
11£" UPRIGHT CABIIiET 

FOLDINC BED 
r.Jf .OBr POPULAB B.D. 

Shaple I Noilleless I Perfeet1 
AU 8tJIee. AU Prloea. 

C&&al0lfllell OIla,pUca&lon. Au. WOD UV~ 
Jurrr TKa TImw .va 8I'1J-. 

A. H. ANDREWS & CO., 
8811 BJIOADWAT. N. Y. CrrT. 1M WUAIIII A.,." CJuCWiO. 

PoIrr AND eroonoN 8r11., 8AJ1 l"a.urcIIoo. 

GATE CITY STOn FILTER CO., 
C6 • .,., It, lew vert. 

pr- Fl •• Ollilla _4 Gra,. 
lito .... War. oJ .... t.o Holel 
the Wahr. 

pr- A .atara! 8\o1l. I'or a 
rUt.rllll' _.cl1a .... 

I3r Fltt.el wlUl .. para .. 
Pat.Dt loe Oham...... to 
Cool tile Water. 

A. E .. U,. 01._ ..... a 
Wae.r PS\oher. 

pr- Ko OllJeo\loDab1. • .. 
tula1 lJae4 III the 001l._ .. 
\101l 01' th" FUhr. 

pr- All 'Water" FlU.4 wtu. 
Impurltl.. elarl.. U.e 
Balny .... oD. 

pr- Th" FUhr wlU AlIfJo. 
hltely 01eall It. 

Onen Out aho..... PIller 
»j.., ueed In our Pilte... Ad~ .. aboYe tor Deaartpdft 
... d Separate Pale .. , Ice Pr\oe LIlt. lIeDUoD I!carPD'I 
Cbamberl. lI.t.OAmO. 



~PRIETA 1ARTICLE ;j 
BUff AlP WH.)! VlAUI 

Bature's Great :Remedy for Bright's Disease of the Kidneya, 
Gout, Rheumatic Gout, Rheumatism, etc. 

DB. THOMAS H. BUCKLEB, oj' PaN (jfW1nlJf'ly of 1Jaltimfm),.ugguI4r of LitAia 41 a 80lflMC 
for Uric .Aead. . 

.. Nothing 1 oould 8&1 would add to the well·known reputation of the Buffalo Lithia Water. 1 have fre· 
quently used it with good results in Uric .Acid DiatlIaiB, RlunJmatWm, and Gora, and with this object 1 have 
ordered it to Enrol"! from Coleman & ~, of Baltimore. Lithia is in no form 80 valuable &II where it exists 
in the (Jarbonaltl LIM form ." tJJlIJeA it II found in 1M Bu§'alo Lithia WatIIr], Nature's mode of aolution and 
division in water which has pBIIeed through Lepedolite and BpondumiDe mineral formations." 

DB. JYM. A. HAMMOND, oj' New York. 8u1'f/101l"Gemra/, of U. S . .Army (RaWd). PToftMlln'of 
~ of 1M Hind and NerfJO'/JI 8y8t6m 'n 1M UnifJtJf'lity of NttD York, etc. 

.. 1 have for some time made use of tb Buffalo Lithia Water in 0BIIeII of affections of the Nt1'J'fJMJ8 8gIIMn. 
oolll:plicated with BRIGHT'S DISEASE OF THE KIDNEYS. or with a Gouty DiatJIaiI. T1u! reault8 'kafJe l¥m ",. 
~ ltJIUfadory. Lithia has for many years been a ffJfJM'iU rem«lg tIJiIh, f1kl i" likI ca.w, but the Bulalo WatIIr 
C6rlainl.t/ actI lJettg than any ~7ItJ01II MIlution of 1M Lithia BaltI. and .... f1iOt'6OIlM', bettw l>orm IN 1M 
8tmnacA. I alao often prescribe it in thOll8 CBII88 of Uctr6bral Hw-ma, ruvlting from OM"-mental wrk-in 
which the oondition called NerfJOlII D~ exists-and gerwraIIg tDitA fIIGI"k«f bmejIL n 

DB. ALPBSD L. LOOMIS, Prof-- of PaOtologg t.md Praetical NIIlicin6 in till M«lWl DeparimenC 
of 1M UnifJenity of 1M OItyof NetD l"ork, etc. 

.. For the past four years 1 have nsed the Boftalo Lithia Water in the treatment of Chromc I~ 
N..""..,... occurring in ~utv and RluJumo.lie subjects. tIlit1& 1M mott fIIGI"k«f bmejU. In all Gouty and RlunJmo.Iie 
~lJCtion', I NfjfJ1'd it ell l&igTtJ,y ~ .. 

DB. G. HALSTEAD BOYLAN!A.Lo.U Prof".". of Buf'/F.7l' BolIirnore Mtdieal Cblltge, Lat8 Burgeon 
JIhneA .Army (~. Member lJaUt't'fJ()N AIJtIIl6my of MItlil:fM . 

.. In BRIGHT'S DISBASE OF THE KIDNEYS. acue, or e1&rtmie, Buffalo Lithia Water, Spring No. 2. fa tdtlIout 
1& riMl, whether in the PaNnMymatolll form or InIIJnIitiol NI/flAriIiI. In 0BIIeII in which the .AlbufMn reached 
u high 88 50 per cent., 1 haye known it under a course of this Water gradually diminish and finally disappear, 
at the same time other alarming symptoms were relieved and the eofterere restored to health. The beet results 
which 1 haye w1tnessed from any remedy in Bu:PJ11WMl Gora, RMumatil: Gout, and all Gf1Uty and Rlummo.lie 
Affections have been from this Water, and in every claE of dieeaae having its origin in a Uric.Acid DiatAuiI 
it is a. remedy of unsorpaaeed excellenoe." 

DB. HABYBY L. BYBD..t!'( Baltimore, Praidmt and Prof- i ObBtetria and DUetueI of 
Women and CAildNn .,. 1M ~ M«lWl ~,JfW1nIJf'Iy Profll107' of .n-actical M«lkiM, etc. 

.. Buftalo Lithia Water has an l1.IJCe1'taimd mlue in BRIGHT'S DISEASE. .A knouJledge of ill aditm 'n IAat 
~ fAlII far tIlOUld teem to warrant the belief that it would, in many instances, at leaM an ill early .tageI. 
ar1'lll it entiN,; Ilnd .,. itt 't'fJ()N admnClld atageI prtn!tl a decided IXJmforf. and palliatifJe. I kafJe flIitneMed tile 7Jete 
fWulU from tAe adJ,o". of tA.U teaIer in (J1Ironie Gout, Rlummo.lie Gout, and RlunJmatilm, and 1 do not hesitate to 
express the opiDion that in all diseases depending upon or having their origin in Uric .Acid ~, it fa u1IIur
ptJIItd, if, indMl, it ... ~ by any tDater tAIII far knoum to 1M profetJtJilm •.. 

DB. WH. B. TO lYLES, Prof".". of Anatomy and N~ Medica '" 1M Medical ~ of tile 
UniNrIiI.y of VWginia. 

" 1 feel no hesitancy whatever in saying that in Gout, RlunJmo.Iie G01J.t, RMumatilm, Stone.n eM Bladdtr, 
and in all dieeaeee of Uric .Acid DiatlIaiI, -I know of no remedy at all compaf'QlJle to BUffalo LitMa WatIIr, 
Spring No.2. 

"Ie. 6jfedl aN marW in caulling a dila.ppcaranOlJ of .AlbufMn from the urine. In a single CBII8 of BRIGHT'S 
DISBAIIE OF THE KIDNEYS, 1 witnessed decided beneficial results from its 088. and from its a.ction in this CBII8 
I Bhould have great oonfidenoe in it 88 a remedy in certain stages of this disease ... 

Water in Cues of One Dozen JIalf-Gallon Bottles, 15.00 per Cue at the BpriDga. 

THOMAS F. GOODE, Proprietor, 
Bul1aZo Lithia 8pf'ings, Virginia. 
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Try it. 

Ask your Druggist or Grocer (or it. If they 
should not have it, request them to get 
it for you; or send 25 cents, and we will 
send you package by mail, free of ex
)lease. 

'f1pROVED 

ROOT BEER 
PACKAGE 

MAin:. 

riVE G,\LLO~S 
0" THI: MOaT Dauclou. 

AND WHOLE.OMI: 

TEf1PE~A~CE: 
DR'~,\ 

IN THI: WOIILD. 

A beautiful picture story book (or children, 
entitled" H.\ppy HOURS IN FAIRY 

LAND," will be mailed Fru to any 
. OIIe sending their address. 

CHARLES E. HIRES, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

i For Children For Traveler. • 

or Adults by L.nd or 0 I , 
~ .t Home. .... • 
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·WRITING·j\\ACHINES· 
DO NOT BUY I TYPE-WRITER 

THE SUN TYPE-WRITER. 

Price, Twelve Dollars. 
It baA been remodeled and greatly Improved, and ia 

1I0W' the moat perfeot machine, both for _ of manipu
lation IIoDd ucellenoe of work. Weight, 7 lba .• packed. 
If yoo think it ia too cheap to be good, order one to 

be .ent C. O. D. with primege of e:u.mination, 80 that. 
in cue it doea not prove aatiafaotory, yoo caD retorn 
it by merely paying e~p~ ehargee both ."..y .. 

THE SUN TYPE-WRITER CO. 
No. 319 Broadwa", 

NEW YORK. 

PHONOCRAPHYK 
HONETle SHORT HAND 

Sele.la .... &. Se •• f ... Cae.I... "' •• n •• 
'1''' ............... Ia.etca"_ Vlac .... tL 

SHORTHM,D -PrIvate IlI8tnlctlon by prao-
• ttoal verbatim reponer. 1. 

yearri upertence. 0 1-. 8ttoatlona guaranteed. Book 
&IIdCl1'onlanPreo. FRANK HARRISON.8tenotrrapber. 

. '111 Brood Street, Newark. N. J. 

" Tn Bar CVBB 1IC TIrI WORLD tor Couq1l8. COld8. " 
and Con8Umptfon, Is CoUer Broo. " Co.'s Well·known 
Boston Vegetable .l'ult7IonarII BalMm. 

The Best Pen in the World 
W. L. ALDJlM-NetD YOI'Jc "ma. 
---. 

I baft beeII speolal1y Intereate4 In Fountain hna tor 
dfteen YcarB. IIoDd baft tried acoreB cIa1m1ng to be .. tbe 
beII& and perteeUy aattafactory." but none were wortb 
lIIJIng UlIllound 

Water111an'S 
Fountain Pen 

In 1881. 8tnce tbat ttme I bave naed It with Increutnc 
aattaraotton. In tb1e time I bave personally uaed oftr 
twenty (110) 01 tbelll. otten gh1ng up one. my own. to a 
friend and geCttng anoUler. It la a pleasure to bear tbtB 
_Uetted teattmon,y to the menta of a moat naetolln
vendon. for I W'1ab oUlers to know and sbare Ita beneGtL 

JlELVIL DEWEY, 
Cbiet IJbrulan and Prof. ot 1Jb~ Economy. 

Columbia College. New York. 

Pre •• 4_, B ___ r4 and the Prof_not Colum-
bia College uae Il beoaUlle 1\ la the IIUt 1IWUlng Imple
ment they know. 

/kIB ~ I" ~~. (Ul) 
It .. warranted (uncon4UfonaUII) and guaranteed to 

meet all the reqnlnmenta. or lile mODeY will be 
refunded. 

You can baYe your ebolceot over 110 atzeII and Itylee. 
Send tor WII8tn&e4 pncHllt, with testlmonlala. 

AGEN'l'8 WANTED. (t'88)_ 
)lendon 8oBJBIfD'B JlAaAZIn. i 

L. E. 'W"aterlTlan CO., Ii 
~66 B .... cf ..... , N_ 1"_"'. 

The Ideal Poeket, tor and penotlB. PrIce of 
pocket, nIokel. 14 cents; wlClber GOver. 80 cenIIo I 

BOOKBINDINO =:: 
60 for 8oBJBIfD'B. Barper' .. and century. 

C. CHA8. MACDONALD a. CO., 
P"fodfcaf A,_,I, 66 W •• "fn(1ton Bt., CHfCA80. ILL. 

Type, Presses and Printers' RequiSites. 
V ANDBBBUBOB. WBLt8 " CO .• 

Printers' and EnBravers' Warehouse, t. and 18 Dntch, oor. lI'nlton St.. N. Y. 
EntIraYew Turkey Dortrood. etc. - Maeblnlata' Pa1tem Lottei'll. 

OSGOODBY'S Xethod to .. JlOKB-IKSTll'O'OTIOlf. 
Manual, , •• ,.,; Reader, , •• ,.,: Epitome • • 25; Dictionary, , ....... 

~SHORTHAND8':YDo1~. 
Steuopphic Misc:eIJany. per year, , •• ,.,. Send .c •• tamp for 

Synopli.. W. W. OSGOODBY. Publisher. Rochester. N. Y. 

ss.oo. THE WORLD TYPE-WRITER. 58.00. 
EUoned bY Leaml 

BulDess In. 

AGENCIES. 

•• I. CL017»KA1f. 
1I"'.'I'1'08D, 

O. O. MlrOI'l'I, 
lOt WllllblDirton Street, 

Boarol'. 
.. O. !CoDl1I1'1' • 110 •• 

PrnuUllOB, P .... 

AGENCIES. 

~. 1. DOIrI. 
CncCJ1Cl'A TI. 01110. 

IAlDI • CIIADI, 
LoIlDOI', 01110. 

BOWllf.DWLLtCO., 
llrDLUf ... POLU, llrD. 

II. W. JlVnV8 • co., 
CBJOAOO. lLL. 

I. LWDr, 
DDna,CoL. 

OUR IALEI EQUAL THE COM811ED SALES OF ALL OTHER TYPE-WRITERS. 
lIaohiD. GurutHd. lenel for Clroular. GEO. BECKER & co., 80 Great Jones St., N. Y. 
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I'LL J ES' MAKE DAT DORG WI Sti tW 0 
)ONE TOOK A REEF IN H IS TAIL, I WI Ll. 

" 

DE REEF' 8 DON E TOOK, I TIS. 

~~=~~~---- .--
1 : _-r~ 

Df DORG COMES TO FUST AND TAKES A REEf. 
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C:SPORTIN ·c;OODS·J 

A. G. SPALDING & BROS. 

LAWN TENNIS. 

I I •• 

THE SLOCUM RACKET FOR 1818 conceded by all 
eapert playen wbo have aeea it to be the 8neat Racket on 
tbe market, price, tIS.oo. 

THE NEW DOUBLE CENTRE NBT, the Iatelll and 
beat, wID outlaat lour ordiDUJ' neta. 

THE BJ»ALDING REGULATION TBNNIS BALL 
improved tWa aeaacm. Our-line of TeDDia ia moat complete. 
Sead for catalogue. 

We have brougbt out tbia year an entlrel,. Dew liDe of 
Profeaaioaal Croquet, auperior to an:ytb1Dg heretofore made. 
The maDeta are made of BonIood,.Roaewood, Hicko1'7. and 
Maple, and aell at from '3.00 to 50 ceDta .. ch. In aeta 
with bella, arcb.., and atak.. to correspond. at '3.00 to 
'15.00 per set. The liDe Is thorougbl,. described in our 

- CROQUET. 

Bummer Bports Catalope. 

BICYCLES. -
We are apecial distributing acente ror VICTOR 

BICYCLES. a moat oomplete liDe of Wheela indudiac the 
beat LIGHT ROADSTER and SAFETY BICYCLE, TRI
CYCLE. and JUNIOR BICYCLE in tbe market. The 
latter machine Is eapecially in demand aa it ia a 8nt-claaa 
BICYCLE FOR BOYS, at a moderate price. Our own 
YOUTH'S PRBMIER ia a cheaper wbeel of pat beaut)' 
and atreactb- Bend for Bicyde Catalogue-FREB. 

It seema acarcely Dec .. a&r7 to .. ,. anything about 
BASB-BALL GOODS for it ouCbt to be DOwn to every B B 
one at all intereated in baae-ball matten that ..... are tbe ASE- ALL 
largeat manufacturers of eve1'7 requisite for tbe came. But 

it ma,. DOt be ami .. to call attention to our complete atock AND C RIC K ET. 
of CRICKET GOODS, imported from Jamea LU1,.....bite 
Frowd a: Co., without doubt the leading makers in Eagland. 
We are sole agenta for tbem ID tbe United Btatea. 

A THLETIC of FLANNELS for LAWN TBNNIS BLAZERS, TEN-
NIS CAPS, FULL LBNGTH PANTS, FANCY TENNIS {

We are importen of a moat complete and beautiful line 

. SHIRTS, and of a large aaaortment of SILK WEBBING U N I FO R MS. FOR BELTS. We are allo manufacturen of everything 
neceaeary to make up a complete out8t for an,. athletic lport. 

But w117 attempt to deacribe everything we hav. in our 1 S S 
cata10lue. It Is better for YO. to aend for a copy and aee UMMER PORTS 
for yourself. We believe you will aee aomething deacribed J . 
in ita forty-two pagea wbicb you wiD want. We mail it CATALOGUE. 
free to anyone. 

A. G. SPALDING & BROS., 
S41 BroatJtfJall, 

NEW YORK. 

108 MatJwn Street, 

CHICAGO. 



C:SPORTIN 

English Compact Cameras. 
ComI*l:De" Is 

the prIDeipai lea
tare 01 thle Cam· 
era. We b.n in 
It all the deairable 
Iacllitiet poeaible. 
combloiDg IrIQt 
UllhtDe .. WltJI rig. 
Idlty. perfection of 
dotail with aim. 
pUc\tr and ease of 
working in amall· 
eat I p.ce. and 
wltb tbe Ie .. 
welgbt, and en'Y 
eonyeolenee aDd 
Iacllit1 ~d 
by an1 Camera. 

A .... rUai (root 
.tewciC'lbeCamera. 
folded.lllowlnlr the 
.Dnkeo tripod top. 
wllb clam piotr 
acrew in C8owe. 

• end 10 Centa for 1888 
• dltlon IIluat,ated Catalo.ue, 150 p ..... 
• r"",al " _ ...... ",- ___ .... 

The Amateu .. Guide In Photography. 
THE .£VlaED EDITION 

c::-:::r.r:.:::=: r!~~-;::s~.t:~~:=~ b1I~~r..:~ 
a4~ee aDd ftluabl, 'Dlorm.~oa ....... ed 'rom a kDO.' ...... or &be 
..... DD.r·. nqol .... ebu .aI ... d b, coafltant coa*t with .lod •• 1e 
t. ~,., .... tI. at"qaJl1Dl' Ibetr knn ...... p or .... arI. u&..'" 
t D' o .. r a pel104 \If ""eD Jean.. BeD" voe'·pa1d, 00 ncelpl or -_ ... 

THE BLA.IB CAHERA CO. 
108 8"'", tk., Ohio...,. 918 Aroh tk., PhIladelphia. 

O",CII Aim rAcroRT: 
&'I'1,&.,..&"5'-61"l' orre-.&8t., B_ ... __ 

MANurAC RER & DEALER 
IN 

fHQT9<9RAPHIC. (909D5 
M28oNDSY'N¥ 

CHICAGO 

.4l:~-AIR RIFLE! 
Sboota Bolle", or Dana. 'WIll Kin 

&_e .t 110 feet. M.kee 00 nolle. Coate 
•• 11' 1 ceot kt Ib_~ 100 &I_e.. No 
powder. 00 caps. Each BIlle tully II'D .... 
aoteed. Price. " .00 e.cb or dellYered 
In U. S. on recelp' of ".60. 

John Wilkinson fA)., .. 

·GOODS· 
L. M. PRINCE & BRO., 

Maoofaetnrera and Impanera III 

PHOTOGRAPHIC$4-
~c I NSTRUM ENTS, 

Apparatus and Supplies 
or IVUT 4eIcrIptloo.. 

Came ..... Le ...... Se •• d ...... da. 
Fr ....... Dry Pl., .... 8e .. IU ...... . 
A.Jb ..... ahcd P.pen.Ae.tea .. ,etc. 

A ... tea .. 0 .. 1.8 .. in peM YIIrtet7 tIom 
00 upwards. 
R~gard1oC lbls._ ... , ... of PHOo 

TOGRAPHY. an,. bod,. can mate 
aoo. pbOtocraP~ wltb Ule Dry PI ... 
Oallll .. No prev!0Il. koowledp of tbI 

BoW.n_ 8D'able for 
aod ...... 

..... teL WlI:D .. 'OIDpl_", 
.truoUoo. of Bow to _, GIl .-sP'. 
.lO __ t.o paT tor poelaCeo 

L. M. PRINCE & BRO., 
t .. w .......... 1IItNe&, a.ee-u., ...... 

OHIO AGENTS FOR THE 8LAIR CAMERA .... 

CARBUTT'S DRY PLATES. 
\~ F., '.""';'" y;~ •• , •• d Transparencle •. 

Tbe moat poplllRr Dry PIaIe Wltb ... 
. teUlll. and the euleet t.o obaln 1IlJ~ 

With. For Bale by all dealers. 8eDd far 
TlLU>J: IUD. c1rclllanl. 

JOHN CARBUTT, 
Kev8tone Drv Plate Work" WAYNE JUNCTION, PH/LA. 

OAPTAIN MIKE KELLY'S BALL BOOK. 
Tbe moet complete and attractive Book tor Baae-Ball ~ .. 

.. ver 1880ed. Send 23 cente lor. copy &0 G. W. Sf_ON8 
& co., Boston, Mau., dealera to Sporting and lOJIIarJ 

I "PLAY BALL!"I 
00048. Onr own Diostrated CaIa10gue and Prtoe-Lln WIll be 
Included wltbout extra cbarge. 

o . W . ::IIMMONS & CO., BoImIJoI, M.uI. 

THE MONOCULAR DUPLEX OR ARTIST CAMERA. 
Tbe only Camera In tbe world that enablee tbe operator to aee tbe picture non-Inwrted tile fnIl lise of 

tbe plate. the YeI7 IDatant or m.klng the 8Xpoeure. can be accorately fooused. dIIpen8ee Wltb TrIpod, 
FooD881ng Cloth. and CarryIng Cue; leatber covered ; no onalgbtly metal work: ready at a leIlO1Id'e Doaet. 
and will carry e1gbt to ten glaaa platee. PrIce. With one Dooble Holder tor 4.1( x tH. tTI.OO; I.I(]I:~, ...... 
In Boll Bolder Camera, 48 aim nelf&t\Yee can be talten Witboot obanglng the epooll. Prtoe. _.00 l1li4 tTL .. 

Bend lltamp tor U1uatrated catalotfUe. Ilanlple pbotocraPb. 11 oents. 
OrdInary Camerae from 18.110 upward. E. W. 8IIITlI .. CO., .,. Job Street. New yon. 

Ilen&lon Bcmna .. llAG.&IIIJI& 
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~SPORTIN 
THE 

AMERICAN 
CYCLES. 

Highest possible grade. Holders of 

all world's road and long distance 

records. Largest and most artistic 

catalogue in the trade free. 

GORlDLLY &: JEFFERY J'F'G 00., 
222-228 lIorth Frank/in St., Chicago, III. 

Lar ..... t American Manufacturer. of 

CYCLES AND SUNDRIES. 

"~' ~~iM' , .. BOWDISH & CO . 
:0 ~ ;r 8kaneatele •• N. Y. 
• _. ~ I 

~ _ .~ "'_ . .... ~~a • •• (- BlJILDDI OP 

Fine Steam Launches, Canoes and Boats . 
• ABllI'E ARB 8T.lTlOlUBY ElUmfE8, BOILEBS, ate. 

(COAL OB OIL FOBL.) 
None but ~1 ... work. Bend 8 cents for catalo«ue. 

.. 
THE FAIRY TRICYCLE. 

Buy, Ch .. a • Healthful. Gracetul. 
'. Beat tor gir ... :rul~ and IDvaIldL onzv 

practical maclllne for onJ)J)lU fA) MIn DtI 
~. For eIrouIar8, add~ 

. FAY MFG. CO., Elyria, O. 

J. H. RU8HTON, Canton, N. Y. 
BUILDS 

See ........ B1ecCrl~ La •• c~ .. " Pi ......... Bo.C., 8&11-
lair aaol Pu"lIa. Caao ••• &114 carrie. a I.eriIe _ of all 

~ ftttlDa. lIUeh .. M'~ 8~ Salls, Oari. Paddle. &lid 
.. noe ;J ....... f..,.. Bend a Dickel for 80=_ catalogue tor ~888. 

t contaiDII '8 IIDe illUltratiOD.l. Mention 1IOIuJncu'. M.t.G~. 
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·GOODS· 
ANOTHER COLUMBIA. 

COLUMBIA TANDEM 
For ladies and gentlemen; the only American high 

grade tandem on the market and the most successful 
tandem manufactured; a front wheel handle bar 
steerer, which two ladies can ride if desired; steered 
and controlled by brake from either seat; readily con
vertible into a .. single"; as light as a roadster tandem 
j:Iln be built. 

The most comprehensive cycling catalogue published, 
free. 

POPE MFG. CO., 79 Franklin .Street, 
BOSTON. 

BroDCb Hau .. : .. WarreD St., N .Y.; 191 WabMb Ave .. Chicago. 

WRIGHT & DITSON'S 
MODEL RACQUETS • 

.. Sea!"" Speclal," ~ with Bngtlab gut, • 1t.00. 
And .. 8ear'",". . . . . .. . 11.110. 

USE OUR II eIIA.PI •• SHIP" LAW. TE •• II BALL 
R4Hdopted tor 1888 by the U. 8. N~TlOH.u. LAWJI Tmnn8 

AllIIoOuTlOH and IJniJuIooLtaOU.ft TDII'I8 AIIIOOJATIOH. 
Prtoe,per~D,. • ~.OO. 
BymaU. • • • 4.10 • 
.. La .... T .. na"'," by J 4JIJI8 DWIGHT, by mall, • 110 oentl. 
The only" Omclal T .. nnJ. RuI .. "," with IleYerallntel'ellUng 

artIel. on the PIlle by _eMIL DWIGHT, SLOC17X, BIIAJIII, 
CUBII:, &lid T~YLO" 

Prtoe. by maU. 10 cents. 

110. 580 Wa.hington Street, Bolton, Mall. 
g- Send for TeaDla oataIogue. 



~MISCELLANEOUS : 

Firework Exhibitions for Private Displays 
WE CILlLLENGE A COIIIPARISOY lVITR .Uff OTUK 

(lOOD' FOR V ALUI:, MERIT, A:'ID S.lPIITI. 

Adbering to ortglnal lIl:r:es, caUbcr. and weJpl. we aim to 
place In 16e banOI 01 Inuperienoed pel'BOll8 artIe\"" IIILfe to 
11.88 lInO br\J.llanl In elfecL Bve..,. collection III AfelY boxed 
lor sillpmem. 

Tbe8ll 3re sample lOlA 01 our regular manufacture, and rep. 
reseot tbe Oneat prodnctJoWl IIlJlde. 

We lflflralltu iD ddil!tf1" tIfUIJ tUfDrtmen" by~, 
FREE OF .4LL enARGE f/)7" freight, dirtd iD tM 
purcJuuer !eM re1IIllII tlll! OOMT'ti«d ~, to any point 
~ by tJIIJ Mriou.a txprt. companw. 

{lOLLBC'l'ION NO.4. PRICE, ta.eo. COLLECTION 1(0. So PRICE, eIU .... 

~J:r~~~~:l'l'\':.~J!8. ~I=-:=~ .. .!!~~:;1-a:.ork,~~&a~~ 
11 BocIIeti. e Hinote Llabti..1 eon~loreiI. ,~ i'1lii:':~ 18 Boman _~1IId, 2 ..... 
Wheela.8Hin-. 28croU.WheeIa. 1 Owl &,ICOloredOoDilll, SIlver lOold ~ talD.2 Flower 2 .. a 810w 1I&tch81. V •• all)' retam •• or alto.t ... t Owl \:.i&h&8, 1 =_J'ber 1 V Wbeel.-l Bl tkIIl 

COLLBCTION 1(0. I. PlUCK. 81.... ~1 sa-ton 1I1De..!!'1orallllaeu.. II'1onl Ba&ter7. 
'10 III_of ~ imide work &baD No." 12Boc11et1.... 1 W)leeI.l CIWI_~.,.er.18IowlIA&cbee. V._U,. 
~ ~ Boman eancu...-ned. 1 Caw-e I'ber. 8 Ben- retail •• for alto., 81 •• 
IIOIM. . colored. I eo_I lImote Llabti. 1 I'IoWer Po&, 2 
~Ie Wl!eeIa. 2 Colored!lillDe., 1 OWl Llgh&, 6 VGlcUloee, COLLIWTIOI( 1(0. 18. PlUCK, 810.00. 
1810'11' 1I&tch81. V •• a'b retaill •• for oyer .18. 4 II~ laraellbe work b!ncIDIr of tile bee&.nt-

COLLBCTION 1(0. e. PRICE, .1..... olea made_ A «MIl~Jor" or::: ~ _ or 
II pt_ Gf atilll&rpr wGrk and ~ A f&JDl1y lGL 12 _ ~i 11111 oatW~ en&eNID an hGaruu au-

A8Ioi&ed BocIIetl, ~ &oned BoID&D ~ .!.~ld 1'o1lJl- ~ vta.:-a BocIIeti. I PaneIlo., ~ I 
taID. 2 Hin., ueoneca. 1 BoOQoett1t: ~~~ 21'1ower I'IorIIl Bo~ S Meteoric 8b 2 Candle ~ 1 IMGe 

~~ ~n'te~llt:~~ V'=h: t:'G~~eel,*1'tte:Y7~~~~~~~! 
reta I •• for oyer 8:1.. Llabta. OYer .1" a' retail .ri_ 
Tbe aboft Ia a bI1ef .7DO"" 011 of oar 1I8peo1al Box OoUeotlo_ w1Ilcll we MDd.1!ZJ)I'e8 ~ a& prtoe 0-1110 ..... 

aDd are = deIorIbed In Otll' oataIope, /'IW &0 aD,J addre& Bend tor 1t. BIcb boJ: _taIBa printed CIInIoIIom bow 10 _ 
andJlreeae UUOle. MAaTEN & WELLa, Mfra., 18 Hawley St., Boston, Ma ... 

NEW THING FOR FURNITURE. 
:r.diea intending to buy new furniture or re-cover old insist on having your furniture flniahed wi\h 

gimp glfl«lOlt instead of tacked on with 11DBightly black-headed tacks. .AcIIl.m" CH_p .pV811 
perfeot 1lniab,. tacks spoil it, AdAm" CHntp alwa~ Jays ftat; always holds fast. Fnmiture 
manufacturers finish work with cheap gimp tacked on. Don't buy it. Inaiet on haring your furni
ture finished with AdhuiN Gimp, which gives the same finish as on highest grade OUBtom-made work. 
It i8 especially adapted for home use. Send sample of coverings to be matched, stating number of 
yards wanted, and we will forward colors to match. (Prioe per yard. six and ten oents, according to 
quality.) It needs only to be moistened and pressed firmly on the goods. No tacks, no pounding of 
fingers, no shabby looking furniture from detached gimp. Opoe uaed you will have no other, Do 
not fail to give it a trial. 

ADHESIVE GIMP CO., I/lmlted, l~O Walker 8t., New York. 

141& CLEABANCE CATALOG11E of m .... 
trated Standard aDd Popular BooIte 

erect at 30 to 80 per oen" ~_. 0-
PDbllal1er'lprloee. JlIIlllluecL 

IleDt FBH &0 aD,J ad4n& Bend poetaL 
ESTES .. LAUBlAT. 101 .... WIII1I1DC&oD mreec (oppcllAe 

Old Bouth). BoI&oo. lIa& 

YOl1No FOLKS, OODtalDlna Gennan 8torIeI. willi BIIIdt* 
traDIIaUOII. 8nbln. aL YonG FoLD, Box tole, N. T. 

WONDERFULLY POPULAR. THE CROWNINa LIFE WORK OF THE LATE 

BEN PERLEY POORE l it:r:"O:J:.1 ~~~-:'uT. ( ~~ 
8aIc7 .... "n' ! _of 00),ean' Ufe _the BrIlIlIoUMaeodProcult.ou. .. the ....... ....,.... JiladaeIIt 
oiitka .., .. it: .. I\J/ 0( UIorool."-a... Jobii 8bonDaD. .. ~w I • • ~ Ii_ "-1Iao. B. .L. Da1NL .... ---"on 0/ liN'. ~.oedDU. "-If. Y. 'J'r\bIme. .. Jl#r_II_""'."-TaIedo BJ.4e: .. U. on""" __ .. ....,. ... ~ 
-ObriIIIaDAAI-"!. "1Iri1ll/WIq(A_-a.ntd: .. 1\J1q(.....,, __ p ... ~~ AppIJ'fGl' BIC Tn .. 

HUBBAItD BIt08 •• Publl--'. «J ......... or r ....... " ...... . 



L:SPORTIN -GOODS· 

BICYCLE OUTFITS. 
CA PS· lI'llMl8t quality of Navy Blue, Brown. and BotUe Green C1oU1, 

• ::::: vtzor •• uo: C10tb coYered vizor. ,1.15. In Corduroy 
of amelhadea, YlSor •• UO. All wtUl vent1Jated top. 

J E R S EY S IIac!e of Ule beIIt WOYeD worRed. wttb tumeel-down 
• rtbbed ooIlar. In Wldte. Royal Blue, and Navy Blue. 

wttb Striped Collar and CuIfB. 16.00; wttbout tumeel-down collar. In plain 
Brown. N"avy B1ne. lIaloon, Black, and Green. SLoo. 

S H I RTS Top qualUy of llabt and dar1I: Grey and Brown lI'l&nneL 
• Our own make. Tbe moet popul8l'. neat-lltUngBteycle 

Bblrt In tbe trade, •. 110: extra qualUy. Navy Blue. 111.00. 

S U ITS Coat and Knlckerbocken of tbe IIneet texture of Corduroy. 
• .Aa perfect In every detail .. tbe betlt c11llt.om make. Brown; 

Blue, Drsb, BJaak. anel Green. Coat. ea.1IO: Kn1ckerbocll:en. t5.00. 

B E LTS Bngll8h make. of Strong 8t1k webblnlr. In Btrtpee and pl&ln 
• colo .... wttb Idlver IIIIUe buckle. . Adjlllltable to any lise. 

8pecIally adapted to wear wttb ftannel or nqlIg611b1rt for"lllcyaUng. Atbletlce. 
and aD out-door aporta. lIOc. 

H 0 S E I.&rp atock of BngllBh beavy-rtbbed Womecl ROle. Extra 
• loq. and meet every reqnlrelDent of wbeelmen, toarlBtll, and 

OCben who want a 1.nI~ Roee. Navy Blne, Brown. Black, 8tee1, and 
Green. Perfec& In make and llbape. I!IzeII t to lL '1.110 a pair. 

HOSE SUPPORTER. =~~~~e~~~ 
otber bGu 1a PfJrego'B G'1IamJ)fon 8u11lKW'fllf'. Comfortable, _Y. DO main: 
atvee read1l1 to mOYementa of tbe body. IIac!e of Ule tIeR drab cotton webb
InC. lIOII. 

S H 0 E S A oomplete atock of BlCJt:le BbOllll, t.be moet popn1ar of wlllob 1a made of tbe aneet K.aDnroo leII&ber. laoed 
• to tbe toe, wttb BOle of beavy red rubber. _eel aD &round. Tbla Bbee 1a botb BUliatantlal aDd v~ 

Dobby. SLoo. ••• Genuine BDatJaIl C. T. C. clotb, ".00 a yard. double wtdtll. 
.... Bee mub'atlon 2'mnU aclvertlUment In cmtur'1I. Amerlcllft lfagaAfIII. and NOf'11a American ~ for JUDe. 

lr\\ ?eMQ.O Outfitter, tU & t30 Fulton Street, and 87 lassau Street, lew lort 
••• An IDutrated CaWocue of OuUlt. for TENNIS. YACHTING, BOWING, and all Out-Door Sporta _to 

fr_, If "Scribner'a" I. menUoneel. 

PECK & SNYDER'S CELEBRATED TENNIS. 
THE " BEECKMAN " RACKET. 

TOVR AM:E:l'o-r STRUNG. 
I'RI('E, Jo;A u. 0.00. 

WHAT T H E CHAMPION SAYS: 
61 ]}s .. OOIl Snu!JlT.lJo8roN, Mu I., 1S61. 

M_ ...... ~I[ & I:INYDIIK. GenlU!men: r have Klven 
yoor .. Beeclmllo .. Racket a tborooab t.e&t. "nd 1 am 
very pleased to BaY tbat I bave Dever b&d .. better racket of e1tber BnId1ah or 
Amerluan maJ.:e. Your. truty. RlCIIABD D. 8nB8. 

8BLBCTED TENNI8 BALLS, No. I, BeAt Selected, for Match Gam., ... 50 _nt. each: ".00 per dOM1l. 
Tbe new 1888 TeDDla Rule., "p&geIJ. wtUl a oomplete 1llIt of Club outftta. mailed to Ule readen of 8oBDI ..... KAoUllQ free 

upou appUcatloll. PECK ... SNYDER, MANUFACTURER., 1 126 ... 12S NA •• AU STREET NEW YORK. 

aBO. _. PIBlWB • CO., 801. Ihnufaotnrel'l, BufllrJo, 
_. Y., _." TriOJOl" for prill and m~ of all..... Tbe 
one perfeot macblue m&de and olfered to t.be trade eu~ OD 
Ita mertta. Write for diaoonnta. 
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AMATEUR 

HOrOGRAPHY. 
Tbe moat fa~tlng 

AMUSEMENT 
for home or outdoor 

recreation. 
Auybody oan do It 

by atmply followtng elf. 
reottOUB" Klven In The 
A ...... ur Pli~apher. 
a complete guide to ph~ 
tosraPby. wbloh acoom
panlee each Camera. and 
Is oouoedrd to bethellm
pleat, moat conoille Iud 

___ ~_ ...... JII'&Otloaiworlt publlahecl 
Complete Outllb, 810.00 _d upwanL, 

ROCHEIlER OPTICAL COMPAI', 
18 Aqueduat atNet. Roohener. N. Y. 



~ 

:-1 , 
, 

J . ::--. 

. ~./ ~ I.;) 
- ... '" . f 

\ \ :11 1 ! ( , 
I ' 

I J 

A 

I~ 

1.1 

\ 

JOKE. 
liRA. DE SAPPY: .. I like you very much. )filii Dumler. but you have beaD oalUDg upon my IOU with & frequeuoy that hu attracted the 

atteDtlon of the nellrhbon. What, may I uk, aru your inteDtiona reprdlDlr Charlie' " 



ABOVE 18 AN OUTLINE SKETCH OF A BEAUTIFUL PERFUMED CARD ADVERTISING HOYT'S 
CERMAN COLOCNE, THE MOST FRAGRANT AND LASTING OF PERFUMES. 

THIS COLOGNE IS SOLO BY ALL DEALERS. PRICE 25 CENTS, 50 CENTS, AND $1.00 PER SOTTLE. 

NEVER IN A 10 CENT SIZE. BEWARE OF CHEAP IMITATION&. 

E. W. HOYT a. CO., SOLE MANUFACTURERS, LOWELL, MASS. 

SEND 2 CENT STAMP POR PERFUMED CARDS. 

TRY RUBIFOAM, OUR NEW LIQUID DENTIFRICE. DELICIOUSLY FLAVORED. HARMLEss. 

ELEGANTLY PUT UP. 2& CENTS PER SOTTLE. 

SEDGWICK STEEL WIRE FENCE. 

The best Farm, GardeD, Poultry Yard, La_, 
School Lot, Park aDd Cemetery FeDces aDd Gate .. 
Penect Automatic Gate. Cheapest an4 Neatest 
JrOD FeDces. Iron and wire Summer Houses, La_ 
Fumiture, aDd other wire work. Belt Wire Stretch
er and PHer. Ask dulen iD hardware, or addrels, 
SEDeWICK BROS., RICHMOND, .ND. 

EDWAaD SUTTON, E .. lera A ..... 
lIOO KAREET ST •• PHILADELPHIA. PA. 

CLEAN HAN OS! 
I'or ne.., o.e, ao .atter wlaat tit. _a,atloa, ., ut-. 

It removee Ink, Tar, Gxeue, Paint, hon Stains, and 
in fact everythiDg foreign to the color of the skin, 
Bimply by using with soap and water. It never be
comes foul or carries any oontagion, and will not in
jure the moet delicate Kin, as is done by the use of 
pumice-stone, bristle brUBhee, etc. Printers, Penmen, 
'r;ype-writers, Blacksmiths, Machinist.e, Shoemakers, 
Painters, Farmers, and all whoee handa are stained by 
their labor, can cleanse them easily without ruptur
ing or weakening the skin .• Price, 211 cents each. 
Send us postal note and we will forward by mail. 

C. J. BAILEY & CO •• 

132 Pearl Street, Boston, Mass. 
AGENTS WANTED. 



WHAT IS 

Castorla 18 Dr. Samuel Pitcher's prescription tor Infants 
and Chlldren. It contains neither Opium. Morphine. nor 
other Narcotic substance. It 18 a harmless substitute 
for Paregoric. Droplf. Infant Syrups. and Castor 00. It 
Is Pleasant. Its guarantee 18 thirty years' use by MlIllons 
of Motberlf. Calftorla klllH Worms. Castoria 18 the Chll
dren's Panacea-the Mother's FrIend. 

CASTORIA. 
Cutoria curea Colic, Conetipatioa, 
Sour StolDllClb. Dia.rrh.., Eructatioa, 
G ivetl healthy sleep and promoteA digeatioD, 
Without injuriuus medioation. 

CASTORIA. 
.. Cutoria i. 80 well adapted to ohiIdnD 

that I recommeDd it ... nperior to &Dy pre-
eoription Imown to me. " . 

H. A.. .ARonB, II.D., 
111 So. Oxford St.. BrOoklyn, N. Y. 

The Centaur Compan:r. 'M' lIIurra:r street. N. Y. 

"KNOWLEDGE IS POWER." 

C' .... ·lfliiIA 
IIIIIIII!~!!!!III~CANBE 

URED 
AND WI IITAND IIIADYTO "IIOYI IT. WIIITI FOil 
DUll FREE BOOK "COMMON 81N.1 TALK." 

DR. SYKES SURE CURE CO. 
330 RACI STIIIIT, CINCINNATI, O. 

"PA.RTED DA.NG" 
Hade of natural CURLY Hair, guaran· 
teed becomlDg to ladles wbo wear their 
hair parted, 86 up, IIOOOrdlng to size 
and color. Beaut.llYiDa Hut, With pre
paration, 82 ; Balr Gocida,Coametice,etc. 
sent C.O.D. aDywhere. 8eDd to &he m'1'r 
for IDaa. Prtoe-Uats. Eo BURNOA., 71 
8tate 8'- (Co.t'l ..... H .... >. C1Ileap. 

M 

The b •• t lI_t-na.m.c Stoek. 
USE IT FOR SOUPS, 

BEEP TEA, BAUOES, aac1 IlADE DIBJIEI, 

EXTRACT OF MEAT 
N. B,-Genuine onl)' with o.c..tmUe o~ Buon 

Liebig's signature in BLUE INK ACI'OM label, 
8o1d by 8torekeepe .... Grocera, and DraqIeta. 

LIEBIG'8 EXTRACT OF MEAT CO.. Umlted, LoDckJII. 

AUTOGRAPH LETTERS. 
I caD farulah geDaIDe lettera of oelebrltiea of tbe put four 

hundred yeare, salt&ble for enra IUll8tratloo, for fraIiI1Da Willi 
portraits, aDd tor COllectiODL !fend for a u.mple copy 01 

THE COLLECTOR, 
oontaialDg foil price-nata. W ALTBR R. BENJAJIlN, 

18 Weet 114 St., N. Y. CII)'. 



At the foot of Mt. Cannel • lIiMion 800i8t7 baa 
tabn advantage of the Superior OLIVE OIL made in 
Palestine to IIUpport iteelf by the manufacture of an 
exceptionally fiDe OLIVE OIL TOILET SoAP, which 
they IIhip direct to their Agent in New York. It ill 
fa ... orably]rnoWD in America &8 Carmel Soap, 
contaiDII DO adnlteration, and ill Dot artiflcially per. 
fumed, depending for popular favor on the fact of its 
,bIIolute pnrity. P~g the emoUent properties 
of Olive Oil, it ill un~ for the Toilet and Bath. 
and anperior to all other _118 for the Teeth and Hair. 
It ill the Only Perfectly Safe Soap for the 
Nursery ana in .... lida. 

If your drnuillt does not keep it, eend Meen cents 
for B&IJlple cab to the Importer, 

A. KLIPSTEIN, 
No. 52 Cedar St., N. V. 

TO AMERICAN LADIES: 
Madame Patti for the 

put year baa naed DO toi· 
let &eceNOriea except the 

ia. Recamier PreparatiODII. 
--, If you are aftlicted with 

--',,_~"" pi m pie 8, black·heads, 

~
liver IlPOts, or bad com· 

. plenOD, you caD be 
cured. Nature intended 

~ t your akin to be perfect; 
~'--_~ it ill your fault if it ill not. 
,.~.. • Send to lira. Harriet 

Hubbard Ayer, 52 and 54 
PRk Place, New York City, for circalare; if you men· 
tion ScRlBNER'B MAGAZINE you will receive. free 
J*lket of the Becamier Toilet Powder. 

THE FLYING DOVE OF PEACE. 
A riohly froeted, qnivering, flying Dove. A Dream 

of Life IICreen calendR. An imported ideal head. 
AD imported froeted !!DOW acene and II fnll Bet of 
DUI£Difloent floral cardI!. Fourteen artilltic piOO8. 
Bent to anyone who will buy from a druggist .. box 
of the gennine DB. C. McLANE'8 CELEBRATED LIVER 
PILL!! (price, 26 cte.) and mail UI! the outside wrap
per from the boll: with" cents in I!t&mpe. Write 
~addreMplainly. FLEMING BROB., Prn'sBURGn, 

Dr. C. IIct.De'1I Liver PillII are a anre onre for 
Sick u.dache, BilioUl!Deell, and DyBpepeia. They 
are pecaJi&Z'ly lldapted for ladieB and are absolutely 
-.Ie. Prepared from the purest materiala. 

BARRY'S 
TRICOPHEROUS 

FOR THE HAIR. 
TAe OIde. and tIN BtJIIt. 

Ulled by the Earl and CounteM of Limerick. 
Ulled by the Earl and CoUDteaa of Elgin. 

It will force the hair to grow. 
It will futen falling hairB. 

It will make the hair thick, BtroDg, and long. 
It will actually cure !!Cud and dandruff. 

: D-U RKEE~S-; 
--~ - -

GAUNTLET BRAND 

..,c'ISPIDES 
tc MUSTARD. 
,--- ----~---~ - - -- -

DURKEE"S 
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QPRIETA 

Beautiful Women cHH~ALTH Y 
IA UIe UNlTBD STATES, ENGLAND aud CANADA 

GOOD SENS-ll"~' 
Perrw Pate.t BUTTO:\,S AT FRONT 1 .... Clud of 

CORDED CORSET WAISTS 
BEST Material and BEST WorkmlUUlblp 

tlumqrbol1L OUl' aim ... to m .... thtml 
TUB BEST IN T n f'! WORLD. 

Sold at LEADINtJ RETAIL STORES E~erywhere. 
~ c..~ &1'11 'VeT)' ~ .. ee."..(ul with th_ 
IIoodIL 8eDd (or Deac:r!ptIv. Circular and Price Lilt.. 

FERRIS BROS. Manufr's, 34~::O~:~~T. 
:JIA1l8HALL PIELD & VO Whol.u.le w .... tero A8iA .. Ubleuao. 
JrOUNG. CA.B.T.BJl '" OVB.a4J.L, ..... ra. LH4o •• Eq. 

THE GREAT PICTURE LIGHT. 
PrIDk'.~m of redec&ora I •• pec\AUy adapted &0 Ugbtlq 

picture lenea. and Ia uaed In tlie Academy of I>eldgn. Cen· 
tIIry Cln • Eden Mna6e. IIIld otIler public pUerlea: &lao In tbe 
private pller\ea 01 Mr. Aquat JIelmont, Mra. R. L. 8tnart, 
Jlr. Cbaa. 8edeime,er. Mr. L. A. Lantbler. and otbe .... 

8&roogl, endo.-1 bl tbe I!I"eat BnnprIan artlat, M. de 
](lIIIkaC81 dnrtng b1I recent vlalt. 

I. P. FRINK, 601 Pearl St., New York. 

TO STOUT PEOPLE. 
AdYioo Free BOW TO REDUCE WEIGHT and permanently 

etlftI OBESITY. 0n1y SUi'll method. S_tion Diet and nauaeom 
druaII "nn~ •. New Treati8e. witb fn1l IlIIItractiollll BOW 
TO ACT. eent In plain ~ed envelope for II .tampe. 

R. K. LYNTON. 19 Park PIaoe. New 1'orl<. 

cTv ..... 
f'IM The fln_ Powdered ChooolDte for family .... 

R~!.II,.. no bollln .. Invaluabl.fOro,litDtto. 
and·ChlldraO .... S''1l0f,..,..,._ or-ut "'1Pf 
(or'rialC4rl. H. O. WILBUR & ijONS, lIa.'a. 

CEO. MATHER'S SONS, 
60 .John 8treet. New 'York, 

1I.UCln'''~ w 
BLICI and COLORED PRINTING INIS, YlRIIISBES, Ie. 

Wood Cat, Boot. lob. N ...... and Extra Ne1II!. Uthoaallblc 
Plate Prlnttnc. Artotype, PhotojrraY1lJ'll and HeUotypi lDk • 

.lft ruJILlc.o.notra PIIIX"rIID wnB 
Ge •• Malker'. S ••• ' Pl.e W ••• C., I.k. 

D. ApPLm'OII .II Co. 'B C. B. B.umrOLOIDW'I!I 
PId~ ..tmerfcla. ..tl'/k!rlalll An PrfflUr. 
Nctu""1II,lU8 Buroj'Ht. All. TIWl'1' BooIIII'Y'II 
Pfcturuq~ Palulfne. lUIu'd C1Ir1ICCaR lrNitll/. n.__ _____ AlIT Po-. 00." (TonlDt.o) 

DAArD 0...,.'' ''- PlcCuruqw CaRada.. 
AncIMl Marlner. PIOTUU8QtJJI ATL.l8I"u. .Co." 
l'aMoral DatI-. ~ AuMnIll&. 

As well U maDJ OCber line Plot.orlal WorD. 
BCllIBlIEll'8 KA.GAZINE ill printed witb ow IaIL 

COBB'S I Chol_.t for Toilet aDd Bath. 
Preventa Banlla 0ba1.~. 

COMPLEXION U~=\e~B~d •• c:..TJJ. 
SOAP, A.. H. COBB, Boaton. __ 

fED 9 R·~Y~~~~.~t~'J;R~ 
'1':) ' ...... ','" ',., • I ....... r \ 



HO SE f NISH(~GS· 

HAVILAND CHINA AT FIRST HANDS . 
• • 

Great variety, in Sets or in 
Courses. Plates and A. D. Cof
fees, etc:., by tbe doseD. 

Send 50 c:ents for a finely il
lustrated Pric:e Book. 

FRANK HAVILAND, 
14 Barclay Street, 

(Below Cbe Astor Boue.) N. Y. CITY. 

Bigelow Carpet Co. 
ORIOD"' .. PO'IBS-LOOJlIU!IVJ'~ or 

WIL1ll0N " B~USSELS 
CARPETS. 

TIle CUpeIa made bl tbIa Compa1l1 ba,", reaelftd 
tile hlpeet award wherever eXhibited. IDOIQdJq Gold 
lIedaia at &be Pu1II BxpoelUoo. 18'/8, IIIld at tile ()en. 
&e1llllal,18T1. 

TIIelr ~ed repQtatlon for exoeUeDCe of fabric, 
rtcmae. IIIl4 durabWtl of color. noveitll11l4 beaQtJ of 
dMlp. IIu led to frequeo& IDtrlqemenla. and Interior 
aoodIIllaTe often been palmed off In &belr.ce.d. hi' 
&be prot.ecUOD of &be PQbUc, &be OomPllD1I1u adopted 
II a &ra4e-mark &be word .. BIGELOW," wlIJoIIWW 
be WOYeD <at e"err repea& of &be pat&erD) lo whI&e oap
ItaI8 loto &be beck of tbe fabric. 

CDItomerII WW &bentore IIsft men17 to eDIDIDe 
&be beck of a oarI* to be oer&alD &bat &bel are PWDc 
&be IUDlDe BIpIow WU&oDl or Bo41 Bru.eIa. 

Tbese Goods c:an be obtained from 
all fint-c:la.. dealers. 

o VINGTON BROTHERS' assortment 
. of Royal Worcester china is now al-

most complete. In the Art Department 
new and unique vases in varied styles of 
flower painting are lately received, includ
ing many large and very elegant pieces. 

Worcester dinner sets are shown in con
siderable variety; but perhaps the most 
attractive grouping of Worcester china, is 
that which comprises the odd pieces of 
table furnishing, such as chocolate jugs, 
coffee sets, bonbon trays, fruit plates, olive 
dishes, finger bowls, tea kettles, cress trays, 
and such gracefully formed leaves and 
shells as lend themselves readily to varied 
uses. 

Send two cent stamp for descriptive list. 

OVINGTON BROTHERS, 
Fulton and Clark Streets, Brooklyn. 

146 State Street, ChIcago. 

8AND8' PAT.NT TRIPL. (a) MDTIDN 

WHITE MOUNTAIN FREEZER. 
BnBTWOIg .t.CKlf01l'UDGaD .toe TUB 

MOST PERFECT ICE· CREAM FREEZER EYER MADE. 
l! wW tboroqhly MIX and BEAT tbe Cream dlll'log "'e fret'&lng Proceall, 

wbleb r. DOt, _d _Dot be, aeeompUabecllD aDJ' otber Free_r. 
The Cream doee not come In cootact wltb aDY Galvanized aurface: there. 

fore. there can be Dod_pr from alne polaoolDg by nolng Ihla Freeaer. 
The Beate,. are Malleable Iron aDd TlD0e4. The Cam are mlide of &be bel& 

Ijuallty of Tin Plale. and wUJ lut for ye.,.. The Tuba are made of clear white 
pint, are waterproof, aDd boODd With beary galvanlz",s lroo Hoope. The 
G'·lI ri og, aDd all lrooa a'taebed to tob, are gaJunlaed, to prev.Dt ngUDC. 

Wamnted to freese cream in one-half the UDle of &Drother Freeser in eIlBtence. 
COJIPLBTB JLLU8TRATBD CAT.t.LOGUJ: JloULaD ruB UPOlf .t.J'PJ.JC.t.TIOlf TO 

WBITB KOUlfTAIlf PRBBZER CO., 
124 HoWs Stl'eet, Ifashua, If. lL 
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NO CAUSE FOR APPREHENSION. 
SHII:: .. Charlie, don't lOU think there fa danger'" 
Ha (IJ 1pOrl): .. Not the .Ughteeto. TheM driven are 8Xperte. He'. only IhowiJltr hie hone'l lpeed. Jut. • 11ttle 8110uubltl pride ... 



PrlYata Dlalllngs, OffIces, Public Buildings, ate. 
BY BOT-WATER CIBC1JLATIOK. 

THE MOST PERFECT SYSTEM. ECONOM:ICAL.A.ND SIMPLE. 
GBlJT8, - Re .. rdlDjI' tb No. U GtrDBT BEATIIR "bleb 10n p1aet'd til my ffilldeooe lut fall, 1 h""~~O Pi t~&t 

I am • .,)1 plNted' with 11$ wort<1111' and wonld DOt hDW how to ..,t &IonS wlthDllt It. I know of liD 0 .... 6' ea er 
thai would 1AII:e Itl pl&ce, u T b& p tried two Olhu otyle., &Dd ~ froni~. b a 1887 

TOll ... rupl'Clfgll1, W. E. LA)IP)f.AlII'; CA'I'II1ULL, N. T., Hare w, • 
QUBNEY HOT-WATER BEA.TER CO., 237 Franklln St., BOSTON, MASS. 

WORKS A'I' 1" ... " BosToIf ..... S. 
SEI.I..ING A(JEN()'[JI!8_H. B • .lOHl<IO.If, lfO CenlJ'e St •• N. T.; RICK II; WHJ'I'ACU arro. 

)(01lJ'Oe t .. CbJc:acO, m.; T. R. ellA ,31 Eclmulld ~. Detrolt. JOdi.; Wu.l.UJI GAIUlIlI:IIIl <>recoil. 
It ... ,.. to c10 wod& • .-4 __ 

GOOD STEAl HEATING 
SA VIS YOUR HEALTH. 

.An Improve4 Hea.ter eta. toA'c:A an. Fire 

Simplest ill COD
at.ructJoD. 

NO ENGINEER 
OR SKILLED LABOR 

IS REQUIRED. 

IlAMUJI'ACTU ...... UWD" 

FISKE'S PATENTS. 

WANTED 

• EVERYWHERB 
Send for Dew lUu.

_ted C.t&l~& &114 
RefercD~ee. 

DUPLEX STEAM HEATER CO. 
"0.10 Barclay St., New York. 

118 

Qfmeratu totA Warm ..tit' at&4 BleaM. 

THE U ECONOMY U COMBINATION 

Steam and Warm-Air Heater. 
A LOW-PRE.aURE APPARATUS. 

plmJ'BCn'LT ADA.PTSD TO WARMING RBBlDBNCJ8, 
CBtJBCBES, BC800IB, Bro. 
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LADI ES ' ThIll ban OU DreasIDR. PrelMl"U 
• leather." oconomle&l. ilyesallAturai 

IllIIlIIl. nol vamlllhe4. Bewve 01 other preparatJoDll .aid to 
contain oUt they are mere lm1tattollS of Raven Glou, aJforc1ln& 
II b.rpr proM. AlloW' no substituting. For sate eveJ'Tlfbe.re.. 

BOTTOlf '" OrrLEY, K'l'n, 'I'l B~ St., NoW' Yor):. 

SEE HERE! 
toAgant& 

Wht nOL IIIIve OM 7II1J,f OD 1000 ueetnl 
Artlc:Jea 1 8eDd for (Jawogue. Big pay 

CHICAGO SCALE 0., Cit.!.,.." ..... 

·, BT .A.E=l." 

FOUNTAIN GOLD PEN. 
Price, $1.50 and Upwards. Every Pen Warranted. 

Se ... l for <1rcnlats. AJr""" wtont.lld. Fonnl.u, Boldfr MtH 
With _~ qwUlty Gold P .. n. 8ulo, 11 ... l'OIwt.aiD. tUO &D4 
up. 1. ULlUCH k CO.,106Llbert.yBtreet. .... Y. 

W1lito lonntain Ham· 
moct Chair. 

for the Boast, LalDl Pord! 
and Ca II'. II Clock 

FnU of eo.ron 1.114 
Blewd Resl 

PRICE, 13.00. 
Th,,~~:: 
9~P.O.Bcm_ 

ASK YOUR STATIONER FOR THE 

JOHANN rABER LEAD PENCilS 
THE BEST NOW MADE 

Perfectly nourishes the child from birth, without the addition of cow's milk. 
and dlgm. I. ".'" I. humin milk. Send for" Our Baby's First and Second 
Years." by Marion Harland. REED & CARNRICK, New York. 

60 



RESTORATIVE WINE OF COCA. 
FOR NERVO S PRO T1UTTON, BRAIN EXUAU>lTION, DEPRe ' ION 011' SPIRrrs, 

MENTAL AND PUnnCAI.. DEBILITY, .'RURAIITllENIA, SIC~ HEADACHE, NBU

R,.I.LGJA i CASES f)~' TJTE OPIUM, TODAl; 0, AI.{'()llOL, 0/\ III..OltAl. IlABIT ; WEAK STATBS 

Of' TOE VOICE, CoNYALESCEKCP. FRO){ Ex.nAllSTION OR ExnAt:STlVE DISBASES, Loss 
01' Al·t'ET1TE, GASTRIC CATAlUUI, ~EIWOUIl AND OTHER FOTUIS OF DYSPEPSIA, WBAJ[ 
STATES m' TIlE GENERATIVE SYST.IIlM. WEAKNElS OF OLD AGR, ETC. , ETC. 

The beAt kno'h' P .... "aMtUOll of that 1 ..... Uon" .... · r<'1.H·.ly, Co .. a, I. OUR BESTOBATIVB 
' VINE OF COCA. oonLalnlng, M It (1008. Illi tbe 1DI±Q1clnlll vlnne8 wltbout 8n, of tbe dele~ 
prlnclplea at tbQ leavell. Tllere are many Wlnet! ot Coca. We InvU., a comparlBon OU tbe points of taa&e, 
Hlrl!nlCth. and clIrollve provenles or onl'l! Wltll any WIne eVer Inmnul'llCtore<l . It la aIre&c11 before Ule 
me<llCilI prolCl<slon. anti 111 lefIIf tban two yean! b8l! abolished file UlIe 01 several WIn"" ot Oooa, and 1\ftIISI~ 
teasened lhe sales or otben! wlllcll bad pnoVioualy Illmo.l OlODOpollZed lb~ marke!.. 

HEALTH RESTORATIVE CO. 
THURBER, WHYLAND &: CO., AGENTS, NEW YORK. 

Altlaoqla tIut laat latrocl.o" _ 
tJd •• arket the7 haye •• pened .. all 
otlaen .7 t.Jaeho •• perlor • ..ut7. 

FRANCO-AMERICAN 

French Soups 
In It-pint glaaa jars i quart, pint, and i-piDt C&IlII. 

Ready /01' me. 
Require onl" Mating. 

IOLD aT 

PARK .It TILFORD, 

ACKER, MERRALL • CONDIT, 
and leadlDIr gTO(lel'8, 

8n.. Tanle, Tempt., eoalOaae, Toaato, .oek "'rU~, 
Clalekea, .alJllI'ataw." Ox.Tall, lalleaae, Prtataaler, 

.aUoa Brotll, Pea, Fnull Baallloa, Vesetable, 
Beef (or Soap aad Beallll). 

Send DlI IS cents ID lltampe to pay for J)OIItage and mention 
8IlanJJI .. 'a ~.uno. and we will IIeIId IOU a sample can at 
l11ar oboloe. 

FRANCO-AMERICAN FOOD CO., 
101 WARREN ST., NEW YORK. 

GAJlB AND CBICKBN PATBS TRUPlI'J.lID • 
.AN BXCBLLENT LUNCH DELICACY. 

"S H INE, SIR?" 
Then buy a "DAUBER to 

that will not CLOG up, 
that will not SPREAD or 

spatter blacking all over 

you, one that you can 

blaok a low Shoe or a 
Gaiter Boot without black

ing your HOSE or the CLOTH 

TO Pi a "Dauber" that is made 

with appliances for thorough1;r 

CLEANING the BOOT i a " Dau.b
er " that is made entirely of pore 

Pam rubber, that will last for 

yetm! and give SATISFACTION, 
OR MONEY REFUNDED. The 

ONLY one ever made that is 

PERFECTION. Price,50 cent&. 
Scud us postal note, and we wm 
forward by return mail. 

C. 1. BAILEY " CO., Jhnufacturers. 
1 32 Pearl Street, 

61 
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THEB£8TWAY 
TolI"U PIR8T-CLAS8Watda 

b u. our Co-Operatlve Club&. 

FINE WATCHES 
.. lb. Low .. tCaabPric:ea,ONLY 

51.00 a Week. 
Thou .... 4a of the but t3I-oo 

Gold Watch eyer mad_ are .. U
IDC ID our Co-Opcrat.lve ClIo". 
ThJ. b the Beat Cbupeet. 1I00t 
CODyuieat ..... a oDlyco-o~yt 
~':. o!,. od~le':.;. ~ 
WindCl'll. contalAlnC .voty tsJal
tIaI 1.0 .CQ1nlcy and dunblllly, and 
ban U. addition, Romero ... otherlm
l"Vvomento found in DO olbor watch. 
'Ibey ""' .boolu,.ly the ooly DUlt 
aDd Damp-proof Movementl 

made in theWorld,aodare 
jeweled througbout 'With 
l(CDulnc Rublea. Th. 
Patent Stem Wind 

Set Is the alron,tlt 
",d"'lmph'".lmade. Tbr"lr 

aervice 
aDY.7.5- Wateh. 
Our co-operali"" 

'p':S>'!lili"'iobriD,c: 
reach of every one. 
AeeJltl Wutcd. 

Tit. Keystone Watch Club Co 
pili Cbula"t at .• PHILADA.. PI.. 

W, r,lw,...., c--nn.l~. 

OUR 

LATEST and BEST 

O P I U DABlT oured VIUAoIa ntlertfllJ. at a 
prtvate bome. 
NopayUDI_oarecL Indoned by PIll
Ilclans. Can refer &0 patlentl cured. 

Dr. O. S. • No. II Cleremont Park. Bolton. )(us. 

STAMMERINC 
ADd all narYOWI .freotIODII of S.,.,.,ch tb01'01lIlblY corrected. .. I 
have DO hMltation In recommllJidiDlr 1Ir. AldiiCD to _b Idar
.... "-WILLUII A. 1UIuroJm. )('D:- For full Il&l'tIcular8, "'U· 
mODlail hom emlnent men. etc. Mnd tor clrcDlar. 

F. A. BKYANT, 9 Well 141k 81 .. New York. 
(Buooe.or to L B. ALDmoa.) 

A. H. ANDREW8 tc CO., 
..... t-tw ..... ol 

Finl Commercial Furnitun 
I'll, OFFICE, 'ID UIR'RY Flnllll, 

Oftlce Desks, 
(Me KID .... ) 

.Revolving ChaIn, 

Library Tables, 

Bank Counters, 

A. H. ANDREWS & CO., 
.. BlIo.uw.T. N. T. CrrT. 1111 WAIl .... A~. CIIIo_ 

l"Oft £lQ) eroouoK en.. IWf J'auomoo. 

BEST STITCH 

SUPERFLUOUS 
HAIR 

ESTABLISHED HALl' A. CBNTUBY. 

ft'!!t!M'S 
IlAVE ~Jt"l~QYEMENl8 
lOT FOUND I" IIAKJES OTHER ,WI; 

THAT WiLL WELL REPAY All 
INVESTIGATION 
BY Tf\OSE:~12E TO SECURt 
THE BEST SAFE 

MARWNSAFE co. 
IIIEW YORK, PHILADELPHIA, 

LOlli DOli. ENOLAND. 



· NEWSPAPERS &J PERloDICALS~ 
THE SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN. 

THE lIOST POPULAR 8CIBNTIJ'IO PAPER IN TIIJI: WORLD. B8TAJUJSRE1> Ja.5. 

I 
~ lIIIrIvalecI periodical. noW' In Ita forty-fourth ;rear, 
.L oontlnue. to maIa"-lu Ita hlgb repu&attou tor exoeDeo08, 

and eoj01B tbe ~ clrc1ll&tlou ever attained b;r au:r IICI· 
endc pub\1cauon. Bvery number contalDa IIIDeeu IarIe 
pages, heauWun,. prluted, elepnU;y WuatnI&ed; It Pl'Olleuta:ln 
popalar ltJIe a dOllOrlptive record of the DlOIt novel. Intereil~ 
Ing. and Important advanoee In 8denoo. Arts, and lIauufac. 
turea. It BOWl the II~ (If the World In ~ to 
New DiIIooverie. and Improvements, embreeiDg KaCbiDer;r, 
llecbaDtcal Woru. BqlJieerIDg In all branollea. ChemlatrY. 
lletallul'll1. B1ectr1C1t;r I.. Llgbt. Beat. ArobIteoture, Domeedc 
BcoDomy. Acr\cuuure, natural History. etc. 

TermII, "'00 a ;rear; 11.110 Itt moutba. Specimen ooplea 
free. Demit by Poetal Onler or Cbeck. 

HUNN .. CO., Pllblishers, 861 BroadwaJ, N. Y. 

P .A. er:m N er _ • 
I N oonnectiOD with the 8clenWlo Amerl-, lIeMn. 

)(UMIf " co. are IOltCltol'1l of American and Foretan 
Patents, bave bad forty-two yO&l'1l' experlenoe, Patenta are 
obtained on the beat terma. 

Aapeolal noUce Is made In tbe 8clenWlc American of all In· 
veo:(OO8 patented &broullh tb1a Ageoo:r. With the name and res
Idence of the patentee. By tbe Immenae clrculaUon thllll glven. 
publtc atteDtfou III 4Ireote4 to the merlta of the new patent. 
~ pe~ wbo ball made a new 4I8oovery or Inventlou can 

uoertaID, tree of CbarIre. wbether a patent can probably be 
ob&alDe4, by WrIt1Da: to ~VJIJI " CO. -We &leo I8D4 tree our 
Band Book about CIIe Patent LaW&, Patents, caveats, Trade 
Ilaru. their ooets, and bow p1'OC1U'e4. Ad4reea 

MUNN .. CO., 861 Broadway, New York. 

BUILDERS EDITION OF THE SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN. 
rT\Bl8 Is a special Trade Bdltlou of the SoIentlfto Amerl
~ _11, laBued monUlly. Bacb namber oon"-lllll about forty 

la,rae quarto pages. Ull111tl'1ltlng the moat IntereatInC examplea 
of moclfJm Arilbltect1ll'lll Co08tracUon. 

A apeclal featare Is the preaentatiOO to eacb number of a 
variety of the Iateat P\S1lll for private realdenoee. City and 
couutry. including tbose of very moderate ooet 118 wen 118 tbe 
mmt expenaIve. DraWIngB In perapeotlve and In oolor are 
ldveD. tocetber With faU P1a1III, SpeclJloatI01lll, Coats, 8m. of 
BIIUmate. and Sbeet. 0« Detalla. 

All wbll OOIltemplate bnUding or improving bomea bave 
before them In t.bIa work an Ilmoa& en4laI .nu Of UIIJ 1aU" 
and beet e:ramplU from whlcb to make aeIectI01lll, thoa .. vIng 
time and mouey lIan.Y other IDbJects, InCluding Sewerage. 
PlamblDa. Uabtl!llr. Warming. Ventl1atlDg. DecoratlD«. etc.. 
are muafratecI. Terma."50 a :year; BID8Io ooplea. 115 oentL 

MUNN .. 00., Pllblhlhel'8, 881 Broadway, N. Y. 

Building Plans and Specifications. 
P oonnectlon with tbe pubUoatIOU of the BoU4ln1f 

EdItion of tbe 8clentl6e American, lIOIIIlII. lIVJIJI " 
00. furntab plana and apecl4catlona for bnUdinp of ever;r 
kind. lnc1adlU Storee, DWeWnp, C&rrlaa'e Bon-. Barna, etc. 

In tbl8 W'oill: they are 118111ate4 by able and experienced 
arcblte0t8. Full p\aD8, detalla, and BpeClllcatlo08 for tbe 
varlo08 balkUDp Woatrated In tbta paper oan be aapplted. 

Tboae who oontemplate bnUding. or wbo W1ab to alter. 
Improve, extend. or add to existing bnUdlnp, wbether 
WIiIp. porch •• bay windoW&, or attic rooms. are invited to 
commualcate With the undel'1llgned. OUr work extenda to aU 
parts of the oountry. BIIttmatea. plana. and draWlnp prompU;r 
prepared. Tenna moderate. Ad4reU 

M1JNN .. CO.,881 Broadway, New York. 

",~' 
A TWELVE-ROOM MODERN HOUSE OF' LO"'W~CI!llO~S~T~, 

The 600r plans, taU deacrlptlon and cost (tor dUrenmt locaUtlea) of the above hou8e 
AND OF GO OTHER BEAUTIFUL HOUSES AND CO'rl'AGES, 

ranglng In ooet from I6/lO to 13,000, are given In Bb~l!pell" latest ~pblet of deslgna (82 larp 
pagea). wblch win be maned to &D7 ad~ post.pa!Cl, on receipt of 1& centa (IIt&mr or silver). 
AcldrMa R. W. 8aoPnLt., ABcIB:rrIIoT, 63 BJIO.t.DW.I.Y, NInI' YOBL (Jilentlclll t.bla paper. 
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MISCELLANEOUS · 
MANHATTAN % BONDS 

ARE IN DEMAND, BECAUSE: 

lit. They pay ~ per cent. inter t . 
2d. They &1'8 full paid in ten yenrs. 
Sd. Their value is guaranteed, not e8timated. 
4th. They are non-taxable. 
5th. They are protected by the govemmllflt. 
6th. They have advantagee over a 4, per cent. 

Government Bond. In that for a $10,000 Govem
meat Bond, you must pay *12,900 cash down, nd 
for a 1()'20 ManhatitIIn Bond oC $10,000, you pay 
$758.90, and agree to pay the same amolUlt in nine 
equal annUM installments. 

7th. The paymenti' o.re diBCOntinued in CIIIIe of 
your death, IUld the face of th bond, with dividends, 
are paid to your 811tate at once. 

th. The depo!lite o.re NOT UBJECT TO FOR
FBITURE. (See Bond.) 

9th.. They are is8ued in 8nms of $1,000 to 
180,000. 

10th. They are within the reach of aU. 
Write for statement and circulJuB. 
Give nearest age. 

----
156 & 158 Broadway, New York. 

ASK YOUR CROCER FOR 

.! , CAUCHOIS' in::~~.T 
Ii -~ BLENDED ~l~:: ~~:: a.!! ~ 1 lb .• won.. 

!j ~ .. TEAS.f~~ 
S atlUDpII. 

F. A. CAUCHOIS • CO., 
The Fulton Mills, 67 Fulton St., H. Y. 

T i0t. Ih. Art ~ oends • umpl. cop, 
HIRT cENTS QObtaininl\" " I ......... pplemcnl R1it-

T HIRT °CENTS able forfnmio,; fars """oa"i.l1u~ 
T Ot. tTaled catalOil\le; or (or '1.00 ",th"" 

HI RT c E N TS a ra.,oimil .. Wlllcr CIIlor 28 • u iocb-
THIRT °CENTS c.Th"VillaCe ~~.". ao o";pa1 

Fo clthb>c. Sub.cnpLlOn to TIl, Art 
THIRTY CENTS A,.. •• :o.so. 7&W.~ad. to • • Y. 

TYPE .. WR ITER8, 
New or IIeQOIId-haDd. IJl! malte, boa,abt. 
1014, or Ucbanged. GoOd maoll1Des for 
sale at half Ilnt~ COlt.. ~~.~ In tile 
Qoontl'J'. Cr.I.alOlflle. d5Cll'lblDa all ~ 
Write,.., on appllcatlOn. 
lUnON,u, TYPE-l'fIUTEIl IlXCIUlIGE. 

161 L . a U" t., ( )I. I ...... DI. 

Is U1 .. beat plaoe to buy " WritfDg lIlachlD& 
ot 6IIJ' malre. lDstnUnenta IIhIDPed ..nUl 
prlriI"If" or examination. Tbe l~t 

1'IIriety ot l..uumomta IJl tile WOl'UJ, 
at "'err low prIoe8. 

MACHINE. .. •• TED 
out to &OJ' part. of the U.8. 
~ " Specialty. 
~.mf.er iuppUes, att.Ch

meDUI and DO't'elUes 
in 6blJn4aoce. 

144 70 
Broadway, 
N. Y. City. Chicagc. 

BIND YOUR MAGAZINE. 
Volume III. of SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE is completed by this number, and the regular 

buckram cloth binding, gilt top, is now ready. 
PRICES-Back numbers exchanged for the bound volume. if numbers are untrimmed and in good 

condition, or the owner's copies bound up. Cloth, gilt top, • • • to 7S 
S~ser;6n's ",.11 rnl,;130 emls fW !"Slql filM" llu ",,11mU is 111 61 nhtrtud 6y _il. 
Casel for binding, post-free, SO 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, 743-745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
M 



C: MISCE.LlANEoUS· 
DOMESTIC WATER SUPPLY. 
Water for the UpJler Floors of City and Country Rea1dence.. Water for 

Lawnl and Oardena. Water for Fire Protection. Water for th. 
Upper Floors of Storea, Factorlee, Hotele, and Flate, 

Schooll. Alyluml. and other Inltltutlon .. 

THE HALL ELECTRIC PUMP. 
A& \be tarIII: or ~. 10wertDg tile water aloe. tile 0I1'e111& lIlil aeta \be pump 

In motion; oIoeIDIr tile taaoe& IIld aIlowlDlr \be tIIlk \0 be flUed oalll tile oIroldt lIlil 
ItO .. tbe pump. It III Automaa(c; reqrilree 110 atltJntf.On; III ~.L!'!«'!'J 
"""fecllfl ..,~; IZlvIII1f8 req; oatUIOC (1ft ord qf 0I'fUJf'; III C1Ita;p la )fRO _ 

IIld eI'IlI'IOmfeaI qf rnaCntencmIle. No. 1 Pump III capable or elevatlD(r \0 a lIeIgb& 
of Til tee&, 1I1tb notion of 15 feet, 1110 pUOIIII per hoar. TIle Pump III made or 8i8l-
0Ia8a brollll8 me&al: tile Motor III ~ Jr. P.; eacb pump III teIIted tietore leaving the 
fIIctorJ IIld III guaranteed to be lIret cia. In eTel'7 parttolllar. lI'oBUmaleII for an 
..... &lao for eaglDellllld dYDamoe tor lIolated P1aaCll1l1ll be 11-on applloatloD. 
AdcIreaa all oorreepoIIdeaoe to the 

HALL ELECTRIC PUMP COMPANY, 
NEW YORK OFFICE, 106 Tribune Bullllinfl. PLAINFIELD. N .... 

THEF URMAN 
STEAM 

HEATER 
I. para.teN &0 tanlaJl aon ... , per lb. 
of tael burned. tIlIIllll1 otIler a~hIIIlD 
the world. .... I. .8 11-. 811811S 
BQ11.lLLT WELL HUD OR 80PT COn. 

Bend for tau mualrated Catalope. Ad~ . 
Ha.aN.aN • .,0.00 .. OaNBA, N. Y. 

Steam and Hot Water Heatin! Apparatus 
POB 

p~c BUlLDDlG~ 

:aEsmDCES, Etc. 
OUR 'PECIALTIE': 

TIle VDIOD Bo& WaterBldtator, 
Go\4'B Patent 8ectI0Dal Boller, 

III11'B Patent 811fe&7 Boller, 
Beed'e CU&-Iron BaIUa&orll, 

IndlreoS PIn Badla&orL 

The H. B. SMITH CO., 
117 0eJltre IL, •• w Torlt. 

J'oundJ7. W.taeld, .... 
BEND I'OB CIBCULARS. 

EXAMINATION WILL PROVE 

GAUTSCHI'S MUSIC BOXES 
far Bnperk)r \0 IIl1 otIler make. no& BpeaklDa or tile worlllJeu 
&ra8Il tlul& aboDDdB In the nuarket, BOOn belna of more anD01-
anoe tIIan pMa1IIe \0 their ownen. Send ll&ampforoa&alope. 
BURY O.l11T8CHI .t SONS, 1080 C .... t St., PIaU,,' .. 

PENN MUTUAL LIFE 
1 ... lJR"'''CB COMP ... N1I' Oil' PHIL ........ 

N ... ".U .a. ""3 V .... , •• , 8trfllt. 
A88BT8 •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• !I.8.1.~:s •. 13 SURPLUS.............................. ~ •••• 841. , 

.. & SOLID pol"" In • SOLID GOIDJIIIQ Is a soLID_ 
fan In IUlJ IItlIatloii of ure. II 
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SUJlDB BODS J'OB mw,!B A1Q) PLIASUU. 
PabllBhed by \be WI8I' SBou lluLBoAD. Beaa&Unl1 m

U'ated,lnIItrnCUve, IIld readable. Where &0 IIPeD4 the IJalnmer. 
1I1th a Complete LlBt of Bummer BotelIlIld BoardIDl B_: 
In tbecaCIIIdDs,In tile Walkt11 Valley, In tile 81111ClebaDDa vaney, 
tn the AdfroDdacb, In tbe Mohawk VaIlll1. a& 8ara&oD uid 
Lake Georp, IIld along the WeII& &bore of the Badlon'lUft!'. 
Con&alllll tbe moet oomplete map of the C8IIddIIa ever ~b
Hmed. Send yoar acldrWl, 1I1th live oenm In etamSB. B. 
JAGOB, General Butera PuBenaer Aaent. sea • 
N. Y .. 1Ild a 0CIP111111 be mailed \0 10a .. _ .. 



C: MISCELLANEoUS· .. ~" .. .I'" -I ~ ..... / 

Custom vs. Comfort. Felt vs. Bristles. 
Fro", THE NEW YORK HOME JOURNAL. 1Q~"""!I."~Nl'&.~"""'tlMooQaQh 

"No one who has for some time used tbereoently invented [~,.~~~_ 
Pelt Tooth Bmah, as has the writer of this p&l'Igr&ph, will ever 1< I c: ., 
OOJlllent to return to the use of bristlee. An impatient man, long - ~ 
habituated to the rasping l!8JI8&tion of the bristles, may on the first AOOOOC'll'? . h ;. 
trial of the felt brush, be inclined to discard it, but IIOOD the com-~ 
fort, and the 8weetnees and sell8&tion of utter cleanlinees which it bringa, are BO pronounoed that the ver, 
thought of returning to briBtlee awakena a sense of diBoomfort. The PELT, with ita SOFT, CLINGING F'IL
AMENTS, takee hold of the teeth, and not only cle&nlle8, but lienee a secondary purpose aa a poli8her of the 
enamel Tbia iB very important as a preventive to decay, etc." 

ITS ECONO.r.-Holder (imperishable) 36 cents. .. Felts" only need be renewed; 18 (boxed) 26 cents. 
Dealers, or mailed. HORSEY MFG. CO., Utica, New ybrk. 

THE ART INTERCHANGE 
-For $1.25-

oll'eftl a tbree montbll' 80beorlPlotou which gtVellYoo IIIx l8Io. 
of an Waatrate4.Art paper wtrlllllx 11'041. In color, namely : 
RooD .urJ) SUU. (lIarIDe.) I BoLL.UID 8cmIB. 

P'L!nJa.».Lt8. 
DAHill' OJ' P.uIIDIIL Brr 01' OOl!8lP (lI'Igore). by 
BmD8 .\liD ArPLII ~... Percy Koran. 

.AI8O a Iarp number of 4eIIa'U In bJaek aod white for de
oor&t.lve work. Amona UIeIe are: naatu.rU1IIIIII tor mIrrOr. 
lIab plate and platter deaIgD8, JI&DIIY tor plate, wIlcl roee for 
wood oarvlog. Japanelqae mooela for bone pla_ fnIlt de
ligna tor carved panela, roee 4eIIgn for p&lnUoa 00 panel. de
coraUve lIgure .. War" tor tapestry. lingle P801I1 and lIeur-de-
1Ia for embroidery. etc. 

Send 80 oeota for II&IIIple oopy of 'be A1n IIITDCII.AJ«J& and 
Iarp 8'041 of BJaek·B,yed SlIIIaD or By the River (~). 

ART INTBBCBANOB. 
KenUon 1IcJuJnnta·.. IT" • Weatlld BL. New Yon. 

TROUBLE IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD. 

VISITOR (to Mrs. McMolligen, brWIed and ~: "You are not looking very well this morning 
lire. McMolligen." 

MRs. McMoLLIGEN: "No mum, but hiven relit yer BOwl. me leddy, wait till yes aay Mrs. Conn Kelly 
in the abaIlty beyant." 



• ISCELlANEOUS · 
lilA S 0 l\T :a:AIIILll\I 

IIOllRilCllAllNllSl1 

WRITINO 

lIuou " IIamlIn do 00& beII&a&e &0 man &be e~ claim tor their 
pJaoa.. tbat they are 10pertor &0 all o&hen. Tbey J'eOOIII1M &be bJCb ez· 
oelIeDoe acblevecl by otber IeIIdIq makera 10 &be m o. pIaDo blll14lofr. bot 
IIWl claim loperlortty. TbIa &bey attrlbote lIOIely &0 &be niDarbble improve
ment InVOdooecl by tbem 10 &be year 1881, and DO" Down u &be "lIIAiIoII " 
BAJILDf PuJIo 8rlwco ..... by tile OM of "bleb .. MODred &he pea&eat poe
alble ~ and relDemeot of &oDe, toptber "Itb ~ IDcreue4 capa,cIty 
for ltandlDg In tone. and O&ber ImporWlt adftll&apiL 

0....- and PlaDoa 11014 tbr Cull, Baa,. p.,.... .... and Belated. 
CataJocu •• tree. 

MASON & HAMLIN ORGAN & PIANO CO., 
BOSTON. NEW YORK. CHICAQO. 

PAPER. 
To introduce more uteulvely oar already famOQ8 brands of fine note 

papers-Beacon HiU L'nett (flneet paper made); Carlfir'. 
Sta1UJard (variety of lateet tina); Trea,...,." Bond {tough. 
_ paper made)-we otrer the following deeirable boxee: 

For 35 Cent.. and 5 Cent. PotItage. 1 box containing U 
Shut.. and 2~ En"elo~, of either grade of the above 
qualitiee desired.. 

For ,1.00 and 20 CeaU PotIttlfle, 1 box containing 24 
Shut.. Beacon HiU .lAnett (part amooth and part antiqoe 
finiah); 24 SIautIJ Carter'. Standard, 2 tina with envel· 
opes to matoh; 23 Sheet.. 7'rea.N.,." Bond commercial note, 
with envelopes to match all. 

For '2.00 and 40 Cfmt. Po.ttrfltJ,l box containing 48 8M. _ 
BtJacon Hill .lAne,., amooth and antique, new wallet lIize; JIll L.' . ~ -
48 Sheet. Carier Standard.L 4 lateet tint:' and envelopes to tIJIIJ9~ yfoq 1)9 ....... 
match; 48 Shut8 Prea.".,." Bond. two IIUl8II and envelopes. ~I)" 1 ~l r. ~I)o ~~nt 

For 50 Cent.t a"dlS Cent. PotItagtJ. 1 box containing 24 '. N" . 
. ".heet.. and 24 En1Jelope8,MarcU8 Ward ce Co., black. Co11)f t~€AST~ ~~~~ 
edge paper, D&rl'()W, medium, or wide border. • 

PAPER BY THE POUND We guarantee our prioee lowest in America. 
• Sample sheetB of paper and envelopes, with 

prices and number of IIheetB to a poond, sent on receipt of lIS Cent.t. Theee papers are the correct IIbee 
and finish for fashionable correspondence. 

S P EC I A L 0 F F E R On ordere of $10 and over, we will prepay freight chargee to near· 
• _ railroad station. Clob your orders with friends and take 

advant.ge of thiII. .\gena and dealere shoold correspond with UII. 

ENCRAVED VISITINC CARDS. ~fr!~eci.e,:~:!r.'p=~ 
mates furnished for Wedding and ClUll-day invitatiollll. Samplee free on application. All the work ia done 
on oar premiaee. Wo employ only the beet workmen and use tho fin_ carda. We guarantee eatiafaotion. 

H. H. CARTER & KARRICK, 3 Beacon Street, Boston. 
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SARGENT'S SPECIALTIES. ---Sargent'. Regent Reclining Chair. 

'l'IIlII1a but ODe of oar Ityl_ we make the \aJpIt vu1ety In 
&he world. adapted to III parpoeea-h.u.h or IlckD-. 

Sargent'. Rolling Chair •• 
For ID400rII aD4 oat. BeoIIDiDIf and 

rtgld. Self and eeooDC11r7 propalllOD. 
The IarIeI' variety aD4 the a.t qual
~ In tile world. 

Sargent'. Sanitary Commode •• 
Thne are the 0D11 abIolatel1 odorl_ oom

modes In the market. We make them In ,feat 
variety. at prtoel from .10 to ... 00. 

Sargent'. Solid Comfort Bad Re.ts and 
Folding Bed Tray.. , 

Prtoea : Back Beata-No.1. 
plaID. $&.00 ; No. I. wtth arma. 
115.00: No . .. wttll head resta. 
115.00: wtth arma and head 
reate. "'00. 

1'ra1B-No.l.lIX111lDchea. 
• 00: No. I. lTxtS Inoh_ 
$&.00. 

Sargent'. Carrying Chair • . 
Tbe occupant oaa be oomfonab\;J carrte4 ap aD4 dowa 

B&aIn. Prtoea. 110.00 to ".00. 

Non.-We make eftryWDg for the oomtort of tile lick. In
oIading RoIUng. Beo\1D\Dtr. ~. aDd NI&I11 CbaIn. .Bed8, 
Tablea. Crutchea. Rabber Gooda, BeadIDg A pp1JaDoea, etc. 

lOO-pap maar.rated eatalogae tree. 

SARCENT M'F'C CO., 
8t4 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
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FOURTEENTH SEASON. 

SPRING 
H0(:JSE , 

RICHFIELD SPRIIGS, I. Y. 

(8BVJUITEEN BtJ!fDRBD FRET AlIOVE Btu. LEVEL.) 

Open June 16th to Oct. lat, 1888. 

The BICBFlBLD SULPHUR WATER is ehown by 
aaalJ8ie to be the strongest in the United Statee, and 
experience baa proved it to be a epecUlo in ~ of 
Bbeumat.iem, Goat, Sciatica, D18JM!peia, and all die
_ of the ekin and blood. 

An illuetrated pampblet, deecribiDg BicbAeld'e 
attraotiona ae a IIlJIllDer reeort; ita 808ner)', moan
tains, valley, lakes, et.teame, drives, and walb, ita 
pare and invigorat.iDg air, and the medicinal virtues 
of ita waters, will be II8Ilt on application to 

T. R. PROCTOR. 

TIlE DIJrGEE & CONARD OO'S Ro·s'Af·s 
AL.L. VAIt •• T.... ..Z •• AND Pit. C •• 

FlIIE E'ER.BLOO.,llfJ PERPETUAL, 
CLI.BIIIB AMO .088 ROBES. 

NEW AND RARE FLOWER SEEDS • 
HAROY PLANTS ..... lloo .. J'Io ...... (U ..... u.a ~ .. Sallll, 
JAP ... N LILIES, .... O~ ..... lIIoa ...... __ Wo"derll,. 

g:~~'I'~~:.~~,,~~~~ ... B~.E~. ~I:-:l~ 
THINOS ... 4 STERLINO OV£LTIES I. aU ~ ..... 
O.r NEW CUIDE. II/.> •• ,..."u-1_UI ......... - 0." 
1500 NEWEST - CHOIC~T ya~tl". ~O&ES' 
~~~.;:.L~1B,:.":..:1<I :!ta" ~ . .....sl<lf:': 

20 y.,ar. Eatabll.h.,d. ~80~' !,.....,.
THE DINCEE &. CONARD CO. 

aOD GROW'Ell.8. WEST GROVE. OBESTl:lI. CO~ PA. 

!l!0 ~NTS OD receipt of " .00 we wW eeD4 &0 
,-&111 pert of the ODlted Stain. at

one eaotl of &be 10UoWIDK perpetual bloomIng 
ROlle ta: Amertoaa BeaIl'1. Bride. 8oaeet. I'terre Galllot, 
ClthertDe Menaet, La "relloe, ~r1e dee Jardlllll. 1IeImet. 
BoaeeUDe. IMbeUe_8prallt, NeplleCaI. and Papa Goatler. 

GABFlBLD PARK R08B 00 •• 
1_ Weal JladIaoD ~ <JbkI8IO. 

VIEWS 8Oa\'ellJr AlblllDl of Amertoaa 8OeDery. Oltlel. .. 
• 1AIt tree. A. WI'I'I'&)UN", 68 ... 8&., 11. I. 



PRrETA 
SENT FREE DR. PRICE'. COOK BOOK, CODtaJDlac 

• ucelleDt recelpta for maklDK BmC!. B_alta, __ liIiIIiiIIIi __ 1IiI.. Cake., Pastry. PuddIDK" etc. All carefully tuted. 
- aDd arraDKed iD aimple aDd p~ctical fonD. Addreaa 

PRICE BAKING POWDER CO., Chloago, III. 

fU\.L WEIGHT 
PURE 

p~PRICE'S 
CREAM D~PRICES 

DELICIOUS 

o DEft ElHIS 
I1DsT PERFECT MADE NlDIIL FRUIT RAlDIS. 

Used by the United States Government. En
dorsed by the Heads of the Great Universities 
and Public Food Analysts, as the Strongest, 

. Purest and most Healthful. 
Dr. Price's Cream. Baking Powder does not 

contain Ammonia, Lime or Alum.. 
Dr. Price's Delicious Flavoring Extracts, 

VanjJla., Lemon, Orange, Almond, Rose, etc., 
do not contain poisonous oils or chemicals 

PRICE BAKING POWDER COMPANY. 
!lEW YORK. CHICAGO. ST. LOUlS. 
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~NEWSPAPERS w PERloDICALS~ 

- -"' 

A SUMMER LITERARY GUIDE 
WITH OVER TWENTY-FIVE BEAUTIFUL IllUSTRATIONS. 

T HE 
BOOK 
BUYER 

FOR the convenience of the many who annually ask the 
question "What books shall we take to the country?" 

the publishers of THE BOOK BUYER have prepared a 
superb summer number of the June issue. 

THE BOOK BUYER SUMMER ANNUAL 
will be found in every respect a bright, popular, and 
trustworthy guide to literature designed for summer 
reading. The number consists of 64 pages, containing 
a profusion of beautiful illustrations taken from the best 
books adapted for summer reading. 

The number contains several special and Dotable features, among them 
A NEW PORTRAIT OF DR. OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, taken while 

he was in England, and now printed for the first time in any periodical. The 
portrait is accompanied by a pleasant, personal sketch of the poet as he is at pres
ent in his home and library. 

"PLEASANT W A VS THROUGH WOOD AND FIELD." A delightful 
article, by EDITH M. THOMAS. 

"SUMMER NOVELS." A bright paper on the characteristics of light fiction. 
By ARLO BATES. 

A Chatty Article, by J. ASHBY STERRY, on English fiction and readers of fiction. 
Illustrated articles on seasonable books, and brief descriptive reviews of the best 

novels for summer reading and of books on out-of-door life. 
A new cover, printed in color, designed by GEORGE R. HALM and C. JAY TAYLOR . 

.... SENT TO ANY ADDRESS FOR 10 CENTS.~ 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, 748-745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
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l:: MISCELLANEoUS· 
"'AT 22 INDIA SQUARE, BOSTON, MASS .... 

is the wpst and most complete stock of 

FIREWORKS 
iD New EDclaDd. Tbeae coods are maDufactured by tbe 

UNITED STA.TES FIREWORKS COMPA.NY 
wbo manufacture all tbe Fireworks used iD Tbayer's Pyroramas at 

POINT OF PINES, 
BRIOHTON BEACH, 
GLOUCESTER BEACH, 

Revere Beach, Mass. 
Coney Island, New York. 

Philadelphia, Penna. 
THE THREE LARQEST SUMMER RESORTS IN THE WORLD. 

.... Assorted Fireworks put up in bosea and cODataDtly iD stock for Lawn Parties, Public and 

Private Displaya, at pricea from $1.00 to $500.00, whicb will be forwarded, EXPRESS PAID, to 

aDY part of the UDited Statea OD receipt of price. 

careful atteDtioD. SEND FOR CATALOGUE. 

BLUE. 
GEUTlIE 

and SilO PAPER. 

JfW oncl. Cel1lilt ou,gl.t to kIlOW, 

C.ll.lethc:hvill fortver'fl~w 
Without boiling. Nole G.lld heed it 
AJwt\Y<;J rc.CAd) whcm 'I LI \1Ced it 

No order too small to receive prompt aDd 

UPTON'S LIQUID FISH GLUB ~ro~::: a!1 i: .::: 
rlor In Adbe ...... e and Keeping QuaDtle" to an otben. U yoar dealer doe. not keep 
It, Nnd 15 Cent. tor _mple bottl" to GBO. UPTON, Manat&cturer, BotIton, Map. 

HOMn:OPATHY -"Cbeap" goodII are eulIy lIuppUed. 
u; • partionlarly cbeap Bomoeopatblo 

1Dedlclnes_ .. obesp" rope \.In't wanted for mountaln cUmb
IDa. thoqb. Yert/Um..". 0anI are tbe ooly Bomaeopatblo 
med1olne11 In tbIa country wblob baTe receIved InternatJooa1 
Awardi. 8014 by leadIq clnJnlalL 16 centa pta a lIOodoae 
YIaI by mall. Boot Catalogue and lIed101De CUe PrIce LIlt 
1IUIlJed tree. BOBRlCJtB a TAFEL, 1011 A.rcb 8tnJet. 
PblJadelpbla. PL; 1411 Grand senet. New Yort; 16 IIadIIoD 
8CreeC. CIllcIco. IIIrUloUDD U WI. 
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::!JA~Bol~!9AqgWn:: 
tlon, of tbe DeW IIJBtem 1I1tb CODDeetlbie Stroke Vowel 
8lgn.; b., Goo. R. Blahop, Stenograpber of N. Y. 8took b
obange : Kember (and In 1881-1 PresIdent) N. Y. State SCene
IJ'IIpbera' .u.oolatlon. OCC. ~ tbe Jnde4nlCe (.,oweI) 
pan of tile common pbooograpbJ. and aecnrea IIC1entlllo ex
aetnea.1I1Cb brevlq.. OootalDj coplOll8 Rea4lU berclael, 
LepI and GeneraJ maUer-ll.OOO wordl. A. Modern 
Book. for Mode'" Uae.. 110 pp..-m engraved.-Wnatrat
loe all prlnolples wtCb nopreoedented toinetlll. PrIce. bouod 
In amble leatber. St. DeiorIpttge eIrcnIarII eeot. AddreM 

8£0. L BISHOP, If. t. 8&oe1t he ..... lfew tort. 



_ : RAILROADS ETC:;:DmI 
California Excursions. 

-.•.. 
THE CHICAGO, SANTA FE a: CALIFORNIA RAILWAY baa decided to make a HaIlOD of 

low fint-cla.. excursion rat.s to all Caliroruia points and will •• U round-trip tickets &om 
Cbicaco, . 

Commencing Thursday, June 14th, 

aDd cODtiDulDc until Friday, July 13th-one fuD month. Thes. ticket. wU1 be pod ping to 
California, for thi,rty days from the date on wbicb tbey ale .old, and for the r.tum trip ... tluee 
month. from· date or .ale-and afFord pa.aengen their choice of any route both golDg aDd 
retuming. Ticket. retumiDg via Northem Pacific or CanadiaD Pacific RaUwa,.. will coat '15 
more thaD rat.s riven b.low. Th. rat. for the.e excunions will be, &om Chicago: 

ro SAN DIECO AND RETURN. 
To LOS ANCELES AND RETURN. 
To SAN FRANCISCO AND RETURN • 

. . 
}$74a10. 

.... SPECIAL VESTIBULE TRAINS will be run to accommodate th.se pmie., if nec •• -
sary. One .p.cial traiD will certainly leave Chicaco on Monday, July ath, for which 

entertainments at Las Vegas, Hot Springs, and other points will be rivea. Guides wiD accom
pany this train. 

For pmiculara write to EMMONS BLAINE, Gener.1 Passenger Agent, Chicago, or call at 

THE COMPANY'S OFFICES: 

21 2 CLARK STREET, CHICACO. 261 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 

NORTHERN PACIFIC 

SUMMER EXCURSIONS 
TO 

LAKE PARK J\ "lap of ~e ~effoco.tone pari, ~e WHEAT FIELDS 
RECION neco rouri,rt oof: "~onqerfani,,, OF 

OF DAKOTA 
MINNESOTA frroctor ~rzoft'J ~ufu~ peeeR, iffuJ_ 

ratei, J\fice'J J\innrureJ irz ~e neco ROCKY 
YELLOWSTONE 

<9y/onierfarzq, a'ifb a. pocier a~culJi01 MOUNTAINS NATIONAL 
PARK goof: Si .. i~ RATE8 OF FARE a.'ifb senera. HELENA 

informofTon refa.ffn ro ~e "ND 

SPOKANE PACIFIC NORTHWEST 
BUTTE 

PORTLAND coiff Se .enr FREE on a.JlJlfica.ffon to COLUMBIA 

TACOMA a.n~ ~enera.f or ~i.rricr f.>~.enser RIVER 

VICTORIA J\senr of tf\e <iompa.'\Y, or PUCET SOUND 

SAN FRANCISCO 
CHA8. S. FEE, Co P. a T. A., 

ALASKA 8T. PAUL. MINN. 

VIA 

THE DINING-CAR AND 

YELLOWSTONE PARK ROUTE 

a 



WHERE SHALL WE SPEND THE SUMMER? 
TO those asking this question, we wish to say that COLORADO presents more attractions as a 

summer resort than any other section of the country. Denver, the gateway to all Colorado resorts, 
is reached from Chicago in thirty-three hours via the BURLINGTON ROUTE. It is the only line 
by which one can go from Chicago to Denver without being more than one night on the road. The 
only line running through sleeping cars between Chicago and Denver. Fare for the trip from Chicago 
to Denver and return only $45.00. 

For further information regarding the resorts of Colorado, and how to reach them, address 

E. J. SWORDS, Oen'l Eastern Aa-ent, H. D. BADOLEY, New Ena-. Pass. Aet., 
3 17 Broadway, New York. 306 Washlneton Street, Boston. 

PAUL MORTON, Oeneral Passena-er and Ticket Aa-ent, C., B. '" Q. R. R., Chicago, III. 

sw- Send sla cents in poetslc stamps to Paul Morton, ChicslO. for an illustrated book about Colorado and tbe Garden of tbe GodL 
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01 RECT 

LAKES LUZERNE, SCHROON, BL.UE MOUNTAIN, 

RAQUETTE, TUPPER'S, 

MOST PICTURESgUE RESORTS IN THE GREAT ADIRONDACK REGION. 

__ Scad Ilx ceate la Itampa to The AdiJ'ODdlck Railway Company, 45 Broadway. New York; or 
'laratoca Sprin.I, lor new edltloa 01 .. Birch Bark," an Jlluatrated Quide, with colored mapa, time 
tabl ... and full information. 

W. W. DURANT, 
OENEIIAL MANAGEII. 

IF YOU ARE GOING 
-N-

THE WHITE MOUNTAINS, 
THE GREEN MOUNTAINS, 

WINNIPESAUKEE, RANGELEY, 
MEMPHREMAGOG OR 

MOOSEHEAD LAKES, 
BAR HARBOR, MT. DESERT, 

011 THI FAIIOUI 

NEW ENGLAND BEACHES 
FROM BOSTON 

C. E. DURKEE, 
.U~E"'NTENDENT. 

The Boston & Maine Railroad 
SU •• ER PUBUCATIOIS. 

Taa XoaT RUlIoaATa .All» Bxnllliva avan bluaD. 

.. DOWN EA.T LATCH STRINO .... 
lIIIG PIp.. 70 lll-.Jo.... Seal on B.olplof 1.1 «ontt lu Slampo. 

"MOUNTAIN, LAKE AND VALLEY." 
110 l'opL ., ru-.J_ Seat on a-Ipl of 8 00DI.t In 81ampo. 

"WINNIPE8AUKEE AND ABOUT THERE." 
11 l'opL to ru-u- Beat on a-ipl of 8 coDl.t in Slampo. 

"SEA-8HORE.t. LAKE8 AND MOUNTAIN8." 
I2l'opL 15 W~.... IleDt fnoe on appliaolion. 

"BOaTON & MAINE EXCUR810N BOOK." 
OlolaaRoulet,a..,BoIIIJaodlloardiDl·H_LiIt,- 75Pqa 

_r..e .. IIIl eltberol lb ......... TO ST. JOHN, N.B., 

~~----------~-------------------, 
IT IS WORTH 

YOUR WHiLE 

TO SEND TO 
PASSENGER DEI"T 

Boston &. Maine R. R. 
BOSTON, lASS" 

BOOKS OF 

TI\AVEL. 



[DR : RAILROADS ETC:~ _I 

THE C'HICAGO 
AND 

NORTH-WESTERN 
RAILWAY. 

The carefully adjusted train service of the Chicago and North-Western 

Railway over its 7,000 miles of perfectly constructed railway affords con

venient access to important points in Illinois, Iowa, Michigan, Wisconsin, 

Minnesota, Dakota, Nebraska, and Wyoming. 

Frequent Cheap Excursions during the summer will afford Land 

Seekers ample opportunity to inspect the rich and productive territory of 

the Great West. 

Tourist Tickets at reduced rates for health and pleasure seekers to 

Dakota Hot Springs, Colorado resorts, Yellowstone Park, and the 

innumerable resorts in the Enchanted Summerland. 

Personally conducted Excursions to the Pacific Coast at special 

rates will be organized for the accommodation of delegates to the National 

Educational Association. 

For full information apply to any ticket agent, or to the General 

Passenger Agent CHICAGO AND NORTH-WESTERN RAILWAY, 

CHICAGO. 

J. M. Whitman. 
General Kanager. 

H. C. Wicker. 
TraiBo )[anager. 

'16 

E. P. Wilson, 
Gen.'l P ... jpa" 



~ RrETA~~AR 
ALBANY PERFORATED WRAPPING PAPER CO., 

lIIlAN1JFA.CTUREB8 OJ!' 

Writing, Wrapping, Toilet, "Anti-Rust," and Medicated Pape .... 
PRINCIPA.L OFFIOE, A.LBANY, N. Y. 

Branch Offices: LONDON, 
British Patent Perfor-

NEW YORK, ated Paper Co., 

CHICAGO, Limited, 

BOSTON. 
Banner Street, 

St. Luke's, E. C. 

MANILLA, WHITE, PRICE REDUCED ANTI-BUST 

AND COLORED 50% Wrapping Paper Wrapping Thla !'ixture Heavily Plated 
£lU) -rOJl-

Papers, Four 1000-8hoot Rolls, BRIOHT OOODS. 

BElT ITANDARD BRAND PERFECT PROTECTIOI 
IN ROLLS, (NOT MEDIOATED) 

... O.&.rlft 

DELIVERED FREE IN'"JUE.Y ALL SIZES 
A.n7whe .... In the United State. 

-£lU)- on ..-Ipt 01 .--
WEIGHTS. ONE DOLLAB. DAMPNESS. 

OUR MEDICATED PAPER tor II1ltreren hom Hemorrhoids h .. prQvecI a maR 1I1l-ruI vehicle tor emollient and 
~Dt remed1 .... dol'd1Dlr a meaDI of ~ tor cbroD1o .... that regular. penlateut 

treatment, without which the actrioe and remed1ea of the ableat phyatC1aruJ tall to lBlleve. 
Thill paper. heavUl.chanred with an ointment approved by the prof~o~, oll'era a method of treatmeut me hom the iDeoDven1enoe 

ADd aDDoyanoe atteDdlJl/J tile 11M of other remed1.... The Ucbllllt type ot ... e 4Iaeue qutcklr ytelda to Ita Inl!ueuce. 
• 

We .ubmlt. few extraote from the many letters we ..-lve .. to the value of oar Medicated Paper. The 
ortctDala IDay be .een at oar 0.08. 

A. P. W. PAPD Co. 31 80_ Br •• BoorroK. ....... I ha .... eu1I'ered tor y .... UDtIl ~Tt!"~ I~~o~'VeJ.:'tecs 
o--n- :-Yoar J(ed1,.ted ToIlet Paper Ie ueetul ID the Paper. Encloeed lind two dollaN tor more of It. 

treatmeut of Anai.u-, alIa~ to a RIM' exteut tho In_ UKIVlIJIIInT. 1IIJaa •• July 8, 188T. 
ttch.:::t .. a remedy euilJ a~'iL:J and a trial Ie OOD~ of I ha .... ha4~t beDeflt hom Joar lIed1cated Paper. and lID-

1111 tao .IIL o=:u!!i:::'Ji.~I~: 1888: oloae Poatal ote tor another roll; IIDALU. )10 •• July U. 1887. 
lIy phl'8lclaD recommend8 yoarMed1cated Paper. andl enel,*, I eueloee ODe dollar tor wblob pl_ aend me pocIiet ~ '1 for eilrht paoketa with vocaat cue. of )'oar maR uoellent Hed1oate4 Paper. DzwOfOLDI,' A£A 
Your lIed1cated Pa baa been need!.":;!.'::' A~ie- I flDd your )led1eated Paper better thaD any I have ever u..icL 

Bult. It .. a BPlendir remedv and h .. my UDq~ endone- !leDd moODe dollar'a worth in 8IDai1~ea~ I ca::u 1& with me. 
IOeDt. PlMM aend two lOO<J..tibeet roIlII. I ha .... found yoar Medicated PajMIr IUpeftor'to !u, I ~Yer~;". 
A. P W PAPZBOo NOBlUftOWK. P ..... Dec. U.I888. andeDel'-ODe dollar tor more or It. 
G~ ·-uavllur reoommended IQur )ledlcated Pa\l<!1' to Br ... tIKTOK. V ..... Dee. e. 188'7. 

a number of m.r patleli*" "utrerlng with Hemorrhoids lftnd" of Yoar")led1cated "Ie the beet thlug I h""eever trled forltchiD« 
«reat beDe1It In preveutlna' tho InUl"""ltch1DiI and ui eome.,..... Hemorrhoids. After flfteeD y-' aDDoyanoe. nothinll baa oyer 
hu made a permaneDt cure. • Biven me the reUet dorded by the - of JOur paper. Pl_ 

N ...... IlAJr:DOIID. low.&.. Aug. 11. 188'1. oendanotberrolL ~ low ... Dec. 16. 188T. 
We aumot do without your Hed1cated Paper. !leDd two dol· I h""o sdere4 o .... r tweutJ y ...... Yoar paper h .. my approval 

lars' worth a& ODell. to such an exteuto I 8hall uevv wtllIugly be without it. 
l'rrmnnIoB. PA ..... Aug. 7/.188'1. W.tJIKD, N. u.., Dee. 30. 188T. 

I eucloee PoetaJ. Note tor tour rolJa Jledlcilted ..... per. "'0 beet BoDd at ODell anothor II1lIllllY of Jour lIIed1caUl<l Paper. I have 
remedy we have evor fOUDd.. eu1I'ere4 lItty.two year&. IflBllo ...... me .. DothlDII elee over h ... 

0a4OLK. FnuL 00 .. A.mzot<A. JUDO 1" 188'7. LYlCl'I. lILuB •• Jan. 2, 1811t1. 
Pl_ aend me ten roll.ll of your moat excit11ent JIoidIoated Am ~ much ~ with the l8Iu1t of ulng 10ur IIIIed1cated 

Paper. Paper. ~ send 'WO more rolla 80011 .. pOMlllle. 

Pooket Paoket, • 10010 
Price per Roll or 1000 8heet. _rei, wrapped In Tin Poll, 0.110 
.I.ht PaOketa and Neat POCket Cue, - -. 1.00 
Two 100000heet ROll .. and IIIIOkel PlxtuK, . • . l.ao 

DeUOWIICI lI'IW, I1117Whenlin the UDlWld Bta_ OIl receipt of prtoe. A~ 

ALBANY I»ERFOBATED WRAPPING P APEB. 00., ALBAn, B. Y. 
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DO YOU WANT 

accident insurance ? You need it, no matter what 

your occupation. For the very best accident insurance, 

at lowest rates, address Secretary James R. Pitcher 

at above address. 

"HAMMOND" 

TYPEWRITER. 
HICHEST AWARDS: 

london. lie. Yo,.i, Ne. O,.(ean,. Bo, ton. 

8r.fO Bon 

.. What. Folb Say of the na.nUIIODd Type1l-rit.er" .. 
THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO., 

MARION HARLAND. 

M AR ION HARLAND, tbe celebrated 
authoress so highly esteemed by the 

women of America, on pages rOJ nnd 445 

of her popular work, "Ex,,', .Dougn/us i Dr, 

Common &1IU for Malil, 'Vif~ allli Ar"'n,,," 
says: 

"For the aching back-should it be slow in 
recovering its nonnal strength-an Allcock's 
Porous Plaster is an excellent comforter, com· 
bining the sensation of the sustained prusu~ 
of a slrong warm hand with certain Ionic qual
ities developed in the wearing. It should be 
kcpt over Ihe scat of the uncasinns for 5evel1l1 
days.-in obstinale cases, (or perhaps a fort
night," 

.. For fori" in lIu Aul, wear an Allcock's 
Porous Plasler (:onslantly, renewing as il we:\rs 
off: This is :\11 invalu:\ble support .... hen Ih~ 

weight on the sm:a11 of the back becomes heavy 
and Ihe aching inces5anL" 


